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TO MY FATHER AND MY MOTHER 

Mt dear Parents, 

When you shall have read this book, and con- 
sidered the view of human relationships which is set forth in 
it, you will be at no loss to discover why I have dedicate it 
to you, as one paltry witness of an union and of a debt which, 
though they may seem to have begun with birth, and to havd 
grown with your most loving education, yet cannot die with 
death : but are spiritual, indefeasible, eternal in the heavens 
with that God from whom every fatherhood in heaven and 
earth is named. 

C. K. 
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PREFACE. 



A PICTURE of life in the fifth centuiy must needs contain 
much "which will be painful to any reader, and which the 
young and innocent will do well to leave altogether unread. It 
has to represent a very hideous, though a very great^ age ; one 
of those critical and cardinal eras in the history of the human 
race, in which virtues and vices manifest themselves side by 
side — even, at times, in the same person — ^with the most start- 
ling openness and power. One who writes of such an era 
labours under a troublesome disadvantage. He dare not tell 
how evil people were ; he will not be believed if he tells how 
good they were. In the present case that disadvantage is 
doubled; for while the sins of the Church, however heinous, 
were still such as admit of being expressed in words, the sins of 
the heathen world, against which she fought, were utterly inde- 
scribable ; and the Christian apologist is thus compelled, for the 
sake of decency, to state the Church's case far more weakly than 
the facts deserve. 

ITot, be it ever remembered, that the slightest suspicion of 
immoraUty attaches either to the heroine of this book, or to the 
leading philosophers of her school, for several centuries. How« 
soever base and profligate their disciples, or the Manichees, may 
have been, the great Neo-Platonists were, as Manes himself 
was, persons of the most rigid and ascetic virtue. 

For a time had arrived, in which no teacher who did not put 
forth the most lofty pretensions to righteousness could expect a 
hearing. That Divine Word, who is * The Light who lighteth 
every man which cometh into the world,' had awakened in the 
heart of mankind a tnoral craving never before felt in any 
strength, except by a few isolated philosophers or prophets. 

62 
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The Spirit had been poured out on all flesh ; and from one end 
of the Empire to the other, from the slave in the mill to the 
emperor on his throne, all hearts were either hungering and 
thirsting after righteousness, or learning to do homage to those 
who did so. And He who excited the craving, was also fur- 
nishing that which would satisfy it; and was teaching mankind, 
by a long and painful education, to distinguish the truth from 
its innumerable counterfeits, and to find, for the first time in the 
world's life, a good news not merely for the select few, but for 
all mankind without respect of rank or race. 

For somewhat more than four hundred years, the Eoman 
Empire and the Christian Church, bom into the world almost 
at the same moment, had been developing themselves side by 
side as two great rival powers, in deadly struggle for the pos- 
session of the human race. The weapons of the Empire had 
been not merely an overwhelming physical force, and a ruthless 
lust of aggressive conquest : but, even more powerful still, an 
unequalled genius for organization, and an uniform system of 
external law and order. This was generally a real boon to 
conquered nations, because it substituted a fixed and regular 
spoliation for the fortuitous and arbitrary miseries of savage 
warfare : but it arrayed, meanwhile, on the side of the Empire 
the wealthier citizens of every province, by allowing them their 
share in the plunder of the labouring masses below thenu 
These, in the country districts, were utterly enslaved; while 
in the cities, nominal freedom was of little use to masses 
kept from starvation by the alms of the government, and 
drugged into brutish good-humour by a vast system of public 
spectacles, in which the realms of nature and of art were 
ransacked to glut the wonder, lust, and ferocity of a degraded 
populace. 

Against this vast organization the Church had been fighting 
for now four hundred years, armed only with its own mighty 
and all-embracing message, and with the manifestation of a 
spirit of purity and virtue, of love and self-sacrifice, which had 
proved itself mightier to melt and weld together the hearts of 
men, than all the force and terror, all the mechanical organiza- 
tion, all the sensual baits with which the Empire had been 
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contending against that Gospel in which it had recognised 
instinctively and at first sights its internecine foe. 

And now the Church had conquered. The weak things of 
this world had confounded the strong. In spite of the devilish 
cruelties of persecutors ; in spite of the contaminating atmo- 
sphere of sin which surrounded her ; in spite of having to form 
herself, not out of a race of pure and separate creatures, but by 
a most literal * new birth ' out of those very fallen masses who 
insulted and persecuted her ; in spite of having to endure within 
herseK continual outbursts of the evil passions in which her 
members had once indulged without check ; in spite of a thou- 
sand counterfeits which sprung up around her and within her, 
claiming to be parts of he.T, and alluring men to themselves by 
that very exclusiveness and party arrogance which disproved 
their claim; in spite of all, she had conquered. The very 
emperors had arrayed themselves on her side. Julian's last 
attempt to restore paganism by imperial influence had only 
proved that the old faith had lost all hold upon the hearts of 
the masses ; at his death the great tide-wave of new opinion 
rolled on unchecked, and the rulers of earth were fain to swim 
with the stream ; to accept, in words at least, the Church's laws 
as theirs ; to acknowledge a King of kings to whom even they 
owed homage and obedience ; and to call their own slaves their 
' poorer brethren,' and often, too, their ' spiritual superiors.' 

But if the emperors had become Christian, the Empire had not. 
Here and there an abuse was lopped off; or an edict was passed 
for the visitation of prisons and for the welfare of prisoners ; or 
a Theodosius was recalled to justice and humanity for a while 
by the stem rebukes of an Ambrose. But the Empire was still 
the same : still a great tyranny, enslaving the masses, crushing 
national life,^ fattening itself and its oflicials on a system of 
world-wide robbery ; and while it was paramount, there could 
be no hope for the human race. Nay, there were even those 
among the Christians who saw, like Dante afterwards, in the 
'fatal gift of Constantine,' and the truce between the Church 
and the Empire, fresh and more deadly danger. Was not the 
Empire trying to extend over the Church itseK that upas shadow 
with which it had withered up every other form of human 
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existence ; to make her, too, its stipendiary slave-official, to be 
pampered when obedient, and scourged whenever she dare assert 
a free will of her own, a law beyond that of her tyrants; to 
throw on hdr, by a refined hypocrisy, the care and support of 
the masses on whose lifeblood it was feeding 1 So thought many 
then, and, as I believe, not unwisely. 

But if the social condition of the civilized world was anoma- 
lous at the beginning of the fifth century, its spiritual state was 
still more so. The universal fusion of races, languages, and 
customs, which had gone on for four centuries under the Roman 
rule, had produced a corresponding fusion of creeds, an universal 
fermentation of human thought and faitK All honest belief in 
the old local superstitions of paganism had been long dying 
out before the more palpable and material idolatry of Emperor- 
worship j and the gods of the nations, unable to deliver those 
who had trusted in them, became one by one the vassals of the 
* Divus CfiBsar,' neglected by the philosophic rich, and only wor- 
shipped by the lower classes, where the old rites still pandered 
to their grosser appetites, or subserved the wealth and importance 
of some particular locality. 

In the meanwhile, the minds of men, cut adrift from their 
ancient moorings, wandered wildly over pathless seas of 
speculative doubt, and especially in the more metaphysical and 
contemplative East, attempted to solve for themselves the 
questions of man's relation to the unseen by those thousand 
schisms, heresies, and theosophies (it is a disgrace to the word 
philosophy to caU them by it), on the records of which the 
student now gazes bewildered, unable alike to count or to 
explain their fantasies. 

Yet e7en these, like every outburst of free human thought, 
had their use and their fruit They brought before the minds 
of churchmen a thousand new questions which must be solved, 
unless the Church was to relinquish for ever her claims as the 
great teacher and satisfier of the human souL To study these 
bubbles, as they formed and bui'st on every wave of human 
life j to feel, too often by sad experience, as Augustine felt, the 
charm of their allurements ; to divide the truths at which they 
aimed from the falsehood whioh they offered as its substitute ; 
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to exhibit the Catholic Church as possessing, in the great &ct8 
which she proclaimed, full satisfaction, even for the most subtle 
metaphysical cravings of a diseased age ; — that was the work of 
the time ; and men were sent to do it, and aided in their labonz 
by the very causes which had produced the intellectual revolu- 
\iovL The general intermixture of ideas, creeds, and races, even 
the mere physical facilities for intercourse between different 
parts of the Empire, helped to give the great Chnstian fathers 
of the fourth and fifth centuries a breadth of observation, a 
depth of thought, a large-hearted and large-minded patience and 
tolerance, such as, we may say boldly, the Church has since 
beheld but rarely, and the world never; at least, if we are to 
judge those great men by what they had, and not by what they 
had not, and to believe, as we are bound, that had they lived 
now, and not then, they would have towered as far above the 
heads of this generation as they did above the heads of their 
own. And thus an age, which, to the shallow insight of a 
sneerer like Gibbon, seems only a rotting and aimless chaos of 
sensuality and anarchy, fanaticism and hypocrisy, produced a 
Clement and an Athanase, a Chrysostom and an Augustine; 
absorbed into the sphere of Christianity all which was most 
valuable in the philosophies of Greece and Egypt, and in the 
social organization of Home, as an heir-loom for nations yet un- 
born; and laid in foreign lands, by unconscious agents, the 
foundations of all European thought and Ethics. 

But the health of a Church depends, not merely on the creed 
which it professes, not even on the wisdom and holiness of a few 
great ecclesiastics, but on the faith and virtue of its individual 
members. The mens sana must have a corpiLS sanum to inhabit 
And even for the Western Church, the lofty future which was 
in store for it would have been impossible, without some infu- 
sion of new and healthier blood into the vein.5 of a world 
drained and tainted by the influence of Eome. 

And the new blood, at the era of this story, was at hand. 
The great tide of those Gothic nations, of which the Norwegian 
and the German are the purest remaining types, though every 
nation of Europe, from Gibraltar to St. Petersburg, owes to 
them the most precious elements of strength, was sweeping 
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onwaxd, wave over wave, in a steady south-western current, 
across the whole Eoman territory, and only stopping and recoil- 
ing when it reached the shores of the Mediterranean. Those 
wild tribes were bringing with them into the magic circle of 
the Western Church's influence the very materials which she 
required for the building up of a future Christendom, and 
which she could find as little in the Western Empire, as in the 
Eastern; comparative purity of morals; sacred respect for 
woman, for family life, law, equal justice, individual freedom, 
and, above all, for honesty in word and deed ; bodies untainted 
by hereditary effeminacy, hearts earnest though genial, and blciit 
with a strange willingness to learn, even from those whom they 
despised ; a brain equal to that of the Eoman in practical power, 
and not too far behind that of the Eastern in imaginative and 
speculative acuteness. 

And their strength was felt at once. Their vanguard, con- 
fined with difficulty for three centuries beyond the Eastern 
Alps, at the expense of sanguinary wars, had been adopted 
wherever it was practicable, into the service of the Empire; 
and the heart's core of the Eoman legion was composed of 
Gothic officers and soldiers. But now the main body had 
arrived. Tribe after tribe was crowding down to the Alps, 
and trampling upon each other on the frontiers of the Empire. 
The Huns, singly their inferiors, pressed them from behind 
with the irresistible weight of numbers; Italy, with her rich 
cities and fertile lowlands, beckoned them on to plunder; as 
auxiliaries, they had learned their own strength and Eoman 
weakness; a casus belli was soon found. How iniquitous was 
the conduct of the sons of Theodosius, in refusing the usual 
bounty, by which the Goths were bribed not to attack tho 
empire ! — The whole pent-up deluge burst over the plains of* 
Italy, and the Western Empire became from that day forth a 
Jying idiot, while the new invaders divided Europe among 
themselves. The fifteen years before the time of this tale had 
decided the fate of Greece; the last four that of Eomo itsel£ 
The countless treasures which five centuries of rapine had accu- 
mulated round the Capitol had become the prey of men clothed 
iu sheepskins and horsehide ; and the sister of an emperor had 
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found her beauty, virtue, and pride of race^ worthilj matched 
by those of the hard-handed Northern hero who led her away 
from Italy as his captive and his bride, to found new kingdoms 
iix South France and Spain, and to drive the newly-arrived 
Yandals across the Straits of Gibraltar into the then blooming 
coast-land of Northern Africa. Everywhere the mangled limbs 
of the Old World were seething in the Medea's caldron, to 
come forth whole, and young, and strong. The Longbeards, 
noblest of their race, had found a temporary resting-place upon 
the Austrian frontier, after long southward wanderings from 
the Swedish mountains, soon to be dispossessed again by the 
advancing Huns, and, crossing the Alps, to give their name for 
ever to the plains of Lombardy. A few more tumultuous years, 
and the Franks would find themselves lords of the Lower Ehine- 
land; and before the hairs of Hypatia's scholars had grown 
grey, the mythic Hengst and Horsa would have landed on the 
shores of Kent, and an English nation have begun its world- 
wide life. 

But some great Providence forbade to our race, triumphant in 
every other quarter, a footing beyond the Mediterranean, or even 
in Constantinople, which to this day preserves in Europe the 
faith and manners of Asia. The Eastern World seemed barred, 
by some stem doom, from the only influence which could have 
regenerated it. Every attempt of the Gothic races to establish 
themselves beyond the sea, whether in the form of an organized 
kingdom, as the Vandals attempted in Africa ; or of a mere band 
of brigands, as did the Goths in Asia Minor, under Gainas ; or 
of a praetorian guard, as did the Varangens of the middle age ; or 
as religious invaders, as did the Crusaders, ended only in the cor- 
ruption and disappearance of the colonists. That extraordinary 
reform in morals, which, according to Salvian and his contem- 
poraries, the Vandal conquerors worked in North Africa, availed 
them nothing; they lost more than they gave. Climate, bad 
example, and the luxury of power degraded them in one century 
into a race of helpless and debauched slaveholders, doomed to 
utter extermination before the semi-Gothic armies of Belisarius ; 
and with them vanished the last chance that the Gothic races 
would exercise on the Eastern World the same stem yet whole* 
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some discipline ander wluch the Western had been restored 
to life. 

The Egyptian and Syrian Churches, therefore^ were destined 
to labour not for themselves, but for us. The signs of disease 
and decrepitude were already but too manifest in them. That 
very peculiar turn of the Grseco-Eastem mind, which made them 
the great thinkers of the then world, had the effect of drawing 
them away from practice to speculation ; and the races of Egypt 
and Syria were effeminate, over-civilized, exhausted by centuries 
during which no infusion of fresh blood had come to renew the 
stock. Morbid, self-conscious, physically iudolent^ incapable then, 
as now, of personal or political freedom, they afforded material 
out of which fanatics might easily be made, but not citizens of 
the kingdom of God. The very ideas of feimily and national life 
— ^those two divine roots of the Church, severed from which she 
is certain to wither away into that most godless and most cruel 
of spectres, a religious world — ^had perished in the East from the 
evil influence of the universal practice of slaveholding, as wdl as 
from the degradation of that Jewish nation which had been for 
ages the great witness for those ideas ; and all classes, like their 
forefather Adam — like, indeed, * the old Adam ' in every man 
and in every age — were shifting the blame of sin from their own 
consciences to human relationships and duties — and therein, to 
the Gk)d who had appointed them ; and saying as of old, * The 
woman whom thou gaveat to be with me, she gave me of the tree, 
and I did eat' The passionate Eastern character, like all weak 
ones, found total abstinence easier than temperance, religious 
thought more pleasant than godly action ; and a monastic world 
grew up all over the East, of such vastness that in Egypt it was 
said to rival in numbers the lay population, producing, with an 
enormous decrease in the actual amount of moral evil, an equally 
great enervation and decrease of the population. Such a people 
could offer no resistance to the steadily-increasing tyranny of the 
Eastern Empire. In vain did such men as Chrysostom and Basil 
oppose their personal influence to the hideous intrigues and vil- 
lanies of the Byzantine court; the ever-downward career of 
Eastern Christianity went on unchecked for two more miserable 
centuries, side by side with the upward development of the 
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Western Churcli ; and, while tlie successors of the great Saint 
Gregory were converting and civilizing a new-bom Europe, the 
Churches of the East were vanishing before Mohammedan in- 
vaders, strong by living trust in that living God, whom the 
Christians, while they hated and persecuted each other for aigu« 
ments about Him, were denying and blaspheming in every 
action of their lives. 

But at the period whereof this story treats, the Grseco-Eastem 
mind was still in the middle of its great work. That wonderful 
metaphysic subtlety, which, in phrases and definitions too often 
unmeaning to our grosser inteUect, saw the symbols of the most 
important spiritual realities, and felt that on the distinction 
between konuxmsias and homoiousios might hang the solution of 
the whole problem of humanity, was set to battle in Alexandria, 
the ancient stronghold of Greek philosophy, with the effete 
remains of the very scientific thought to which it owed its extra- 
ordinary culture. Monastic isolation from family and national 
duties especially fitted the fathers of that period for the task, by 
giving them leisure, if nothing else, to face questions with a 
lifelong earnestness impossible to the more social and practical 
Korthem mind. Our duty is, instead of sneering at them as 
pedantic dreamers, to thank Heaven that men were found, just 
at the time when they were wanted, to do for us what we could 
never have done for ourselves ; to leave to us, as a precious heir- 
loom, bought most truly with the lifeblood of their race, a meta- 
physic at once Christian and scientific, every attempt to improve 
on which has hitherto been found a fEiilure ; and to battle vic- 
toriously with that strange brood of theoretic monsters begotten 
by effete Greek philosophy upon Egyptian symbolism, Chaldee 
astrology, Parsee dualism, Brahminic spiritualism — ^graceful and 
gorgeous phantoms, whereof somewhat more will be said in the 
coming chapters. 

I have, in my sketch of Hypatia and her fate, closely followed 
authentic history, especially Socrates* account of the closing scene, 
as given in Book vii. § 15, of his * Ecclesiastical History.* I am 
inclined, however, for various historical reasons, to date her death 
two years earlier than he does. The tradition that she was the 
wife of Isidore, the philosopher, I reject, with Gibbon, as a pal- 
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pable anaclironigm of at least fifty years (Isidore's master, Proclus, 
not having been born till the year before Hypatia's death), con- 
tradicted, moreover by the very author of it, Photius, who says 
distinctly, after comparing Hypatia and Isidore, that Isidore 
married a certain * Domna.' No hint, moreover, of her having 
been married, appears in any contemporary authors ; and the 
name of Isidore nowhere occurs among those of the many mutual 
friends to whom Synesius sends messages in his letters to 
Hypatia, in which, if anywhere, we should find mention of a 
husband, had one existed. To Synesius' most charming letters, 
as well as to those of Isidore, the good Abbot of Pelusium, I beg 
leave to refer those readers who wish for further information 
about the private life of the fifth century. 

I cannot hope that these pages will be altogether free from 
anachronisms and errors. I can only say that I have laboured 
honestly and industriously to discover the truth, even in its 
minutest details, and to sketch the age, its manners and its 
literature, as I found them — altogether artificial, slipshod, effete, 
resembling far more the times of Louis Quinze than those of 
Sophocles and Plato. And so I send forth this little sketch, 
ready to give my hearty thanks to any reviewer who, by 
exposing my mistakes, shall teach me and the public somewhat 
more about the last struggle between tne y'oung Church and the 
Old World. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



CONTENTS. 

CHAPTER L 

PAGE 
TDE LAURA • • • « • 1 

CHAPTER n. 

THIS DYING WORLD 11 

CHAPTER KI. 

TOE 00TH8 27 

CHAPTER IV. 

MIRIAM • » • • 88 

CHAPTER V. 

A DAY IN ALEX.VNDRIA 50 

CHAPTER VI. 

THE NEW DIOGENES 71 

CHAPTER Vn. 
THOSE BY WHOM OrFE:TOES COME 7& 

CHAPTER Via 

THE EAST WIND . . . • 03 

CHAPTER IX, 

THE SNAPriNQ OF THE BOW ..,,.... 107 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ivm CONTEXTS. 



CILVITER X. 

PAOff 

THB fNTKBYlEW 115 

CHAPTER XI. 
THB LAUBA AGAIN 126 

CHAPTER XII. 
THB BOWEB OF ACBASIA , 185 

CHAPTER Xm. 

THB BOTTOM OF THE ABYSS ,145 

CHAPTER XIV. 

THE BOCKS OF THE 8IBFNS ltS6 

CHAPTER XV. 

NErHELOCOCCUGUIA • • 172 

CHAPTER XVI. 

TENUS AND PALLAS 181 

CHAPTER XVn. 

A STRAY GLEAM 105 

CHAPTEB XVIII. 

THE PBEFEOT TESTED . i . 203 

CHAPTER XIX. 

JEWS AGAINST CHBISTIANS . . ' 216 

CHAPTER XX. 

SHB STOOPS TO C0NQT7EB « . • • 227 

OHAPTE? XXI. 
THE SQimX-BISHOP 249 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



CONTENTS. xix 



CHAPTER XXIL 

pAoa 
PAXDEUONim t 274 

CHAPTER XXUl. 
NESfESIS r • , . 288 

CHAPTER XXIV. 

LOST LAMBS • . ^ 892 

CHAPTER XXV. 

SERKIKO AFTER A SION • . • • 809 

CHAPTER XXVI. 
Miriam's plot , 828 

CHAPTER XXVn. 
the prodigal's retixen ..... i 838 

CHAPTER XXVin. 
woman's loyb 858 

CHAPTER XXIX. 
nemesis .••.•....•••• • • 860 

CHAPTER XXX. 
EVXRY MAN TO HIS OWN PLACE 871 



Digitized by 



Googk 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



HYPATIA; 

OB, 

NEW FOES WITH AN OLD FACE. 

CHAPTER L 

THE LAURA. 

IN the four hundred and thirtcentli year of the Christian Era, 
some three hundred miles above Alexandria, the young 
monk Philammon was sitting on the edge of a low range of 
inland cliffs, crested with drifting sand. Beliind liim the desert 
sand-waste stretched, lifeless, interminable, reflecting its lurid 
glare on the horizon of the cloudless vault of blue. At his feet 
the sand dripped and trickled, in yellow rivulets, from crack to 
crack and ledge to ledge, or whirled past him in tiny jets of 
yellow smoke, before the fitful summer airs. Here and there, 
upon the face of the cliffs which walled in the opposite side of 
the narrow glen below, were cavernous tombs, huge old quarries, 
with obelisks and half-cut pillars, standing as the workmen had 
left them centuries before; the sand was slipping down and 
piling up around their , their heads were frosted with the arid 
snow ; everywhere was silence, desolation — the grave of a dead 
nation, in a dying land. And there he sat musing above it all, 
fidl of life and youth and health and beauty — a young Apollo 
of the desert His only clothing was a ragged sheep-skin, 
bound with a leathern girdle. His long black locks, unshorn 
from childhood, waved and glistened in the sun ; a rich dark 
down on cheek and chin showed the spring of healthfid man- 
hood ; his hard hands and sinewy sunburnt limbs told of labour 
and endurance ; his flashing eyes and beetling brow, of daring, 
fancy, passion, thought, which had no sphere of action in such 
a place. What did his glorious young humanity alone among 
the tombs % 

So perhaps he, too, thought, as he passed his hand across his 
brow, as if to sweep away some gathering dream, and sigliing, 
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rose and wandered along the cliffs, peering downward at every 
point and cranny, in iearch of fuel for the monastery from 
whence he came. 

Simple as was the material which h(- sought, consisting 
chiefly of the low arid desert shrubs, with now and then a 
fragment of wood fi*om some deserted quarry or ruin, it was 
becoming scarcer and scarcer round Abbot Painbo*s Laura at 
Scetis; and long before Philammon had collected his daily 
quantity, he had strayed further from his home than he had 
ever been before. 

Suddenly, at a turn of the glen, he came upon a sight new 
to him .... a temple carved in the sandstone cliff; and in 
front, a smooth platform, strewn with beams and mouldering 
tools, and here and there a skull bleaching among the sand, 
perhaps of some workman slaughtered at his labour in one of 
the thousand wars of old. The abbot, his spiritual father — 
indeed, the only father whom he knew, for his earliest recol- 
lections were of the Laura and the old man*s cell — ^had strictly 
forbidden him to enter, even to ai)proach any of those relics of 
ancient idolatry: but a broad terrace-road led down to the 
platform from the table-land above; the plentiful supply of 
fuel was too tempting .^o be passed by. ... Pie would go 
down, gather a few sticks, and then return, to teU the abbot of 
the ti-easure which he had found, and consult him as to the 
propriety of revisiting it. 

So down he went, hardly daring to raise his eyes to the 
alluring iniquities of the painted imagery which, gaudy in 
crimson and blue, stiU blazed out upon the desolate solitude, 
uninjured by that rainless air. But he was young, and youth is 
curious ; and the devil, at least in the fifth century, busy with 
young brains. Now Philammon believed most utterly in the 
devil, and night and day devoutly prayed to be delivered from 
him; so he crossed himseK, and ejaculated, honestly enough, 
* Lord, turn away mine eyes, lest they behold vanity !'.•.• 
and looked nevertheless. .... 

And who could have helped looking at those four colossal 
kings, who sat there grim and motionless, their huge hands laid 
upon their knees in everlasting self-assured repose, seeming to 
bear up the mountain on their stately heads ? A sense of awe, 
weakness, aU but fear, came over him. He dare not stoop to 
take up the wood at his feet, their great stem eyes watched 
him so steadily. 

Eound their knees and round their thrones were mystic 
characters engraven, s}Tnbol aftei symbol, line below line — the 
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ancient wisdom of the Egyptians, wherein Moses the man of 
God was learned of old — ^whj should not he know it tool 
What awfdl secrets might not be hidden there about the great 
world, past, present, and future, of which he knew only so small 
a speck 1 lliose Hngs who sat there, they had known it all ; 
their sharp lips seem parting, ready to speak to him. .... 
Oh that they would speak for once ! . • . • and yet that grim 
sneering smile, that seemed to look down on him from the 
heights of their power and wisdom, with calm contempt .... 
him, the poor youth, picking up the leaving and rags of their 
past majesty. • . . He dared look at them no more. 

So he looked past them into the temple haUs ; into a lustrous 
abyss of cool green shade, deepening on and inward, pillar after 
pillar, vista after vista, into deepest night. And dimly through 
the gloom he could descry, on every wall and column, gorgeous 
arabesques, long lines of pictured story ; triumphs and labours ; 
rows of captives in foreign and fantastic dresses^ leading strange 
animals, bearing the tributes of unknown lands ; rows of ladies 
at feasts, their heads crowned with garlands, the fragrant lotus- 
flower in every hand, whUe slaves brought wine and perfomes, 
and children sat upon their knees, and husbands by their side ; 
and dancing girls, in transparent robes and golden girdles, tossed 

their tawny limbs wildly among the throng What was 

the meaning of it all ? Why had it all been 1 Why had it gone 
on thus, the great world, century after century, millennium after 
millennium, eating and drinking, and marrying and giving in 
marriage, and knowing nothing better .... how could they 
know anything better] Their forefathers had lost the light 
ages and ages before they were bom. .... And Christ had 
not come for ages and ages after they were dead. .... How 
could they know 1 . . . . And yet they were aU in hell . . . • 
every one of them. Every one of these ladies who sat there, 
with her bushy locks, and garlands, and jewelled collars, and 
^otus-flowers, and gauzy dress, displaying all her slender limbs 
— who, perhaps, when she was alive, smiled so sweetly, and 
went so gaily, and had children, and friends, and never once 
thought of what was going to happen to her — what must 
happen to her. .... She was in hell .... Burning for ever, 
and ever, and ever, there below his feet He stared down on 
the rocky floors. If he could but see through them .... and 
the eye of faith could see through them .... he should behold 
her writhing and twisting among the flickering flame, scorched, 
glowing .... in everlasting agony, such as the thought of 
enduring for a moment made him shudder. He had burnt 
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his hands once, when a paLn-leaf hut caught fire. .... He 

recollected what that was like She was enduring ton 

thousand times more than that for ever. .... He should hear 
her shrieking in vain for a drop of water to cool her tongue. 
... He had never heard a human heing shiiek but once . . . 
a boy bathing on the opposite Nile bank, whom a crocodile had 
draped down .... and that scream, fiednt and distant as it 
came across the mighty tide, had rung intolerable in his ears 
for days .... and to think of all which echoed through those 
vaults of fire — for ever 1 Was the thought bearable 1 — ^was it 
possible 1 Millions upon millions burning for ever for Adam's 
fall Could God be just in that 1 . . . . 

It was the temptation of a fiend ! He had entered the un- 
hallowed precincts, where devils still lingered about their 
ancient shnnes ; he had let his eyes devour the abominations of 
the heathen, and given place to the deviL He would flee home 
to confess it all to his father. He would punish him as he 
deserved, pray for him, forgive him. And yet could he tell him 
all 1 Could he, dare he confess to him the whole truth — the 
insatiable craving to know the mysteries of learning — ^to see the 
great roaring world of men, which had been growing up in him 
slowly, month after month, till now it had assumed this fearful 
shape? He could stay no longer in the desert. This world 
which sent all souls to heU — was it as bad as monks declared it 
was 1 It must be, else how could such be the fruit of it 1 But 
it was too awful a thought to be taken on trust. No ; he must 
go and see. 

Filled with such fearful questionings, half-inarticulate and 
vague, like the thoughts of a child, the untutored youth went 
wandering on, till he reached the edge of the clifif below which 
lay his home. 

It lay pleasantly enough, that lonely Laura, or lane of rude 
Cyclopean cells, under the perpetual shadow of the southern 
wall of crags, amid its grove of ancient date-trees. A branching 
cavern in the cliff supplied the purposes of a chapel, a store- 
house, and a hospital ; while on the sunny slope across the glen 
lay the common gardens of the brotherhood, green with millet, 
maize, and beans, among which a tiny streamlet, husbanded and 
guided with the most thrifty care, wandered down fix)m the 
cliff foot, and spread perpetual verdure over the little plot 
which voluntary and fmtemal labour had painfully redeemed 
from the inroads of the all-devouring sand. For tJiat garden, 
like everything else in the Laura, except each brother's seven 
feet of stone sleeping-hut, was the common property, and there- 
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foro the common care and joy of all. For the common good, 
as well as for his own, each man had toiled up the glen with his 
palm-leaf basket of black mud fix)m the river Nile, over whose 
broad sheet of silver the glen's mouth yawned abrupt For the 
common good, each man had swept the ledges clear of sand, and 
sown in the scanty artificial soil, the harvest of which all were 
to share alike. To buy clothes, books, and chapel-furniture for 
the common necessities, education, and worship, each man sat, 
day after day, week after week, his mind full of high and 
heavenly thoughts, weaving the leaves of their little palm-copse 
into baskets, which an aged monk exchanged for goods with the 
more prosperous and frequented monasteries of the opposite bank. 
Thither Philammon rowed the old man over, week by week, in 
a light canoe of papyrus, and fished, as he sat waiting for him, for 
the common meaL A simple, happy, gentle life was that of the 
Laura, all portioned out by rules and methods, which were held 
hardly less sacred than those of the Scriptures, on which they 
were supposed (and not so wrongly either) to have been framed. 
Each man had food and raiment, shelter on earth, friends and 
counsellors, living trust in the continual care of Almighty God ; 
and, blazing before his eyes, by day and night, the hope of ever- 
lasting glory beyond all poets* dreams And what more 

would man have had in those days % Thither they had fled out 
of cities, compared with which Paris is earnest and Gomorrha 
chaste, — out of a rotten, infernal, dying world of tyrants and 
slaves, hypocrites and wantons, — to ponder undisturbed on 
duty and on judgment, on death and eternity, heaven and hell ; 
to find a common creed, a common interest, a common hope, 

common duties, pleasures, and sorrows True, they had 

many of them fled from the post where God had placed them, 
when they fled from man into the Thebaid waste. .... What 
sort of post and what sort of an age they were, from which 
those old monks fled^ we shall see, perhaps, before this tale is 
told out. 

* Thou art late, son,' said the abbot, steadfastly working away 
at his palm-basket, as Philammon approached. 

* Fuel is scarce, and I was forced to go far.' 

* A monk should not answer till he is questioned. I did not 
ask the reason. Where didst thou find that woodi' 

* Before the temple, far up the glen.' 

' The temple ! What didst thou see there % ' 

No answer. Pambo looked up with his keen black eye. 

* Thou hast entered it, and lusted after its abominations.' 

* I — I did not enter; but I looked ' 
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* And what didst thou see % Women V 
Philammon was' silent 

' Have I not "bidden you never to look on the face of women t 
Are they not the first-fruits of the devil, the authors of all evil, 
the subtlest of all Satan's snares 1 Are they not accursed for 
ever, for the deceit of their first mother, hy whom sin entered 
into the world ? A woman first opened the gates of hell ; and, 
until this day, they are the portresses thereo£ Unhappy boy 1 
what hast thou done ]' 

* They were but painted on the walls.' 

*Ah!' said the abbot, as if suddenly relieved from a heavy 
burden. *But how knewest thou them to be women, when 
thou hast never yet, unless thou liest — whicli I believe not of 
thee — seen the face of a daughter of Eve T 

* Perhaps — perhaps,' said Philammon, as if suddenly relieved 
by a new suggestion — 'perhaps they were only devils. They 
must have been, I think, for they were so very beautifuL* 

'Ah 1 how knowest thou that devils are beautiful]' 
' I was launching the boat, a week ago, with Father Aufugus ; 
and on the bank, .... not very near, .... there were two 
creatures .... with long hair, and striped all over the lower" 
half of their bodies with black, and red, and yellow .... and 
they were gathering flowers on the shore. Father Aufugus 
turned away ; but I .... I could not help thinking them the 
most beautiful things that I had ever seen . . . . so I asked him 
why he turned away ; and he said that those were the same 
sort of devils which tempted the blessed St Anthony. Then I 
recollected having heard it read aloud, how Satan tempted 

Anthony in the shape of a beautiful woman And so 

.... and so ... . those figures on the wall were very 
like .... and I thought they might be .... ' 

And the poor boy, who considered that he was making con- 
fession of a deadly and shameful sin, blushed scarlet, and 
stammered, and at last stopped. 

* And thou thoughtest them beautiful ? Oh ntter corruption 
of the flesh ! — oh subtilty of Satan ! The Lord forgive thee, as 
I do, my poor child: henceforth thou goest not beyond the 
garden walls.* 

* Not beyond the walls ! Impossible ! I cannot ! If thou 
wert not my father, I would say, I will not 1 — I must have 
liberty ! — I must see for myseK — I must judge for raysel^ what 
this world is of ^yhich you all talk so bitterly. I long for no 
pomps and vanities. I will promise you this moment, if you 
will, never to re-enter a heathen temple — to hide my fiEice in the 
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dust whenever I approach a woman. But I must — I must see 
the world ;, I must see the great mother-church in Alexandria, 
and the patriarch, and his clergy. K they can serve God in the 
city, why not II I could do more for God there than here. 
.... Not that I despise this work — not that I am ungrateful 
to you — oh, never, never that ! — but I pant for the battle. Let 
me go ! I am not discontented with you, but with mysell I 
know that obedience is noble; but danger is nobler stilL If 
you have seen the world, why diould not It If you have fled 
from it because you found it too evil to live in, why should not 
I, and return to you here of my own wUl, never to leave 
you? .... And yet Cyril and his clergy have not fled fix)m 
it ' 

Desperately and breathlessly did Philammon drive this speech 
out of his inmost heart ; and then waited, expecting the good 
abbot to strike him on the spot. If he had, the young man 
would have submitted patiently; so would any man, however 
venerable, in that monastery. Why not? Duly, after long 
companionship, thought, and prayer, they had elected Pambo 
for their abbot — abba — ^father — the wisest, eldest-hearted and 
headed of them — if he was that, it was time that he should bo 
obeyed. And obeyed he was, with a loyal, reasonable love, and 
yet with an implicit, soldier-like obedience, which many a king 
and conqueror might envy. Were they cowards and slaves t 
The Eoman legionaries should be good judges on that point. 
They used to say that no armed barbarian, Goth or Vandtd, 
Moor or Spaniard, was so terrible as the unarmed monk of tlie 
Thebaid. 

Twice the old man lifted his staff to strike ; twice he laid it 
down again ; and then, slowly rising, left Philammon kneeling 
there, and moved away deliberately, and with eyes fixed on the 
ground, to the house of the brother Aufugus. 

Every one in the Laura honoured Aufugus. There was a 
mystery about him which heightened the charm of his sur- 
passing sanctity, his childlike sweetness and humility. It was 
whispered — when the monks seldom and cautiously did whisper 
together in their lonely walks — that he had been once a great 
man ; that he had come from a great city — perhaps from Rome 
itsel£ And the simple monks were proud to think that they 
had among them a man who had seen Kome. At least, Abbot 
Pambo respected him. He was never beaten; never even re- 
proved— j)erhaps he never required it ; but still it was the meed 
of all ; and was not the abbot a little partial ? Yet, certainly, 
when Theophilus sent up a messenger from Alexandria, rousini^ 
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every Laura with the news of the sack of Kome by Alaric, did 
not Pambo take him first to the cell of Aufugus, and sit with 
him there three whole hours in secret consultation, before he 
told the awful story to the rest of the brotherhood? And did 
not Aufugus himself give letters to the messenger, written with 
his own hand, containing, as was said, deep secrets of worldly 
policy, known only to himself] So, when the little lane of 
holy men, each peering stealthily over his plaiting-work from 
the doorway of his sandstone cell, saw the abbot, after his 
unwonted passion, leave the culprit kneeling, and take his way 
toward the sage's dwelling, they judged that something strange 
and delicate had befallen the common weal, and each wished, 
without envy, that he were as wise as the man whose counsel 
was to solve the difficulty, 

For an hour or more the abbot remained there, talking 
earnestly and low ; and then a solemn sound as of the two old 
men praying with sobs and tears ; and every brother bowed his 
head, and whispered a hope that He whom they served might 
guide them for the good of the Laura, and of His Church, and 
of the great heathen world beyond ; and still Philammon knelt 
motionless, awaiting his sentence ; his heart filled — who can 
tell how ] * The heart knoweth its own bitterness, and a stranger 
intormeddleth not with its joy/ So thought he as he knelt; 
and so think I, too, knowing that in the pettiest character there 
are unfathomable depths, which the poet, all-seeing though ho 
may pretend to be, can never analyse, but must only dimly 
guess at, and still more dimly sketch them by the actions which 
they beget. 

At last Pambo returned, deliberate, still, and slow, as he had 
gone, and seating himseK within his cell, spoke — 

'And the youngest said, Father, give me the portion of goods 

that falleth to my share And he took his journey into a 

far coimtry, and there wasted his substance with riotous living. 
Thou shalt go, my son. But first come after me, and speak 
with Aufugus.' 

Philammon, like every one else, loved Aufugus; and when 
the abbot retired and left the two alone together, he felt no 
dread or shame about unburdening his whole heart to him. 
Long and passionately he spoke, in answer to the gentle questions 
of the old man, who, without the rigidity or pedantic solemnity 
of the monk, interrupted the youth, and let himseK be inters 
rupted in return, gracefully, genially, almost playfully. And 
yet there was a melancholy about his tone as he answered to 
the youth's appeal — 



Digitized by 



Googk 



L] THE LdURA. 9 

*Tertullian, Origen, Clement, Cyprian — all these moved in 
the world; all these and many more beside, whose names we 
honour, whose prayers we invoke, were learned in the wisdom 
of the heathen, and fought and laboured, unspotted, in the 
world ; and why not I ? Cyril the Patriarch himself, was he 
not called from the caves of Nitria to sit on the throne of 
Alexandria 1' 

Slowly the old man lifted his hand, and putting back the 
thick locks of the kneeling youth, gajsed, with soft pitying eyes, 
long and earnestly into his face. 

*And thou wouldst see the world, poor fool? And thou 
wouldst see the world 1' 

* I would convert the world 1' 

* Thou must know it first And shall I tell thee what that 
world is like, which seems to thee so easy to convert ? Here I 
sit, the poor unknown old monk, until I die, fasting and pray- 
ing, if perhaps God will have mercy on my soul : but little 
thou knowest how I have seen it. Little thou knowest, or 
thou wouldst be well content to rest here till the end. I was 
Arsenius. . . . Ah 1 vain old man that I am ! Thou hast never 
heard that name, at which once queens would whisper and grow 
pale. Yanitas vanitatumi omnia vanitasi And yet he, at 
whose frown half the world trembles, has trembled himself at 
mine. I was the tutor of Arcadius.' 

* The Emperor of Byzantium]' 

* Even so, my son, even so. There I saw the world which 
thou wouldst see. And what saw II Even what thou wilt 
see. Eunuchs the tyrants of their own sovereigns. Bishops 
kissing the feet of parricides and harlots. Saints tearing saints 
in pieces for a word, while sinners cheer them on to the un- 
natural fight. Liars thanked for lying, hypocrites taking pride 
in their hypocrisy. The many sold and butchered for the malice, 
the caprice, the vanity of the few. The plunderers of the poor 
plundered in their turn by worse devourers than themselves. 
Every attempt at reform the parent of worse scandals; every 
mercy begetting fresh cruelties ; every persecutor silenced, only 
to enable others to persecute him in their turn : every devU 
who is exorcised, returning with seven others worse than him- 
self; falsehood and selfishness, spite and lust, confusion seven 
times confounded, Satan casting out Satan everywhere — from 
the emperor who wantons on his throne, to the slave who 
blasphemes beneath his fetters.' 

' If Satan cast out Satan, his kingdom shaU not stand.' 

* In the world to come. But in tliis world it shall stand ani 
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conquer, even worse and woi-se, until the end. These are the 
last days spoken of by the prophets, the beginning of woes such 
as never have been on the earth before — " On earth distress of 
nations with perplexity, men's hearts flailing them for fear, and 
for the dread of those things which are coming on the earth." I 
have seen it long. Year after year I have watched them coming 
nearer and ever nearer in their course, like the whirling sand- 
storms of the desert, which sweep past the caravan, and past 
again, and yet overwhelm it after all — that black flood of the 
northern barbarians. I foretold it; I prayed against it; but, 
like Cassandra's of old, my prophecy and my prayers were alike 
unheard. My pupil spumed my warnings. The lusts of youth, 
the intrigues of courtiers, were stronger than the warning voice 
of God ; then I ceased to hope ; I ceased to pray for the 
glorious city, for I knew that her sentence was gone forth; I 
saw her in the spirit, even as St. John saw her in the Eeve- 
lations; her, and her sins, and her ruin. And I fled secretly 
at night, and buried myself here in the desert, to await the end 
of the world. Night and day I pray the Lord to accomplish His 
elect, and to hasten BUs kingdom. Mornhig by morning I look 
up trembling, and yet in hope, for the sign of the Son of Man 
in heaven, when the sun shall be turned into darkness, and the 
moon into blood, and the stars shall fall from heaven, and the 
skies pass away like a scroU, and the fountains of the nether fire 
burst up around our feet, and the end of all shall come. And 
thou wouldst go into the world from which I fledl' 

* If the harvest be at hand, the Lord needs labourers. If the 
times be awful, I should be doing awful things in them. Send 
me, and let that day find me, where I long to be, in the forefront 
of the battle of the Lord.' 

* The Lord's voice be obeyed ! Thou shalt go. Here are 
letters to Cyril the patriarch. He will love thee for my sake : 
and for thine own sake, too, I trust Thou goest of our free 
will as well as thine own. The abbot and I have watched thee 
long, knowing that the Lord had need of such as thee elsewhere. 
We did but prove thee, to see by thy readiness to obey, whether 
thou wert fit to rule. Go, and God be with thee. Covet no 
man's gold or silver. Neither eat flesh nor drink wine, but live 
as thou hast lived — a Nazarite of the Lord. Fear not the face of 
man ; but look not on the face of woman. In an evil hour came 
they into the world, the mothers of all mischiefs which I have seen 
under the sun. Come ; the abbot waits for us at the gate.' 

With tears of surprise, joy, sorrow, almost of dread, Philam- 
mon hung back. 
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* Nay — come. Why shouldst tbou break thy brethren's hearts 
and ours by many leave-takings? Bring from the store-house 
a week's provision of dried dates and millet The papyrus 
boat lies at the ferry ; thou shalt descend in it. The Lord will 
replace it for us when we need it. Speak with no man on the 
river except the monks of God. When thou hast gone ^w^ 
days' journey downward, ask for the mouth of the canal of 
Alexandria. Once in the city, any monk will guide thee to tlie 
archbishop. Send us news of thy welfare by some holy mouth. 
Come.' 

Silently they paced together down the glen to the lonely 
beach of the great stream. Pambo was there already, his white 
hair glittering in the rising moon, as with slow and feeble arms 
he launched the light canoe. Philommon flung himself at the 
old men's feet, and besought, with many tears, their forgiveness 
and their blessing. 

* We have nothing to forgive. Follow thou thine invard calL 
If it be of the flesh, it will avenge itself ; if it be of the Spirit, 
who are we that we should fight against God 1 Farewell.' 

A few minutes more, and the youth and his canoe were les- 
sening down the rapid stream in the golden summer twilight 
Again a minute, and the swift southern night had fallen, and 
all was dark but the cold glare of the moon on the river, and 
on the rock-faces, and on the two old men, as they knelt upon 
the beach, and with their heads upon each other's shoulders, like 
two children, sobbed and prayed together for the lost darling of 
tiheir age. 



CHAPTER IL 

THE DYING WORLD. 

IN the upper story of a house in the Museum-street of Alex- 
andria, built and fitted up on the old Athenian model, was 
a small room. It had been chosen by its occupant, not merely 
©n account of its quiet; for though it was tolerably out of 
hearing of the female slaves who worked, and chattered, and 
quarreUed under the cloisters of the women's court on the south 
side, yet it was exposed to the rattle of carriages and the voices 
of passengers in the fashionable street below, and to strange 
bursts of roaring, squealing, and trumpeting from the Menagerie, 
a short way ofl^ on the opposite side of the street The attrao- 
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tion of the srluation lay, perhaps, in the view which it conir- 
manded over the wall of the Museum gardens, of flower-beds, 
shrubberies, fountains, statues, walks, and alcoves, which had 
echoed for nearly seven hundred years to the wisdom of the 
Alexandrian sages and poets. School after school, they had 
all walked, and taught, and sung there, beneath the spreading 
planes and chestnuts, figs and palm-trees. The place seemed 
fragrant with all the riches of Greek thought and song, since the 
days when Ptolemy Philadelphus walked there with Euclid and 
Theocritus, Callimachus and Lycophron. 

On the* left of the garden stretched the lofty eastern front of 
the Museum itself, with its picture galleries, halls of statuary, 
dining-haUs, and lecture-rooms ; one huge wing containing that 
famous hbrary, founded by the father of PhUadelphus, which 
held in the time of Seneca, even after the destruction of a great 
part of it in Caesar's siege, four hundred thousand manuscripts. 
There it towered up, the wonder of the world, its white roof 
bright against the rainless blue ; and beyond it, among the ridges 
and pediments of noble buildings, a broad glimpse of the bright 
blae sea. 

The room was fitted up in the purest Greek style, not with- 
out an affectation of archaism, in the severe forms and subdued 
half-tints of the frescoes which ornamented the walls with scenes 
from the old myths of Athene. Yet the general effect, even 
under the blazing sun which poured in through the mosquito 
nets of the courtyard windows, was one of exquisite coolness, 
and cleanliness, and repose. The room had neither carpet nor 
fireplace ; and the only moveables in it were a sofa-bed, a table, 
and an arm-chair, all of such delicate and graceful forms, as 
may be seen on ancient vases of a far earlier period than that 
whereof we write. But, most probably, had any of us entered 
that room that morning, we should not have been able to spare 
a look either for the furniture, or the general effect, or the 
Museum gardens, or the sparkling Mediterranean beyond ; but 
we should have agreed that the room was quite rich enough for 
human eyes, for the sake of one treasure which it possessed, 
and, beside which, nothing was worth a moment's glance. For 
in the light arm-chair, reading a manuscript which lay on the 
table, sat a woman, of some five-and-twenty years, evidently the 
tutelary goddess of that little shrine, dressed in perfect keeping 
with the archaism of the chamber, in a simple old snow-white 
Ionic robe, falling to the feet and reaching to the throat, and 
of that peculiarly severe and graceful fashion in which the upper 
part of the dress fiEdls downward again from the nock to the 
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iraist in a sort of cape, entirely hiding the outline of the bust^ 
while it leaves the anns and the point of the shoulders bare. 
Her dress was entirely without ornament, except the two nar- 
row purple stripes down the fix>nt, which marked her rank as 
a Eoman citizen, the gold-ombroidered shoes upon her feet^ and 
the gold net, which looped back, from her forehead to her neck, 
hair the colour and gloss of which were hardly distinguishable 
from that of the metal it-self, such as Athene herself might have 
envied for tint, and mass, and ripple. Her features, arms, and 
hands were of the severest and grandest type of old Greek 
beauty, at once showing everywhere the high development of 
the bones, and covering them with that firm, round, ripe out- 
line, and waxy morbidezza of skin, which the old Greeks owed 
to their continual ase not only of the bath and muscular exer- 
cise, but also of daily unguents. There might have seemed to 
us too much sadness in that clear grey eye; too much self- 
conscious restraint in those sharp curved lips ; too much affecta- 
tion in the studied severity of her posture as she read, copied, 
as it seemed, from some old vase or bas-relief. But the glorious 
grace and beauty of every line of face and figure would have 
excused, even ludden those defects, and we should have only 
recognised the marked resemblance to the ideal portraits of 
Athene which adorned every panel of the walls. 

She has lifted her eyes off her manuscript ; she is looking 
out with kindling countenance over the gardens of the Museum ; 
her ripe curling Greek lips, such as we never see now, even 
among our own wives and sisters, open. She is talking to her- 
self. Listen ! 

*Yes. The statues there are broken. The libraries are 
plundered. The alcoves are silent The oracles are dumb. 
And yet — ^who says that the old faith of heroes and sages is 
dead 1 The beautiful can never die. If the gods have deserted 
their oracles, they have not deserted the souls who aspire to 
them. If they have ceased to guide nations, they have not 
ceased to speak to their own elect If they have catt olT the 
vulgar herd, tliey have not cast off Hypatia. 

« « « * « 

* Ay. To believe in the old creeds, while every one else is 
dropping away from them To believe in spite of disap- 
pointments To hf.pe against ho )e To show one- 
self superior to the herd, by seeing boundless depths of living 
glory in myths which have become dark and dead to them. 
.... To struggle to the last against the now and vulgar super- 
stitions of a rotting age, for the faith of my forefathers, for the 
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old godSy the old lieroes, the old sages who ganged the mysteries 
of heaven and earth — and perhaps to conquer — at least to have 
my reward 1 To he welcomed into the celestial ranks of the 
heroic — to rise to the immortal gods, to the ineffahle powers, 
onward, apward ever, through ages and through eternities, till 
I find my home at last, and vanish in the glory of the Nameless 
and the Ahsolute One !....' 

And her whole face flashed out into wild glory, and then 
sank again suddenly into a shudder of something like fear and 
disgust, as she saw, watching her from under the wall of the 
gardens opposite, a crooked, withered Jewish crone, dressed out 
in the most gorgeous and fantastic style of barharic finery. 

' Why does that old hag haunt me ? I see her everywhere — 
till the last month at least — and here she is again ! I will ask 
the prefect to find out who she is, and get rid of her, before she 
fascinates me with that evil eye. Thank the gods, there she 
moves away 1 Foolish ! — foolish of me, a philosopher. I, to 
believe, against the authority of Porphyry himself, too, in evil 
eyes and magic 1 But there is my father, pacing up and down 
in the library.' 

As she spoke, the old man entered from the next room. He 
was a Greek, also, but of a more common, and, perhaps, lower 
type ; dark and fiery, thin and graceful ; his delicate figure and 
cheeks, wasted by meditation, harmonized well with the staid 
and simple philosophic cloak which he wore as a sign of his 
profession. He paced impatiently up and down the chamber, 
while his keen, glittering eyes and restless gestures betokened 
intense inward thought 

.... * I have it No; again it escapes — it contradicts 

itself. Miserable man that I am ! If there is faith in Pytha- 
goras, the symbol should be an expanding series of the powers 
of three ; and yet that accursed binary factor will introduce 
itself. Did not you work the sum out once, Hypatia 1 ' 

*Sit down, my dear father, and eat You have tasted no 
food yet this day.' 

* What do I care for food ! The inexpressible must be ex- 
pressed, the work must be done, if it cost me the squaring of 
the circle. How can he, whose sphere lies above the stars, 
stoop every moment to earth % ' 

* Ay,' she answered, half bitterly, ' and would that we could 
live without food, and imitate perfectly the immortal gods. 
But while we are in this prison-house of matter, we must wear 
our chain ; even wear it gracefully, if we have the good taste ; 
and make the base necessities of this body of shame symbolic 
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ot the ilivino food of the reason. There is frait, with lentils 
and rice, waiting for you in the next room ; and bread, unless 
you despise it too much.' 

* The food of slaves !' he answered. * Well, I will eat, and be 
ashamed of eating. Stay, did I tell you? Six new pupils in 
the mathematical school this morning. It grows I It spreads I 
We shall conquer yet 1* 

She sighed. * How do you know that they have not come to 
you, as Critias and Alcibiades did to Socrates, to learn a merely 
political and mundane virtue? Strange! that men should bo 
content to grovel, and be men, when they might rise to the 
rank of gods ! Ah, my father ! That is my bitterest grief; to see 
those who have been pretending in the morning lecture-room to 
worship every word of mine as an oracle, lounging in the after- 
noon round Pelagians litter ; and then at night — ^for I know that 
they do it — the dice, and the wine, and worse. That Pallas 
herself should be conquered every day by Venus Pandemos ! 
That Pelagia should have more power than I ! Not that such 
a creature as that disturbs me : no created thing, I hope, can 
move my equanimity ; but if I could stoop to hate — I should 
hate her — hate her.' 

And her voice took a tone which made it somewhat uncertain 
whether, in spite of all the lofty impassibility which she felt 
bound to possess, she did not hate Pelagia with a most human 
and mundane hatred. 

But at that moment the conversation was cut short by the 
hasty entrance of a slave-girl, who, with fluttering voice, 
announced — 

* His excellency, madam, the prefect 1 His chariot has been 
at the gate for these five minutes, and he is now coming up- 
stairs.' 

* Poolish child r answered Hypatia, with some affectation of 
indifference. *And why should that disturb me? Let him 
enter.' 

The door opened, and in came, preceded by the scent of half- 
Brdozeu different perfumes, a florid, delicate-featured man, gor- 
geously dressed out in senatorial costume, his Angers and neck 
covered with jewels. 

* The representative of the Caesars honours himself by offering 
at the shrine of Athene Polias, and rejoices to see in her priestess 
as lovely a likeness as ever of the goddess whom she serves. 
.... Don't betray me, but I really cannot help talking sheer 
paganism whenever I find myself within the influence of your 
eyes.' 
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* Truth is mighty/ said Hypatia, as she rose to greet him with 
a smile and a reverence. 

* Ah, so they say — ^Your excellent father has vanished. He 
is really too modest — ^honest, though — about his incapacity for 
state secrets. After all, you know it was your Minervaship 
which I came to consult. How has this turbulent Alexandrian 
rascaldom been behaving itseK in my absence?* 

^ The herd has been eating, and drinking, and marrying, as 
usual, I believe,* answered Hypatia, in a languid tone. 

*Ajid multiplying, I don't doubt. Well^ there will be less 
loss to the empire if I have to crucify a dozen or two, as I 
positively will, the next riot. It is redly a great comfort to a 
statesman that the masses are so well aware that they deserve 
hanging, and therefore so careful to prevent any danger of public 
justice depopulating the province. But how go on the schools V 

Hypatia shook her head sadly. 

* Ah, boys will be boys. .... I plead guUty myself. Video 
meliora proboque, deteriora sequor. You must not be hard on 

us Whether we obey you or not in private life, we do 

in public ; and if we enthrone you queen of Alexandria, you 
must allow your courtiers and body-guards a few court licences. 
Now don't sigh, or I shall be inconsolable. At all events, your 
worst rival has betaken herself to the wilderness, and gone to 
look for the city of the gods above the cataracts.* 

*Whom do you mean]* asked Hypatia, in a tone most 
unphilosophically eager. 

* Pelagia, of course. I met that prettiest and naughtiest of 
humanities halfway between here and Thebes, transformed into 
a perfect Andromache of chaste affection.' 

* And to whom, pray?' 

' To a certain Gothic giant. "What men those barbarians do 
breed I I was afraid of being crushed imder the elephant's foot 
at every step I took with him I* 

* What !' asked Hypatia, * did your excellency condescend to 
converse with such savages]' 

* To tell you the truth, he had some forty stout countrymen 
of his with him, who might have been troublesome to a per- 
plexed prefect ; not to mention that it is always as well to keep 
on good terms with these Goths. Eeally, after the sack of 
Rome, and Athens cleaned out like a beehive by wasps, things 
begin to look serious. And as for the great brute himseK, he 
has rank enough in his way, — ^boasts of his descent from some 
cannibal god or other, — ^really hardly deigned to speak to a paltry 
Koman governor, till his faithful and adoring bride interceded 
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for me. Still, the fellow understood good living, and we cele- 
brated our new treaty of friendship with noble libations — but 
I must not talk about that to you. However, I got rid of them ; 
quoted all the geographical lies I had ever heard, and a great 
many more; quickened their appetite for their fooFs errand 
notably, and started them oflf again. So now the star of Venus 
is set, and that of Pallas in the ascendant Wherefore tell me 
— what am I to do with Saint Firebrand T 

* Cyril]' 
*CyriL' 

* Justice.' 

* Ah, Fairest Wisdom, don't mention that horrid word out of 
the lecture-room. In theory it is all very well; but in poor 
imperfect earthly practice, a governor must be content with 
doing very much what comes to hand. In abstract justice, now, 
I ought to nail up Cyril, deacons, district visitors, and all, in a 
row, on the sand-hills outside. That is simple enough; but, 
like a great many simple and excellent things, impossible.' 

' You fear the people ]' 

* Well, my dear lady, and has not the villanous demagogue got 
the whole mob on his side 1 Am I to have the Constantinople 
riots re-enacted here 1 I really cannot face it ; I have not nerve 
for it ; perhaps I am too lazy. Be it so.' 

Hypatia sighed. * Ah, that your excellency but saw the 
great duel which depends on you alone ! Do not fancy that 
the battle is merely between Paganism and Christianity * 

* Why, if it were, you know, I, as a Christian, under a 
Christian and sainted emperor, not to mention his august 
sister ^ 

* We understand,' interrupted she, with an impatient wave 
of her beautiful hand. *Not even between them; not even 
between philosophy and barbarianism. The struggle is simply 
one between the aristocracy and the mob, — ^between wealth, 
refinement, art, learning, all that makes a nation great^ and 
the savage herd of child-breeders below, the many ignoble, who 
were meant to labour for the noble few. Shall the Roman 
empire command or obey her own slaves 1 is the question 
which you and Cyril have to battle out ; and the fight must 
be internecine.' 

* I should not wonder if it became so, really,' answered the 
prefect, with a shrug of his shoulders. * I expect every time I 
ride, to have my brains knocked out by some mad monk.' 

* Why not ? In an age when, as has been well and often 
said, emperors and consulars crawl to the tombs of a tent-maker 

o 
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and a fislierman, and kiss the mouldy bones of tlie vilest slaves 9 
Why not, among a people whose God is the crucified son of a 
carpenter) Why should learning, authority, antiquity, birth, 
rank, the system of empire which has been growing up, fed by 
the accumulated wisdom of ages, — why, I say, should any of 
these things protect your life a moment from the fury of any 
beggar who believes that the Son of God died for him as much 
as for you, and that he is your equal, if not your superior in the 
sight of his low-born and illiterate dedty )'* 

* My most eloquent philosopher, this may be — and perhaps 
is — all very true. I quite agree that there are very great 
practical inconveniences of this kind in the new — I mean, the 
catholic faith; but the world is full of inconveniences. The 
wise man does not quarrel with his creed for being disagreeable, 
any more than he does with his finger for aching : he cannot 
help it, and must make the best of a bad matter. Only tell me 
how to keep the peace/ 

'And let philosophy be destroyed?' 

* That it never will be, as long as Hypatia lives to illuminate 
the earth ; and, as far as I am concerned, I promise you a clear 
stage and — a great deal of favour ; as is proved by my visiting 
you publicly at this moment, before I have given audience to 
one of the four hundred bores, great and small, who are waiting 
in the tribunal to torment me. Do help me and advise me. 
What am I to do]' 

* 1 have told you.' 

* Ah, yes, as to general principles. But out of the lecture- 
room I prefer a practical expedient : for instance, Cyril writes 
to me here — plague on him ! he would not let me even have a 
week's hunting in peace — that there is a plot on the part of 
the Jews to murder all the Christians. Here is the precious 
document — do look at it, in pity. For aught I know or care, 
the plot may be an exactly opposite one, and the Christiana 
intend to murder all the Jews. But I must take some notice of 
the letter.' 

* I do not see that, your excellency.' 

* Why, if anything did happen, after all, conceive the missives 
which would be sent flying off to Constantinople against me 1 ' 

* Let them go. If you are secure in the consciousness of inno- 
cence, what matter 1' 

' Consciousness of innocence 1 I shall lose my prefectoro 1' 



• These are the arguments and the language which were commonly 
employed by Porphyry, Julian, and the other ojiponents of Ghristiauity. 
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* Your danger would be just as great if you took notice of it 
Whatever happened, you would be accused of favouring the 
Jews.' 

'And really there might be some truth in the accusation. 
How the finances of the provinces would go on without their 
kind assistance, I dare not think. If those Christians would 
but lend me their money, instead of building almshouses and 
hospitals with it, they might bum the Jews* quarter to-morrow 
for aught I care. But now . . . .' 

* But now, you must absolutely take no notice of this letter. 
The very tone of it forbids you, for your own honour, and the 
honour of the empire. Are you to treat with a man who talks 
of the masses at Alexandria as " the flock whom the King of 
kings has committed to lus rule and care 1 ** Does your excel- 
lency, or this proud bishop, govern Alexandria 1 ' 

* JReally, my dear lady, I have given up inquiring.' 

'But he has not. He comes to you as a person possessing 
an absolute authority over two-thirds of the population, which hn 
does not scruple to hint to you is derived from a higher sourco 
than your own. The consequence is clear. If it be from a 
higher source than yours, of course it ought to control yours ; 
and you will confess that it ought to control it — you will 
acknowledge the root and ground of every extravagant i\.\..\\ 
which he makes, if you deign to reply.' 

' But I must say something, or I shall be pelted in the streets. 
You philosophers, however raised above your own bodies you 
may be, must really not forget that we poor worldlings have 
bones to be broken.' 

* Then tell him, and by word of mouth merely, that as the 
information which he sends you comes from his private know- 
ledge, and concerns not him as bishop, but you as magistrate, 
you can only take it into consideration when he addresses you 
as a private person, laying a regular information at your 
tribunal.' 

* Charming ! queen of diplomatists as well as philosophers ! I 
go to obey you. Ah ! why were you not Pulcheria ? No, for 
then Alexandria had been dark, and Orestes missed the supreme 
happiness of kissing a hand which Pallas, when she made you, 
must have borrowed from the workshop of Aphrodite.' 

* EecoUect that you are a Christian,' answered Hypatia, half 
smiling. 

So the prefect departed ; and passing through the outer hall, 
which was already crowded with Hypatia's aristocratic pupils 
and visitors, bowed his way out past them, and regained his 

2 
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chariot, chuckling over the rebuff which he intended to administ* r 
to Cyril, and comforting himself with the only text of Scripture 
of the inspiration of which he was thoroughly convinced — 
' Sufficient for the day is the evil thereof.' 

At the door was a crowd of chariots, slaves with their 
masters* parasols, and the rabble of on-looking boys and market- 
folk, as usual in Alexandria then, as in aU great cities since, 
who were staring at the prefect, and having their heads rapped 
by his guards, and wondering what sort of glorious personage 
Hypatia might be, and what sort of glorious house she must 
live in, to be fit company for the great governor of Alexandria. 
Not that there was not many a sulky and lowering face among 
the mob, for the great majority of them were Christians, and 
very seditious and turbulent politicians, as Alexandrians, * men 
of Macedonia,* were bound to be ; and there was many a 
grumble among them, all but audible, at the prefect's going 
in state to the heathen woman's house — heathen sorceress, 
some pious old woman called her — before he heard any poor 
soul's petition in the tribunal, or even said his prayers in 
church. 

Just as he was stepping into his curricle, a tall young man, as 
gorgeously bedizened as himself, lounged down the steps after 
him, and beckoned lazily to the black boy who carried his 
parasoL 

* Ah, Eaphael Aben-Ezra ! my excellent friend, what pro- 
pitious deity — ahem 1 martyr — ^brings you to Alexandria just as 
I want you 1 Get up by my side, and let us have a chat on our 
way to the tribunal.' 

The man addressed came slowly forward vrith an ostentatiously 
low salutation, which could not hide, and indeed was not in- 
tended to hide, the contemptuous and lazy expression of his face ; 
and asked, in a drawling tone — 

*And for what kind purpose does the representative of the 
Cajsars bestow such an honour on the humblest of his, &c., &c. 
•—your penetration will supply the rest' 

* Don't be frightened ; I am not going to borrow money of 
you,' answered Orestes, laughingly, as the Jew got into the 
curricle. 

' I am glad to hear it. Eeally one usurer in a family is 
enough. My father made the gold, and if I spend it, I consider 
that I do all that is required of a philosopher.' 

* A charming team of white Nisaeans, is not this 1 And only 
one grey hoof among all the four.' 

' Yes .... horses are a bore, I begin t^ find, like everything 
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else. Always falling sick, or miming away, or breaking one's 
peace of mind in some way or other. Besides, I have been 
pestered out of my life there in Cyrene, by commissions for 
dogs and horses and bows from that old episcopal Nimrod, 
S}Ticsius.' 

* What, is the worthy man as lively as ever V 

* Lively 1 He nearly drove me into a nervous fever in three 
days. TTp at four in the morning, always in the most disgust- 
ingly good health and spirits, farming, coursing, shooting, riding 
over hedge and ditch after rascally black robbers ; preaching, 
intriguing, borrowing money ; baptizing and excommunicating ; 
bullying that bully, Andronicus ; comforting old women, and 
giving pretty girls dowries ; scribbling one half-hour on philo- 
sophy, and the next on ferriery; sitting up all night writing 
hymns and drinking strong liquors; off again on horseback 
at four the next morning; and talking by the hour all the 
while about philosophic abstraction from the mundane tempest 
Heaven defend mo from all two-legged whirlwinds! By the 
by, there was a Mr daughter of my nation came back to 
Alexandria in the same ship with me, with a cargo that may 
suit your highness.* 

* There are a great many feir daughters of your nation who 
might suit me, without any cargo at alL' 

* Ah, they have had good practice, the litUe fools, ever since 
the days of Jeroboam the son of Nebat But I mean old 
Miriam — you know. She has been lending Synesius money to 
fight the black fellows with ; and really it was high time. They 
had burnt every homestead for miles through the province. But 
the daring old girl must do a little business for herself; so she 
went of^ in the teeth of the barbarians, right away to the Atlas, 
bought all their lady prisoners, and some of their own sons and 
daughters, too, of them, for beads and old iron ; and has come 
back with as pretty a cargo of Lybian beauties as a prefect of 
good taste could wish to have the first choice o£ You may 
thank me for that privilege.* 

'After, of course, you had suited yourself my cimning 
Raphael V 

* Not L Women are bores, as Solomon found out long ago. 
Bid I never tell you 1 I began, as he did, with the most select 
harem in Alexandria. But they quarrelled so, that one day I 
went out, and sold them all but one, who was a Jewess — so 
there were objections on the part of the Rabbis. Then I tried 
one, as Solomon did ; but my * garden shut up,' and my * sealed 
fountain * wanted me to be always in love with her, so I went 
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to the lawyers, allowed ber a comfortable maintenance, and now 
I am as free as a monk, and sball be happy to give yonr excel- 
lency the benefit of any good taste or experience which I may 



* Thanks, worthy Jew. We are not yet as exalted as your- 
self, and will send for the old Erictho this very afternoon. Now 
listen a moment to base, earthly, and political business. Cyril 
has written to me, to say that you Jews have plotted to murder 
all the Christians.* 

*Well — why noti I most heartily wish it were true, and 
think, on the whole, that it very probably is so.' 

' By the immortal — saints, man ! you are not serious 9 * 

* The four archangels forbid ! It is no concern of mine. All 
I say is, that my people are great fools, like the rest of the 
world ; and have, for aught I know or care, some such intention. 
They won't succeed, of course ; and that is all you have to care 
for. But if you think it wbrth the trouble — which I do not — 1 
shall have to go to the synagogue on business in a week or so, 
and then I would ask some of the Eabbis.' 

* Laziest of men ! — and I must answer Cyril this very day.' 

* An additional reason for asking no questions of our people. 
Now you can honestly say that you know nothing about the 
matter.' 

* Well, after all, ignorance is a stronghold for poor statesmen. 
So you need not hurry yourself!' 

* I assure your excellency I will not.* 

* Ten days hence, or so, you know.' 

* Exactly, after it is all over.' 

* And can't be helped. What a comfort it is, now and then, 
that Can't be helped!' 

* It is the root and marrow of aU philosophy. Your practical 
man, poor wretch, will try to help this and that, and torment 
his soul with ways and means, and preventives and forestallings : 
your philosopher quietly says — It can't be helped. If it ought 
to be, it will be : if it is, it ought to be. We did not make the 
world, and we are not responsible for it. — There is the sum and 
substance of all true wisdom, and the epitome of all that haa 
been said and written thereon, from Pbilo the Jew to Hypatia 
the Gentile. By the way, here's Cyril coming down the steps 
of the Csesareimi. A very handsome feUow, after all, though 
he is looking as sulky as a bear.* 

' With his cubs at his heels. What a scoundrelly visage that 
tall fellow — deacon, or reader, or whatever ho is by his dress-— 
has!' 
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'There they are — ^whispering together. Heaven give them 
pleasant thoughts and pleasanter faces !' 

*Amen!' qnoth Orestes, with a sneer: and he would have 
said Amen in good earnest, had he been able to take the liberty 
— which we sfidl — and listen to Cyril's answer to Peter, the tall 
reader. 

'From Hypatia's, you sayl Why he only returned to the 
city this morning.' 

' I saw his four-in-hand standing at her door, as I came down 
the Museum-street hither, half-an-hour ago.' . 

*And twenty carriages besides, I don't doubt 1' 

'The street was blocked up with theuL There ! Look round 
the comer now. — Chariots, litters, slaves, and fops. — When 
shall we see such a concourse as that where it ought to be f ' 

Cyril made no answer ; and Peter went on — * Where it ought 
to be, my father — in front of your door at the Serapeium ? ' 

* The world, the flesh, and Uie devil know their own, Peter : 
and as long as they have their own to go to, we cannot expect 
them to come to us.' 

*But what if their own were taken out of the wayl' 

' They might come to us for want of better amusement .... 
devil and all. Well — if I could get a fair hold of the two first, 
I would take the third into the bargain, and see what coidd be 
done with him. But never, while these lecture-rooms last — 
these Egyptian chambers of imagery — these theatres of Satan, 
where the devil transforms himself into an angel of light, and 
apes Christian virtue, and bedizens his ministers like ministers 
of righteousness, as long as that lecture-room stands, and the 
great and the powerful flock to it, to learn excuses for their own 
tyrannies and atheisms, so long will the kingdom of Grod bo 
trampled underfoot in Alexandria ; so long will the princes of 
this world, with their gladiators, and parasites, and money- 
lenders, be masters here, and not the bishops and priests of the 
living God.' 

It was now Peter's turn to be silent ; and as the two, with 
their little knot of district-visitors behind them, walk moodily 
along the great esplanade which overlooked the harbour, and 
then vanish suddenly up some dingy alley into the crowded 
misery of the sailors' quarter, wo will leave them to go about 
their errand of mercy, and, like fashionable people, keep to the 
grand parade, and listen again to our two fashionable friends in 
the carved and gilded curricle with four white blood-horses. 

*A fine sparkling breeze outside the Pharos, Raphael — fair 
for the wheat-ships too.' 
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* Are they gone yet V 

*Yes — why? I sent the first fleet off three days ago; and 

the rest are clearing outwards to-day/ 

*0h — ah — so ! — Then you have not heard from Heraclianr 
'Heraclian? What the — ^blessed saints has the Count of 

Africa to do with my wheat-ships?' 

* Oh, nothing. It's no business of mine. Only he is going 
to rebel .... But here we are at your door.' 

* To what ?' asked Orestes, in a horrified tone. 

* To rebel, and attack Eome.' 

* Good gods — God I mean. A fresh bore ! Come in, and 
tell a poor miserable slave of a governor — speak low, for 
heaven's sake ! — 1 hope these rascally grooms haven't overheard 
you.' 

*Easy to throw them into the canal, if they have,* quoth 
Eaphael, as he walked coolly through hall and corridor after 
the perturbed governor. 

Poor Orestes never stopped till he reached a little chamber 
of the inner court, beckoned the Jew in after him, locked the 
door, threw himself into an arm-chair, put his hands on his 
knees, and sat, bending forward, staring into Raphael's face 
with a ludicrous terror and perplexity. 

* Tell me all about it. Tell me this instant !' 

' I have told you all T know,' quoth Raphael, quietly seating 
himself on a sofa, and playing with a jewelled dagger. *I 
thought, of course, that you were in the secret, or T should have 
said nothing. It's no business of mine, you know.' 

Orestes, like most weak and luxurious men, Romans espe- 
cially, had a wild-beast vein in him — and it burst forth. 

* Hell and the furies ! You insolent provincial slave — ^you 
will carry these liberties of yours too far ! Do you know who 
I am, you accursed Jew ? Tell me the whole truth, or, by the 
head of the emperor, I'll twist it out of you with red-hot 
pincers !' 

Raphael's countenance assumed a dogged expression, which 
showed that the old Jewish blood still beat true, under all its 
affected shell of Neo-Platonist nonchalance; and there was a 
quiet unpleasant earnest in his smile, as he answered — 

* Then, my dear governor, you will be the first man on earth 
who ever yet forced a Jew to say or do what he did not choose.* 

' We'll see 1' yelled Orestes. * Here, slaves 1' And he clapped 
his hands loudly. 

* Calm yourself, your excellency,' quoth Raphael, rising. 
' The door is locked ; the mosquito net is across the window ; 
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and this dagger is poisoned. If anything happens to me, you 
T^ill offend all the Jew money-lenders, and die in ahout three 
days in a great deal of pain, having missed our assignation with 
old Miriam, lost your pleasantest companion, and left your own 
finances and those of the prefecture in a considerable state oi 
embarrassment How much better to sit down, hear all I have 
to say philosophically, like a true pupil of Hypatia, and not 
expect a man to tell you what he really docs not know.' 

Orestes, after looking vainly round the room for a place to 
escape, had quietly subsided into his chair again ; and by the 
time that the slaves knocked at the door, he had so far recovered 
his philosophy as to ask, not for the torturers, but for a page 
and wine. 

* Oh, you Jews !* quoth he, trying to laugh off matters. * The 
same incarnate fiends that Titus found you 1 ' . 

'The very same, my dear prefect. Now for this matter, 
which is really important — at least to Gentiles. Ilcraclian will 
certainly rebel Synesius let out as much to me. He has fitted 
out an armament for Ostia, stopped his own wheat-ships, and is 
going to write to you to stop yours, and to starve out the 
Eternal City, Goths, senate, emperor, and all. Whether you 
will comply with his reasonable little request depends of coui-se 
on yourself.' 

* And that, again, very much on his plans.' 

' Of course. You cannot be expected to — we will euphemize 
— unless it be made worth your while.* 
Orestes sat buried in deep thought. 

* Of course not,' said he at last, half unconsciously. And 
then, in sudden dread of having committed himself, he looked 
up fiercely at the Jew. 

* And how do I know that this is not some infernal trap of 
yours 1 Tell me how you found out all this, or by Hercules (he 
had quite forgotten his Christianity by this time)— by Hercules 
and the Twelve Gods, I'U ' 

* Don't use expressions unworthy of a philosopher. My 
source of information was very simple and very good. He has 
been negotiating a loan from the Eabbis at Carthage. They 
were either frightened, or loyal, or both, and hung back. He 
knew — as all wise governors know when they allow themselves 
time —that it is no use to bully a Jew ; and applied to me. 1 
never feud money — it is unphilosophical : but I introduced him 
to old Miriam, who dare do business with the devil himself; and 
by that move, whether he has the money or not, I cannot tell : but 
this I can tell, that we have his secret — ^and so have you now ; 
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and if yon want more information, the old woman, who enjoys 
an intrigue as mnch as she does Falemian, will get it you.' 

* Well, you are a true friend, after all.' 

* Of course I am. Now, is not this method of getting at th« 
truth much easier and pleasanter than setting a couple of dirty 
negroes to pinch and pull me, and so making it a point of 
honour with me to tell you nothing hut lies ? Here comes 
Ganymede with the wine, just in time to calm your nerves, and 
fill you with the spirit of divination. .... To the goddess of 
good counsels, my lord 1 What wine this is I ' 

*True Syrian — fire and honey; fourteen years old next 
vintage, my Raphael. Out, Hypocorisma ! See that he is not 
listening. The impudent rascal ! I was humhugged into giving 
two thousand gold pieces for him two years ago, he was so 
pretty — ^they said he was only just rising thirteen — and he has 
heen the plague of my life ever since, and is heginning to want 
the harber already. Now, what is the count dreaming of 1 * 

* His wages for killing StHicho.' 

* What, is it not enough to be Count of Africa 1 ' 

* I suppose he sets olf against that his services during the 
last three years.' 

* WeU, he saved Africa.' 

*And thereby Egypt also. And you, too, as well as the 
emperor, may be considered as owing him somewhat.' 

' My good friend, my debts are far too numerous for me to 
think of paying any of them. But what wages does he want f ' 

' The purple.' 

Orestes started, and then fell into thought Eaphael sat 
watching him a while. 

* Now, most noblo lord, may I depart ? I have said all I have 
to say; and unless I get home to luncheon at once, I shall 
hardly have time to find old Miriam for you, and get through 
our little affair with her before sunset.' 

* Stay. What force has he T 

'Forty thousand already, they say. And those Donatist 
ruffians are with him to a man, if he can but scrape together 
wherewith to change their bludgeons into good steel.' 

*Well, go So. A hundred thousand might do it,* 

said he, meditating, as Raphael bowed himself out. * He won't 
get them. I don't know, though ; the man has the head of a 
Julius. Well — that fool Attains talked of joining Egypt to 

the Western Empire Not such a bad thought either. 

Anything is better than being governed by an idiot child and 
three canting nuns. I expect to be excommunicated every day 
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for some offence against Pulcheria's prudery Heradion 

emperor at Home .... and I lord and master on this side 
the sea .... the Donatists pitted again fiEdrly against the 
orthodox, to cut each other's tliroats in peace .... no more 
of Cyril's spying and tale-bearing to Constantinople. .... 
Not such a bad dish of fare. .... But then — it would take 
so much trouble ! ' 

With -which words, Orestes went into his third warm bath 
for that day. 



CHAPTEE IIL 

THE GOTHS. 

FOR two days the young monk held on, paddling and floating 
rapidly down the Nile-stream, leaving city after city to 
right and left with longing eyes, and looking back to one villa 
after another, till the reaches of the banks hid them from his 
sight, with many a yearning to know what sort of places those 
gay buildings and gardens would look like on a nearer view, 
and what sort of life the thousands led who crowded the busy 
quays, and walked and drove, in an endless stream, along the 
great high roads which ran along either bank. He carefully 
avoided every boat that passed him, from the gilded barge of 
the wealthy landlord or merchant, to the tiny raft buoyed up 
with empty jars, which was floating down to be sold at some 
market in the Delta. Here and there he met and hailed a 
crew of monks, drawing their nets in a quiet bay, or passing 
along the great watery highway from monastery to monastery : 
but all the news he received from them was, that the cana] 
of Alexandria was still several days' journey below him. It 
seemed endless, that monotonous vista of the two high clay 
banks, with their sluices and water-wheels, their knots of palmf 
»nd date-trees; endless seemed that wearisome succession of 
bars of sand and banks of mud, every one like the one before it, 
every one dotted with the same line of logs and stones strewn 
along the water's edge, which turned out as he approached them, 
to be basking crocodiles and sleeping pelicans. His eye, wearied 
with the continual confinement and want of distance, longed for 
the boundless expanse of the desert, for the jagged outlines of 
those far-off hills, which he had watched from boyhood rising 
mysteriously at mom out of the eastern sky, and melting 
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mysteriously into it again at even, beyond wliicli dwelt a whole 
world of wonders, elephants and dragons, satyrs and anthro- 
pophagi, — ay, and the phoenix itself. Tired and melancholy, his 
mind returned inward to prey on itself, and the last words of 
Arsenius rose again and again to his thoughts. * Was his call 
of the spirit or of the flesh ?' How should he test that problem 1 
He wished to see the world .... that might be camaL True ; 

but, he wished to convert the world was not that 

spiritual ? Was he not going on a noble errand ? . . . . thirst- 
ing for toil, for saintship, for martyrdom itself, if it would but 
come and cut the Gordian knot of all temptations, and save him 
— for he dimly felt that it would save him — a whole sea of 
trouble in getting safe and triimiphant out of that world into 
which he had not yet entered .... and his heart shrunk back 
from the untried homeless wilderness before him. But no ! the 
die was cast, and he must down and onward, whether in obe- 
dience to the spirit or the flesh. Oh, for one hour of the quiet 
of that dear Laura and the old familiar faces ! 

At last, a sudden turn of the bank brought him in sight of a 
gaudily-painted barge, on board of which armed men, in un- 
couth and foreign dresses, were chasing with barbaric shouts 
some large object in the water. In the bows stood a man of 
gigantic stature, brandishing a harpoon in his right hand, and in 
his left holding the line of a second, the head of which was fixed 
in the huge purple sides of a hippopotamus, who foamed and wal- 
lowed a few yards down the stream. An old grizzled warrior 
at the stem, with a rudder in either hand, kept the boat's head 
continually towards the monster, in spite of its sudden and 
frantic wheelings ; and when it dashed madly across the stream, 
some twenty oars flashed through the water in pursuit. All 
was activity and excitement; and it was no wonder if Phil- 
ammon's curiosity had tempted him to drift down almost 
abreast of the barge, ere he descried, peeping from under a 
decorated awniug in the afterpart, some dozen pair of languish- 
ing black eyes, turned alternately to the game and to himself. 
The serpents ! — chattering and smiling, with pretty little shrieks 
£ind shaking of glossy curls and gold necklaces, and fluttering of 
muslin dresses, within a dozen yards of him ! Blushing scarlet, 
he knew not why, he seized his paddle, and tried to back out of 
the snare .... but somehow, his very efforts to ev«cape those 
sparkling eyes diverted his attention from everything else : the 
hippopotamus had caught sight of him, and furious with pain, 
rushed straight at the unoffending canoe; the harpoon line 
became entangled round his body, and in a moment he and his 
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frail bark were OYcrtumed, and the monater, with his huge 
white tusks gaping wide, close on him as he struggled in the 
stream. 

Luckily Philammon, contrary to the wont of monks, was a 
bather, and swam like a water-fowl : fear he had never known : 
death from childhood had been to him, as to the other inmates 
of the Laura, a contemplation too perpetual to have any para- 
lysing terror in it, even then, when life seemed just about to 
open on him anew. But the monk was a man, and a young one, 
aud had no intention of dying tamely or unavenged. In an 
instant he had freed himself from the line ; drawn the short 
knife which was his only weapon ; and diving suddenly, avoided 
the monster's rush, and attacked him from behind with stabs, 
which, though not deep, still dyed the waters with gore at every 
stroke. The barbarians shouted with delight The hippopo- 
tamus turned furiously against his new assailant, crushing, alL) ! 
the empty canoe to fragments with a single snap of his enormous 
jaws ; but the turn was fatal to him ; the barge was close upon 
him, and as he presented his broad side to the blow, the sinewy 
arm of the giant drove a harpoon through his heart, and with 
one convulsive shudder the huge blue mass turned over on its 
side and floated dead. 

Poor Philammon I He alone was silent, amid the yells of 
triumph ; sorrowfully he swam round and round his little paper 
wreck .... it would not have floated a mouse. Wistfully ho 
eyed the distant banks, half minded to strike out for them, and- 
escape, .... and thought of the crocodiles, .... and 
paddled round again, .... and thought of the basilisk eyes ; 
.... he might escape the crocodiles, but who could escape 
women? .... and he struck out valiantly for shore .... 
when he was brought to a sudden stop by finding the stem of 
the barge close on him, a noose thrown over him by some 
friendly barbarian, and himself hauled on board, amid the 
laughter, praise, astonishment, and grumbling of the good- 
natured crew, who had expected him, as a matter of course, to 
avail himself at once of their help, and could not conceive the 
cause of his reluctance. 

Philammon gazed with wonder on his strange hosts, their 
pale complexions, globular heads and faces, high cheek-bones, 
tall and sturdy figures ; their red beards, and yellow hair 
knotted fantastically above the head ; their awkward dresses, 
half Roman or Egyptian, and half of foreign fur, soiled and 
stained in many a storm and fight, but tastelessly bedizened 
with classic jewels, brooches and Eoman coins, strung like neck- 
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lacoB. Only the steersman, who had come forward to wonder at 
the hippopotamus, and to help in dragging the unwieldy brute 
on board, seemed to keep genuine and unoruamented the costume 
of his race, the white linen leggings, strapped with thongs of 
deerskin, the quilted leather cuirass, the bear's-fur cloak, the 
only ornaments of which were the fangs and claws of the beast 
itself, and a fringe of grizzled tufts, which looked but too like 
human hair. The language which they spoke was utterly unin- 
telligible to Philammon, though it need not be so to us. 

* A well-grown lad and a brave one, Wulf the son of Ovida,' 
said the giant to the old hero of the bearskin cloak ; ' and 
understands wearing skins, in this furnace-mouth of a climate, 
rather better than you do.' 

^ I keep to the dress of my forefathers, Amalric the AmaL 
What did to sack Eome in, may do to find Asgard in/ 

The giant, who was decked out with helmet, cuirass, and 
senatorial boote, in a sort of mongrel mixture of the Eoman 
military and civil dress, his neck wreathed with a dozen gold 
chains, and every finger sparkling with jewels, turned away 
with an impatient sneer. 

* Asgard — Asgard 1 If you are in such a hurry to get to 
Asgard up this ditch in the sand, you had better ask the fellow 
how far it is thither.' 

Wulf took him quietly at his word, and addressed a question 
to the young monk, which ho could only answer by a shake of 
the head. 

* Ask him in Greek, man.* 

^ Greek is a slave's tongue. Make a slave talk to him in it^ 
not me.' 

* Here — some of you girls ! Pelagia I you understand thia 
fellow's talk. Ask him how far it is to Asgard.' 

* You must ask me more civilly, my rough hero,' replied a soft 
voice from underneath the awning. * Beauty must be sued, and 
not commanded.' 

* Come, then, my olive-tree, my gazelle, my lotus-flower, my 
— what was the last nonsense you taught me? — and ask this 
wild man of the sands how far it is from these accursed endless 
rabbit-burrows to Asgard.' 

The awning was raised, and lying luxuriously on a soft 
mattress, fanned with peacock's feathers, and glittering with 
rubies and topazes, appeared such a vision as Philammon had 
never seen before. 

A woman of some two-and-twenty summers, formed in the 
most voluptuous mould of Grecian beauty, whose complexion 
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showed every violet vein througli its veil of luscious brown. 
Her little bare feet, as they dimpled the cushions, were more 
perfect than Aphrodite's, softer than a swan's bosom. Every 
swell of her bust and arms showed through the thin gauze robe, 
while her lower limbs were wrapped in a shawl of orange silk, 
embroidered with wreaths of shells and roses. Her dark hair 
lay carefully spread out upon the pillow, in a thousand ringlets 
entwined with gold and jewels; her languishing eyes blazed 
like diamonds from a cavern, under eyelids darkened and 
deepened with black antimony ; her lips pouted of themselves, 
by habit or by nature, into a perpetual kiss ; slowly she raised 
one little lazy hand ; slowly the ripe lips opened ; and in most 
pure and melodious Attic, she lisped her huge lover's question 
to the monk, and repeated it before the boy could shake off the 
spell, and answer .... 

' Asgard ? What is Asgard ? ' 

The beauty looked at the giant for further instructions. 

* The City of the immortal Gods/ interposed the old warrior, 
hastily and sternly, to the lady. 

* The city of God is in heaven,' said Philammon to the inter- 
preter, turning his head away from those gleaming, luscious, 
searching glances. 

His answer was received with a general laugh by all except 
the leader, who shrugged Ins shoulders. 

* It may as well be up in the skies as up the Nile. We shall 
be just as likely, I believe, to reach it by flying, as by rowing 
up this big ditch. Ask him where the river comes from, 
Pelagia.' 

Pelagia obeyed and thereon followed a confusion 

worse confounded, composed of all the impossible wonders of 
that mythic fairy-land with which Philammon had gorged him- 
self from boyhood in his walks witb the old monks, and of the 
equally trustworthy traditions which the Goths had picked up 
at Alexandria. There was nothing which that river did not 
do. It rose in the Caucasus. Where was the Caucasus ? He 
did not know. In Paradise — in Indian ^Ethiopia — in ^Ethiopian 
India. Where were they 1 He did not know. Nobody knew. 
It ran for a hundred and fifty days' journey through deserts 
where nothing but flying serpents and satyrs lived, and the very 
lions' manes were burnt off by the heat 

*Good sporting there, at all events, among these dragons,' 
quoth Smid the son of Troll, armourer to the party. 

* As good as Thor's when he caught Snake Iklidgard witb the 
buKock's head,' said Wul£ 
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It turned to tlie East for a hundred days' joumoy more, all 
round Arabia and India, among forests full of elephants and 
dog-headed women. 

* Better and better, Smid ! ' growled Wulf, approvingly. 

* Fresh beef cheap there, Prince Wulf, eh ? ' quoth Smid ; ' I 
must look over the arrow-heads.' 

— ^To the mountains of the Hyperboreans, where there was 
eternal night, and the air was full of feathers. .... That is, 
one-third of it came from thence, and another third came from 
the Southern ocean, over the Moon mountains, where no one 
had ever been, and the remaining third from the country whei« 
the phoenix lived, and nobody knew where that was. And 
then there were the cataracts, and the inundations — and — and 
— and above the cataracts, nothing but sand-hills and ruins, as 
full of devils as they could hold .... and as for Asgard, no 
one had ever heard of it .... till every face grew longer and 
longer, as Pelagia went on interpreting and misinterpreting; 
and at last the giant smote his hand upon his knee, and swore a 
great oath that Asgard might rot till the twilight of the gods 
before he went a step farther up the Nile. 

* Curse the monk ! * growled Wulf. ' How should such a 
poor beast know anything about the matter ? ' 

* Why should not he know as well as that ape of a Eoman 
governor ? ' asked Smid. 

* Oh, the monks know everything,* said Pelagia. * They go 
hundreds and thousands of miles up the river, and cross the 
deserts among fiends and monsters, where any one else would 
be eaten up, or go mad at once.* 

* Ah, the dear holy men ! It's all by the sign of the blessed 
cross ! ' exclaimed all the girls together, devoutly crossing them- 
selves, while two or three of the most enthusiastic were half- 
minded to go forward and kneel to Philammon for his blessing ; 
but hesitated, their Gothic lovers being heathenishly stupid and 
prudish on such points. 

' Why should he not know as well as the prefect 1 Well said, 
Smid 1 I believe that prefect's quill-driver was humbugging us 
when he said Asgard was only ten days* sail up.* 

* Why Tasked Wulf. 

* I never give any reasons. What*s the use of being an Amal, 
and a son of Odin, if one has always to be giving reasons like a 
rascally Roman lawyer 1 I say the governor looked like a liar ; 
and I say this monk looks like an honest fellow ; and I choose 
to believe him, and there is an end of it* 

* iJon't look so cross at me, Prince Wulf; I'm sure it's not 
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my fault ; I could only say what the monk told me,' whispered 
poor Pelagia. 

* Who looks cross at you, my queen V reared the AmaL * Let 
me have him out here, and by Thor's hammer, I'll * 

'Who spoke to you, you stupid darling!' answered Pelagia, 
who lived in hourly fear of thunderstorms. * Who is going to 
be cross with any one, except I with you, for mishearing and 
misunderstanding, and meddling, as you are always doing) I 
shall do as I threatened, and run away with Prince Wulf, if you 
are not good. Don't you see that the whole crew are expecting 
you to make them an oration 1' 

Whereupon the Amal rosa 

' See you here, Wulf the son of Ovida, and warriors all ! If 
we want wealth, we shan't find it among the sand-hills. If we 
want women, we shall find nothing prettier than these among 
dragons and devils. Don't look angry, Wulf You have no 
mind to marry one of those dog-headed girls the monk talked 
of, have you 1 Well, then, we have money and women ; and if 
we want sport, it's better sport killing men than killing beasts ; 
so we had better go where we phall find most of that game, 
which we certainly shall not up this road. As for fame and all 
that, though I've liad enough, there's plenty to be got any- 
where along the shores of that Mediterranean. Let's bum and 
plunder Alexandria: forty of us Goths might kill down all 
those donkey-riders in two days, and hang up that lying pre- 
fect who sent us here on this fool's errand. Don't answer, 
Wulf. I knew he was humbugging us all along, but you were 
so open-mouthed to all he said, that I was bound to let my 
elders choose for me. Let's go back ; send over for any of the 
tribes ; send to Spain for those Vandals — they have had enough 
of Adolph by now, curse hira ! — I'll warrant them ; get together 
an army, and take Constantinople. I'll be Augustus, and Pe- 
lagia, Augusta ; you and Smid here, the two Cflesars ; and we'll 
make the monk the chief of the eunuchs, eh 1— anything you 
like for a quiet life ; but up this accursed kennel of hot water 
I go no farther. Ask your girls, my heroes, and I'll ask mine. 
Women are all prophetesses, every one of them.' 

* When they are not harlots,' growled Wulf to himself. 

* I will go to the world's end with you, my king!' sighed 
Pelagia ; * but Alexandria is certainly pleasanter than this.' 

Old Wulf sprang up fiercely enough. 

* Hear me, Almaric the Amal, son of Odin, and heroes all 
When my fathers swore to be Odin's men, and gave up the 
kingdom" to the holy Amals, the sons of the iEsir, what was the 

D 
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bond between your fathers and mine ? "Was it not that we 
should move and move, southwai-d and southward ever, till we 
came back to Asgard the city where Odin dwells for ever, and 
gave into his hands the kingdom of all the earth ? And did we 
not keep our oath ? Have we not held to the Amals 1 Did 
we not leave Adolf, because we would not follow a Balth, while 
there was an Amal to lead us 1 Have we not been true men to 
you, son of the iEsir?' 

* Ko man ever saw Wulf, the son of Ovida, fail friend or foe.' 
' Then why does his friend fail him 1 Why does his friend 

f^il himself 1 If the bison-bull lie down and wallow, what will 
the herd do for a leader ? If the king-wolf lose the scent, how 
will the pack hold it? If the Yngling forgets the song of 
Asgnrd, who will sing it to the heroes V 

* Sing it yourself, if you choose. Pelagia sings quite well 
enough for me.' 

In an instant the cunning beauty caught at the hint, and 
poured forth a soft, low, sleepy song ; — 

* Loose the sail, rest the oar, float away down, 
Fleeting and gliding by tower and town ; 
Life is so short at iKJst ! snatch, while thou can'st, thy rest, 
Sleeping by me T 

* Can you answer that, "Wulf 1' shouted a dozen voices. 

' Hear the song of Asgard, warriors of the Goths ! Did not 
Alaric the king love it well ! Did I not sing it before him in 
the palace of the Csesars, till he swore, for all the Christian that 
he was, to go southward in search of the holy city ? And when 
he went to Valhalla, and the ships were wrecked off Sicily, and 
Adolf the Balth turned back like a lazy hound, and married the 
daughter of the Eomans, whom Odin hates, and went northward 
again to Gaul, did not I sing you all the song of Asgard in 
Messina there, till you swore to follow the Amal through fire 
and water imtil we found the hall of Odin, and received the 
mead-cup from his own hand ? Hear it again, warriors of the 
Goths I' 

'Not that song!* roared the Amal, stopping his ears with 
both his hands. * Will you drive us blood-mad again, just as 
we arc settling down into our sober senses, and finding out what 
our lives were given us for?' 

* Hear the song of Asgard ! On to Asgard, wolves of the 
Goths ! ' shouted another ; and a babel of voices arose. 

' Haven't we been fighting and marching these seven years V 

* Haven't we drank blood enough to satisfy Odin ten times 
over ] K he wants us, let him come himself and lead us I ' 
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* Ijbi us get our winds again before we start afresh t ' 

' Wulf tie Prince is like his name, and never tiros ; he 
has a winter- wolf 's legs nnder him ; that is no reason why we 
should have.' 

* Haven't you heard what the monk says t — we can never get 
over those cataracts.' 

* We'll stop his old- wives' tales for him, and then settle for 
ourselves,' said Smid ; and springing from the thwart where he 
had been sitting, he caught up a bill with one hand, and seized 
Philammon's throat with the other .... in a moment more, 
it would have been all over with him .... 

For the first time in his life Philammon felt a hostile gripe 
upon him, and a new sensation rushed through every nerve, as 
he grappled with the warrior, clutched with his left hand the 
uplifted wrist, and with his right the girdle, and commenced 
without any definite aim, a fierce struggle, which, strange to say, 
as it went on, grew absolutely pleasant. 

The women shrieked to their lovers to part the combatants, 
but in vain. 

* Not for worlds ! A very fair match and a very fair fight I 
Take your long legs back, Itho, or they will be over you I That's 
right, my Smid, don't use the knife ! They will be overboard 
in a moment I By all the Valkyrs, they are down I and Smid 
undermost I ' 

There was no doubt of it ; and in another moment Philammon 
would have wrenched the bill out of his opponent's hand, when, 
to the utter astonishment of the on-lookers, he suddenly loosed 
his hold, shook himself free by one powerful wrench, and quietly 
retreated to his seat, conscience-stricken at the fearful thirst 
for blood which had suddenly boiled up within him as he felt 
his enemy under him. 

The on-lookers were struck dumb with astonishment; they 
had taken for granted that he would, as a matter of course, 
have used his right of splitting his vanquished opponent's skull 
— an event which they would of course have deeply deplored, 
but with which, as men of honour, they could not on any 
account interfere, but merely console themselves for the loss of 
their comrade by flaying his conqueror alive, * carving him into 
the blood-eagle,* or any other delicate ceremony which might 
serve as a vent for their sorrow and a comfort to the soul of the 



Smid rose, with a bill in his hand, and looked round him— 
perhaps to see what was expected of him. Ho half lifted his 
weapon to strike. .... Philammon, seated, looked him calmly 

d2 
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in the face The old warrior's eye cangbt the bank, which 

was now receding rapidly past them ; and when he saw that they 
were really floating downwards again, without an effort to stem 
the stream, he put away his bill, and sat himself down deliberately 
in his place, astonishing the on-lookers quite as much as 
Philammon had done. 

* Five minutes* good fighting, and no one killed ! This- is a 
shame !' quoth another. 'Blood we must see, and it had better 
be yours, master monk, than your betters',' — and therewith he 
rushed on poor Philammon. 

He spoke the heart of the crew ; the sleeping wolf in them 
had been awakened by the struggle, and blood they would have j 
and not frantically, like Celtjs or Egyptians, but with the cool, 
humorous cruelty of the Teuton, they rose altogether, and turning 
Philammon over on his back, deliberated by what death he 
should die. 

Philammon quietly submitted — ^if submission have anything 
to do with that state of mind in which sheer astonishment and 
novelty have broken up all the custom of man's nature, till the 
strangest deeds and sufferings are taken as matters of course. 
His sudden escape from the Laura, the new world of thought 
and action into which he had been plunged, the new companions 
with whom he had fallen in, had driven him utterly from his 
moorings, and now anything and everything might happen to 
him. He who had promised never to look upon woman found 
himself, by circumstances over which he had no control, amid a 
boatful of the most objectionable species of that most objection- 
able genus — and the utterly worst having happened, everything 
else which happened must be better than the worst. For the 
rest, he had gone forth to see the world — ^and this was one of 
the ways of it So he made up his mind to see it, and be filled 
with the fruit of his own devicea 

And he would have been certainly filled with the same in 
five minutes more, in some shape too ugly to be mentioned : 
but, as even sinful women have hearts in them, Pelagia 
shrieked out — 

*Almaric ! Almaric ! do not let them I I cannot bear it ! ' 

'The warriors are free men, my darling, and know what ia 
proper. And what can the life of such a brute be to you 1 ' 

Before he could stop her, Pelagia had sprung from her 
cushions, and thrown herself into the midst of the laughing 
ring of wild beasts. 

* Spare him ! Spare him for my sake ! ' shrieked she. 

' Oh, my pretty lady 1 you mustn't int^rupt warriors' sport! 
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In an instant she bad torn ofif her shawl, and thrown it over 
Pliilammon ; and as she stood, with all the outlines of her 
beautiful limbs revealed through the thin robe of spangled 
gauze, — 

* Let the man who dares, touch him beneath that shawl ! — 
though it be a saffix)n one !' 

The Goths drew back. For Pelagia herself they had as little 
respect as the rest of the world had. But for a moment she 
was not the Messalina of Alexandria, but a woman ; and true 
to the old woman-worshipping instinct, they looked one and all 
at her flashing eyes, full of noble pity and indignation, as 
well as of mere woman's terror — and drew back, and whispered 
together. 

Whether the good spirit or the evil one would conquer, 
seemed for a moment doubtful, when Pelagia felt a heavy hand 
on her shoulder, and turning, saw Wulf the son of Ovida. 

' Go back, pretty woman ! Men, I claim the boy. Smid, give 
him to me. He is your man. You could have killed him if 
you had chosen, and did not ; and no one else shalL* 

' Give him us, Prince WiUf I We have not seen blood for 
many a day !' 

* You might have seen rivers of it, if you had had the hearts 
to go onwM^. The boy is mine, and a brave boy. H<5 has 
upset a warrior fairly this day, and spared him; and we will 
make a warrior of him in return.* 

And he lifted up the prostrate monk. 

* You are my man now. Do you like fighting]* 
Philammon, not understanding the language in which he 

was addressed, could only shake his head — though if he had 
known what its import was, he could hardly in honesty have 
said, No. 

* Ho shakes his head ! He does not like it ! He is craven ! 
Let us have him !' 

*I had killed kings when you were shooting fix)gs,' cried 
Smid. ' Listen to me, my sons ! A coward grips sharply at 
first, and loosens his hand after a while, because his blood is 
soon hot and soon cold. A brave man's gripe grows the firmer 
the longer he holds, because the spirit of Odin comes upon him. 
I watched the boy's hands on my throat ; and ho will make a 
man ; and I will make him one. However, we may as well 
make him useful at once ; so give him an oar.* 

* Well,* answered his new protector, * he can as well row us as 
be rowed by us ; and if we are to go back to a cow's death and 
the pool of Hela, the quicker we go the better,* 
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And as the men settled themselves again to their oars, one 
was put into Philammon*s hand, which he managed with such 
strength and skill, that his late tormentors, who, in spite of an 
occasional inclination to robbery and murder, were thoroughly 
goodnatured, honest fellows, clapped him on the back, and 
praised him as heartily as they had just now heartily intended 
to torture him to death, and then went forward, as many of 
them as were not rowing, to examine the strange beast which 
they had just slaughtered, pawing him over from tusks to tail, 
putting their heads into \ns mouth, trying their knives on his 
liide, comparing him to all beasts, like and unlike, which they 
had ever seen, and laughing and shoving each other about with 
the fun and childish wonder of a party of schoolboys ; till Smid, 
who was the wit of the party, settled the comparative anatomy 
of the subject for them — 

'Valhalla! I've found out what he's most like!— One of 
those big blue plums, which gave us aU the stomach-ache when 
we were encamped in the orchards above Ravenna !' 



CHAPTER IV. 

HIRIAM. 

Ol^E morning in the same week, Hypatia's favourite maid 
entered her chamber with a somewhat terrified fece. 

* The old Jewess, madam — the hag who has been watching so 
often lately under the waU opposite. She frightened us all out 
of our senses last evening by peeping in. We all said she had 
the evil eye, if any one ever had * 

* Well, what of her r 

* She is below, madam, and will speak with you. Not that I 
care for her ; I have my amulet on. I hope you have 1 * 

' Silly girl ! Those who have been initiated as I have in the 
mysteries of the gods, can defy spirits and command them. Do 
you suppose that the favourite of Pallas Athene wiU condescend 
to charms and magic ? Send her up.' 

The girl retreated, with a look half of awe, half of doubt at 
the lofty pretensions of her mistress, and returned with old 
Miriam, keeping, however, prudently behind her, in order to 
test as little as possible the power of her own amulet by avoiding 
the basilisk eye which had terrified her. 

Miriam came in, and advancing to the proud beauty, who 
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rciuiuned seated, made an obeiaaace down to the very floor, 
without, however, taking her eyes for an instant off Hypatia'a 
face. 

Her coontenance was haggard and bony, with broad sharp-cut 
lips, stamped with a strangely mingled expression of strength 
and sensuality. But the feature about her which instantly fixed 
Hypatia's attention, and from which she could not in spite of 
herself withdraw it, was the dry, glittering, coal-black eye 
which glared out from underneath the grey fringe of her swarthy 
brows, between black locks covered with gold coins. Hypatia 
could look at nothing but those eyes ; and she reddened, and 
grew all but un philosophically angry, as she saw that the old 
woman intended her to look at them, and feel the strange power 
which she evidently wished them to exercise. 

After a moment's silence, Miriam drew a letter from her 
busom, and with a second low obeisance presented it. 

* From whom is this 1* 

' Perhaps the letter itself will tell the beautiful lady, the 
fortunate lady, the discerning lady,' answered she, in a fawning, 
wheedling tone. ' How should a poor old Jewess know great 
folks' secrets 1 ' 

'Great folks?' 

Hypatia looked at the seal which fixed a silk cord round the 
letter. It was Orestes'; and so was the handwriting. .... 
Strange, that he should have chosen such a messenger ! What 
message could it be which required such secrecy 1 

She clapped her hands for the maid. * Let this woman wait 
in the ante-room.' Miriam glided out backwards, bowing as 
she went As Hypatia looked up over the letter to see whether 
she was alone, she caught a last glance of that eye still fixed 
upon her, and an expression in Miriam's face which made her, 
she knew not why, shudder and turn chill. 

* Foolish that I am ! What can that witch be to me ] But 
now for the letter.' 

'To the most noble and most beautiful, the mistress of 
philosophy, beloved of Athene, her pupil and slave sends greet- 
ing.' .... 

* My slave ! and no name mentioned ! ' 

'There are those who consider that the favourite hen of 
Honorius, which bears the name of the Imperial City, would 
thrive better under a new feeder ; and the Count of Africa has 
been despatched by himself and by the immortal gods to super- 
intend for the present the poultry-yard of the Caesars — at least 
during the absence of Adolph and Placidia. There are those 
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also who consider that in his absence the Nnmidian lion might 
be prevailed on to become the yoke-fellow of the Egyptian cro- 
codile ; and a fann which, ploughed by such a pair, should 
extend from the upper cataract to the pillai-s of Hercules, 
might have charms even for a philosopher. But while the 
ploughman is without a nymph, Arcadia is imperfect. What 
were Dionusos without his Ariadne, Ares without Aphrodite, 
Zeus without Here 1 Even Artemis has her Endymion ; Athene 
alone remains unwedded ; but only because Hephaestus was too 
rough a wooer. Such is not he who now offers to the repre- 
sentative of Athene the opportunity of sharing that which may 
be with the help of her wisdom, which without her is impossible. 
^utvavra avviroiaiv. Shall Eros, invincible for ages, be balked 
at last of the noblest game against which he ever drew his 
bowr .... 

If Hypatia's colour had faded a moment before under the 
withering glance of the old Jewess, it rose again swiftly enough, 
as she read line after line of this strange epistle ; till at last, 
crushing it together in her hand, she rose and hurried into the 
adjoining library, where Theon sat over his books. 

* Father, do you know anything of this 1 Look what Orestes 
has dared to send me by the hands of some base Jewish witch ! ' 
— And she spread the letter before him, and stood impatient, 
her whole figure dilated with pride and anger, as the old man 
read it slowly and carefully, and then looked up, apparently 
not ill pleased with the contents. 

* What, father 1 ' asked she, half reproachfully. * Do not you, 
too, feel the insult which has been put upon your daughter 1 * 

* My dear child,' with a puzzled look, * do you not see that 
he offers you * 

* I know what he offers me, father. The Empire of Africa. 
. . . . I am to descend from the mountain heights of science, 
from the contemplation of the unchangeable and the ineffable 
glories, into the foul fields and farm^yards of earthly practical 
Ufe, and become a drudge among political chicanery, and the 
petty ambitions, and sins, and falsehoods of the earthly herd. 
.... And the price which he offers me — me, the stainless — 
me, the virgin — me, the untamed, — is — his hand I Pallas 
Athene ! dost thou not blush with thy child ? ' 

* But, my child — my child, — an empire ' 

* Would the empire of the world restore my lost self-respect — 
my just pride ? Would it save my cheek from blushes every 
time I recollected that I bore the hateful and degrading name of 
wife 1 — The property, the puppet of a man — submitting to his 
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pleasure — ^bearing liis children — ^wearing myself out with all the 
nauseous cares of wifehood — ^no longer able to glory in myself^ 
pure and self-sustained, but forced by day and night to recollect 
that my very beauty is no longer the sacrament of Athene's 
love for me, but the plaything of a man ; — and such a man as 
that ! Luxurious, frivolous, heartless— courting my society, as 
he has done for years, only to pick up and turn to his own base 
earthly uses the scraps which fall from the fested table of the 
gods 1 I have encouraged him too much — ^vain fool that I have 
been ! No, I wrong myself I It was only — I thought — I 
thought that by his being seen at our doors, the cause of the 
immortal gods would gain honour and strength in the eyes of 

the multitude I have tried to feed the altars of heaven 

with earthly fuel And this is my just reward ! I will 

write to him this moment ; — ^return by the fitting messenger 
which he has sent, insult for insult ! * 

*In the name of Heaven, my daughter! — for your father's 
sake ! — for my sake I Hypatia ! — my pride, my joy, my only 
hope 1— have pity on my grey hairs ! * 

And the poor old man flung himself at her feet, and clasped 
her knees imploringly. 

Tenderly she lifted him up, and wound her long arms round 
him, and laid his head on her white shoulder, and her tears fell 
fast upon his grey hair ; but her lip was firm and determined. 

* Think of my pride — my glory in your glory ; think of me. 
.... Not for myself ! You know I never cared for myself I ' 
sobbed out the old man. * But to die seeing you empress I ' 

* Unless I died first in childbed, father, as many a woman 
dies who is weak enough to become a slave, and submit to 
twrtures only fit for slaves.' 

' But — ^but — ' said the old man, racking his bewildered brains 
for some argument far enough removed from nature and common 
sense to have an effect on the beautiful fanatic — ' but the cause 
of the gods! What you might do for it! ... . Remember 
Julian ! ' 

Hypatia's arms dropped suddenly. Yes ; it was true ! The 
thought flashed across her mind with mingled delight and terror. 
.... Visions of her childhood rose swift and thick — temples — 
flacrifices — priesthoods^-coUeges — museums ! What might she 
not dol What might she not make Africa! Give her ten 
years of power, and the hated name of Christian might be for- 
gotten, and Athene Polias, colossal in ivory and gold, wat^jhing 
in calm triumph over the harbours of a heathen Alexandria. 
, , .^ . But the price 1 
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And she hid her face in her hands, and bursting into bitter 
tears, walked slowly away into her own chamber, her whole 
body convulsed with the internal struggle. 

The old man looked after her, anxiously and perplexed, and 
then followed, hesitating. She was sitting at the table, her face 
buried in her hands. He did not dare to disturb her. In addi- 
tion to all the aflfection, the wisdom, the glorious beauty, on 
which his whole heart fed day by day, he believed her to be the 
possessor of those supernatural powers and favours, to which 
she so boldly laid claim. And he stood watching her in the 
doorway, praying in his heart to all gods and demons, princi- 
palities and powers, from Athene down to his daughter's guar- 
dian spirit, to move a determination which he was too we£^ to 
gainsay, and yet too rational to approve. 

At last the struggle was over, and she looked up, clear, calm, 
and glorious again. 

* It shall be. For the sake of the immortal gods — for the 

sake of art, and science, and learning, and philosophy It 

shall be. If the gods demand a victim, here am I. If a second 
time in the history of the ages the Grecian fleet cannot sail 
forth, conquering and civilizing, without the sacrifice of a virgin, 
I give my throat to the knife. Father, call me no more Hypatia : 
call me Iphigenia ! * 

'And me Agamemnon?' asked the old man, attempting a 
faint jest through his tears of joy. ' I dare say you think me a 
very cruel father ; but ' 

* Spare me, father — I have spared you.' 
And she began to write her answer. 

*I have accepted his offer — conditionally, that is. And on 
whether he have courage or not to fulfil that condition, de- 
pends Do not ask me what it is. While Cyril is leader 

of the Christian mob, it may be safer for you, my father, that 
you should be able to deny all knowledge of my answer. Be 
content. I liave said this — that if he will do as I would have 
him do, I will do as you would have me do.' 

' Have you not been too rash ? Have you not demanded of 
him something which, for the sake of public opinion, he dare 
not grant openly, and yet which he may allow you to do for 
yourself when once ^ 

* I have. If I am to be a victim, the sacrificing priest shall 
at least be a man, and not a coward and a time-server. ' If he 
believes this Christian faith, let him defend it against me ; 
for either it or I shall perish. If he does not — as he does 
not — ^let him give up living in a .lie, and taking on his lips 
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blasphemies against ihe immortals, from which his heart and 
reason revolt ! ' 

And she clapped her hands again for the maid-servant, gave 
her the letter silently, shut the doors of her chamber, and tried 
to resume her Commentary on Plotinus. Alas ! what were all 
the wii-e-drawn dreams of metaphysics to her in that real and 
human struggle of the heart? What availed it to define the 
process by which individual souls emanated from the universal 
one, while her own soul had, singly and on its own responsi- 
bility, to decide so terrible an act of will? or to write fine 
words with pen and ink about the immutability of the supreme 
Beason, while her own reason was left there to struggle for its 
life amid a roaring shoreless waste of doubts and darkness ? Oh, 
how grand, and clear, and logical it had all looked half an hour 
ago ! And how irrefragably she had been deducing from it all, 
syllogism after syllogism, the non-existence of evil ! — how it was 
but a lower form of good, one of the countless products of the 
one great all-pervading mind which could not err or change, 
only so strange and recondite in its form as to excite antipathy 
in all minds but that of the philosopher, who learnt to see the 
stem which connected the apparently bitter fruit with the 
perfect root from whence it sprung. Could she see the stem 
there ? — the connexion between the pure and supreme Reason, 
and the hideous caresses of the debauched and cowardly Orestes? 
was not that evil, pure, unadulterate with any vein of good, 
past, present, or future ? . . . . 

True ; — she might keep her spirit pure amid it all ; she might 
sacrifice the base body, and ennoble the soul by the self-sacrifice 
.... And yet, would not that increase the horror, the agony, 
the evil of it — to her, at least, most real evil, not to be explained 
away — and yet the gods required it? Were they just, merciful 
in that ? Was it like them, to torture her, their last unshaken 
votary ? Did they require it ? Was it not required of them by 
some higher power, of whom they were only the emanations, the 
tools, the puppets ? — and required of that higher power by some 
still higher one — some nameless, absolute destiny of whicn 
Orestes and she, and all heaven and earth, were but the victims, 
dragged along in an inevitable vortex, helpless, hopeless, toward 
that for which each was meant ? — And she was meant for this ! 
The thought was unbearable; it turned her giddy. No! she 
would not I She would rebel ! Like Prometheus, she would 
dare destiny, and brave its worst ! And she sprang up to recal 
the letter. .... Miriam was gone ; and she threw herself on 
the floor, and wept bitterly. 
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And her peace of mind would certainly not Iiave been im- 
proved, could she have seen old Miriam hurry home with hex 
letter to a dingy house in the Jews' quarter, where it was 
unsealed, read, and sealed up again with such marvellous skill, 
that no eye could have detected the change ; and finally, still 
less would she have been comforted could she have heard the 
conversation which was going on in a summer-room of Orestes' 
palace, between that illustrious statesman and Eaphael Aben- 
Ezra, who were lying on two divans opposite each other, whiling 
away, by a throw or two of dice, the anxious moments which 
delayed her answer. 

* Trays again I The devil is in you, Raphael ! ' 

^ I always thought he was,* answered Eaphael, sweeping up 
the gold pieces 

' When will that old witch be back 1 ' 

'When she has read through your letter and Hypatia's 
answer.' 

'Readthemr 

* Of course. You don't fancy she is going to be fool enough 
to carry a message without knowing what it is? Don't be 
angry ; she won't tell. She would give one of those two grave- 
lights there, which she calls her eyes, to see the thing prosper.' 

*Why?' 

'Your excellency will know when the letter comes. Here 
she is j I hear steps in the cloister. Now, one bet before thej 
enter. I give you two to one she asks you to turn pagan.' 

* What in 1 Negro-boys 1 ' 

* Anything you like.' 

' Taken. Come in, slaves ! ' 

And Hypocorisma entered, pouting. 

* That Jewish fury is outside with a letter, and has the 
impudence to say she won't let me bring it in ! ' 

' Bring her in then. Quick ! ' 

. * 1 wonder "w hat I am here for, if people have secrets that I 
am not to know,' grumbled the spoilt youth. 

*Do you want a blue ribbon round those white sides oi 
yours, you monkey 1 ' answered Orestes. * Because, if you do, 
the hippopotamus hide hangs ready outside.' 

* Let us make him kneel down here for a couple of hours, and 
use him as a dice-board,' said Eaphael, ' as you used to do to th« 
girls in Armenia.' 

* Ah, you recollect that ? — and how the barbarian papas used 
to grumble, till I had to crucify one or two, eh? That was 
something like life 1 I love those out-of-the-way stations. 
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where nobody asks questions : but here one might as well live 
among the monks in Nitria. Here comes Canidial Ah, the 
answer 1 Hand it here, my queen of go-betweens I ' 
Orestes read it, — and his countenance fell. 

* I have won 1 ' 

' Out of the room, slaves 1 and no listening I * 

' I have won then 1 ' 

Orestes tossed the letter across to him, and Raphael read — 

' The immortal gods accept no divided worship ; and he who 
would command the counsels of their prophetess must remember 
that they will vouchsafe to her no illumination till their lost 
honours bo restored. If he who aspires to be the lord of Africa 
dare trample on the hateful cross, and restore the Csssareum 
to those for whose worship it was built — if he dare proclaim 
aloud with his lips, and in his deeds, that contempt for novel 
and barbarous superstitions, which his taste and reason have 
already taught him, then he would prove himself one with 
whom it were a glory to labour, to dare, to die in a great cause. 
But till then ' 

And so the letter ended. 

'What am I to dor 

' Take her at her word.' 

' Good heavens ! I shall be excommunicated ! And — and — 
what is to become of my soul I ' 

'What will become of it in any case, my most excellent 
lord ? ' answered Raphael, blandly. 

'You mean — I know what you cursed Jews think will 
happen to every one but yourselvea But what would the 
world say I I an apostate I And in the face of Cyril and the 
populace ! I daren't, I tell you ! ' 

* No one asked your excellency to apostatize.' 
' Why, what ? What did you say just now 1 ' 

' I asked you to promise. It will not be the first time that 
promises before marriage have not exactly coincided with per- 
formance afterwards.* 

• ' I daren't — that is, I won't promise. I believe, now, this is 
some trap of your Jewish intrigue, just to make me commit 
myself against those Christians, whom you hate.' 

' I assure you, I despise all mankind far too profoundly to 
hate them. How disinterested my advice was when 1 proposed 
this match to you, you never will know; indeed, it would be 
boastful in me to tell you. But really you must make a little 
sacrifice to win this foolish girl. With all the depth and daring 
of her intellect to help you, you might be a match for Romans, 
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Byzantines, and Goths at once. And as for beauty — ^why, 
there is one dimple inside that wrist, just at the setting on 
of the sweet little hand, worth all the other flesh and blood in 
Alexandria/ 

* By Jove ! you admire her so much, I suspect you must be in 
love with her yourself. Why don't you marry her ? I'll make 
you my prime minister, and then we shall have the use of her 
wits without the trouble of her fancies. By the twelve Gods 1 
If you marry her and help me, I'll make you what you like 1 * 

Baphael rose and bowed to the earth. 

* Your serene high-mightiness overwhelms me. But I assure 
you, that never having as yet cared for any one's interest but 
my own, I could not be expected, at my time of life, to devote 
myself to that of another, even though it were to yours.* 

* Candid 1' 

* K^actly so ; and moreover, whosoever T may marry, will be 
practically, as well as theoretically, my private and peculiar 
property. .... You comprehend.' 

' Candid again.' 

* Exactly so ; and waiving the third argument, that she pro- 
bably might not choose to marry me, I beg to remark that it 
would not be proper to allow the world to say, that I, the sub- 
ject, had a wiser and fairer wife than you, the ruler ; especially 
a wife who had already refused that ruler's complimentary 
offer.' 

* By Jove ! and she has refused me in good earnest ! I'll 
make her repent it ! I was a fool to ask her at all ! What's 
the use of having guards, if one can't compel what one wants 1 
If fair means can't do it, foul shall! I'll send for her this 
moment ! ' 

* Most illustrious majesty — ^it will not succeed. You do not 
know that woman's determination. Scourges and red-hot 
pincers will not shake her, alive; and dead, she will be of 
no use whatsoever to you, while she will be of great use to 
CyriL' 

*nowr 

* He will be most happy to make the whole story a handle 
tgainst you, give out that she died a virgin-martyr, in defence 
of the most holy catholic and apostolic faith, get miracles 
worked at her tomb, and pull your palace about your ears on 
the strength thereof.' 

* Cyril will hear of it anyhow : that's another dilemma into 
which you have brought me, you intriguing rascal ! Why this 
girl will be boasting all over Alexandria that I have offered h(ff 
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marriage, and that she has done herself the honour to refuse 
me!' 

* She will be much too wise to do anything of the kind ; 
she has sense enough to know that if she did so, you would 
inform a Christian populace what conditions she offered you, 
and, with all her contempt for the burden of the flesh, she 
has no mind to be lightened of that pretty load by being 
torn in pieces by Christian monks : a very probable ending 
for her in any case, as she herself, in her melancholy moods, 
confesses ! ' 

* What will you have me to do, then ? ' 

* Simply nothing. Let the prophetic spirit go out of her, as 
it will, in a day or two, and then — I know nothing of human 
nature, if she does not bate a little of her own price. Depend 
on it, for all her ineffabilities, and impassibilities, and all the 
rest of the seventh-heaven moonshine at which we play here in 
Alexandria, a throne is far too pretty a bait for even Hypatia 
the Pythoness to refuse. Leave well alone is a good rule, but 
leave ill alone is a better. So now another bet before we part> 
and this time three to one. Do notliiug either way, and she 
sends to you of her own accord before a month is out. In 
Caucasian mules? Done? Bo it so.' 

* Well, you are the most charming counsellor for a poor 
perplexed devil of a prefect ! K I had but a private fortune 
like you, I could just take the money, and let the work do 
iteelf.' 

* Which is the true method of successful govommeni Your 
slave bids you farewell Do not forget our bet You dine with 
me to-morrow ? ' 

And Raphael bowed himself out. 

As he left the prefect's door, he saw Miriam on the opposite 
side of the street, evidently watching for him. As soon as she 
saw him, she held on her own side, without appearing to notice 
him, tin he turned a comer, and then crossing, caught him 
eagerly by the arm. 

* Does the fool dare 1' 
'Who dare what I' 

*You know what I moan. Do you suppose old Mii-iam 
carries letters without taking care to know what is inside 
them? Will he apostatize? Tell me. I am secret as the 
grave!' 

*The fool has found an old worm-eaten rag of conscience 
somewhere in the corner of his heart, and dare not' 

' Curse the coward 1 And such a plot as I had laid 1 I 
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would have swept every Christian dog out of Africa withui the 
year. What is tlie man afraid of I * 
*HeU.fire.' 

* Why, he will go there in any case, the accursed Gentile !' 

* So I hinted to him, as delicately as I could ; but, like the 
rest of the world, he had a sort of partiality for getting thither 
by his own road.' 

* Coward ! And whom shall I get now 1 Oh, if that Pelagia 
had as much cunning in her whole body as Hypatia has in her 
little finger, I*d seat her and her Goth upon the throne of the 
Caesars. But ' 

* But she has five senses, and just enough wit to use them, 
ehr 

'Don't laugh at her for that, the darling ! I do delight in 
her, after all. It warms- even my old blood to see how thoroughly 
she knows her business, and how she enjoys it, like a true 
daughter of Eve.' 

* She has been your most successful pupil, certainly, mother. 
You may well be proud of her.' 

The old hag chucl led to herself a while ; and then suddenly 
turning to Eaphael — 

* See here 1 I have a present for you ;* and she pulled out a 
magnificent ring. 

* Why, mother, you are always giving me presents. It was 
but a month ago you sent me this poisoned dagger.' 

'Why not, ehl — why noti Why should not Jew give to 
Jew 1 Take the old woman's ring !" 

* What a glorious opal I * 

* Ah, that is an opal, indeed ! And the unspeakable name 
upon it ; just like Solomon's own. Take it, I say ! Whoso- 
ever wears that never need fear" fire, steel, poison, or woman's 
eye.* 

* Your own included, eh % ' 

'Take it, I say!' and Miriam caught his hand, and forced 
the ring on his finger. * There 1 Now you're safe. And now 
call me mother again. I like it. I don't know why, but 1 like 
it. And — Kaphael Aben-Ezra — don't laugh at me, and call 
me witch and hag, as you often do. I don't care about it from 
any one else ; I'm accustomed to it But when you do it, I 
always long to stab you. That's why I gave you the dagger. 
I used to wear it ; and I was afraid I might be tempted lo use 
it some day, when the thought came across me how handsome 
you'd look, and how quiet, when you were dead, and your soul 
up there so happy in Abraham's bosom, watching all the Gen- 
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tiles frying and roasting for ever down below. Don't laugh at 
me, I say ; and don't thwart me ! I may make you the 
emperor's prime minister, some day. I can if I choose.' 

^ Heaven forbid ! ' said Euphael, laughing. 

* Don't laugh. I cast your nativity last night, and I know 
you have no cause to laugh. A great danger hangs over you, 
and a deep temptation. And if you weather this storm, you 
may be chamberlain, prime minister, emperor, if you will. And 
you shall be — ^by the four archangels, you shall ! * 

And the old woman vanished down a by-lane, leaving Raphael 
utterly bewildered. 

' Moses and the prophets ! Does the old lady intend to 
marry me 1 What can there be in this very lazy and selfish 
personage who bears my name, to excite so romantic an affec- 
tion I Well, Eaphael Aben-Ezra, thou hast one more friend 
in the world beside Bran the mastiff ; and therefore one more 
trouble — seeing that friends always expect a due return of 
affection and good offices, and what not I wonder whether the 
old lady has been getting into a scrape kidnapping, and wants 

my patronage to help her out of it Three-quarters of a 

mile of roasting sun between me and home !....! must hire a 
gig, or a litter, or something, off the next stand .... with a 
driver who has been eating onions .... and of course there is 
not a stand for the next half mile. Oh, divine aether ! as Pro- 
metheus has it, and ye swift-winged breezes (I wish there were 
any here), when will it all be overl Three-and-thirty years 
have I endured already of this Babel of knaves and fools ; and 
with tMs abominable good health of mine, which won't even 
help me with gout or indigestiiDn, I am likely to have three-and- 
thirty years more of it I know nothing, and I care for 

nothing, and I expect nothing ; and I actually can't take the 
trouble to prick a hole in myself, and let the very small amount 
of wits out, to see something really worth seeing, and try its 
strength at something really worth doing — if, after all, the other 
side the grave does not turn out to be just as stupid as this one. 
.... When will it be all over, and I in Abraham's bosom — or 
any one else's, provided it be not a woman's 1 ' 
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CHAPTEK V, 

A DAT IN ALEXANDRIA. 

IN the meanwhile, Philammon, with his hosts, the Groths, had 
heen slipping down the stream. Passing, one after another, 
world-old cities now dwindled to decaying towns, and number- 
less canal-mouths, now fast falling into ruin with the fields to 
which they ensured fertility, under the pressure of Roman ex- 
tortion and misrule, they had entered one evening the mouth 
of the great canal of Alexandria, slid easily all night across the 
star-bespangled shadows of Lake Mareotis, and found them- 
selves when the next morning dawned, among the countless 
masts and noisy quays of the greatest seaport in the world. 
The motley crowd of foreigners, the hubbub of all dialects from 
the Crimea to Cadiz, the vast piles of merchandise, and heaps of 
wheat, lying unsheltered in that rainless air, the huge bulk of 
the corn-ships lading for Rome, whose tall sides rose story over 
story, like floating palaces, above the buildings of some inner 
dock — these sights, and a hundred more, made the young monk 
think that the world did not look at first sight a thing to be 
despised. In front of heaps of fruit, fresh from the market- 
boats, black groups of glossy negro slaves were basking and 
laughing on the quay, looking anxiously and coquettishly round 
in hopes of a purchaser ; they evidently did not think the change 
from desert toil to city luxuries a change for the worsa Phil- 
ammon turned away his eyes from beholding vanity ; but only 
to meet fresh vanity wheresoever they fell. He felt crushed by 
the multitude of new objects, stunned by the din around ; and 
scarcely recollected himself enough to seize the first opportunity 
of escaping from his dangerous companions. 

* Holloa ! * roared Smid the armourer, as he scrambled on to 
the steps of the slip ; * you are not going to run away without 
bidding us good-by 1 * 

* Stop with me, boy !' said old Wul£ ' I saved you; and you 
are my man.' 

Philammon turned and hesitated. 
' I am a monk, and God's man.* 

* You can be that anywhere. I will make you a warrior.* 

* The weapons of my warfare are not of flesh and blood, but 
prayer and fasting,' answered poor Philammon, who felt already 
that he should have ten times more need of the said weapons in 
Alexandria than ever he had had in the desert * Let me 
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go ! I am not made for your life ! I thank yon, bless you 1 
I will pray for you, sir ! but let me go ! * 

'Curse the craven hound!' roared half-a-dozen voices. *Why 
did you not let us have our will with him, Prince Wulf t You 
might have expected such gratitude from a monk' 

*He owes me my share of the sport,' quoth Smid. *And 
here it is ! ' And a hatchet, thrown with practised aim, whistled 
right for Philammon's head — he had just time to swerve, 
and the weapon struck and snapped against the granite wall 
behind. 

* Well saved!' said Wul^ coolly, while the sailors and market- 
women above yelled murder, and the custom-house officers, and 
other constables and catchpolls of the harbour, rushed to the 
place — and retired again quietly at the thunder of the Amal 
from the boat's stem — 

* Never mind my good fellows ! we're only Goths ; and on a 
visit to the prefect, too.' 

* Only Goths, my donkey-riding friends ! ' echoed Smid, and 
at that ominous name the whole posse comitatxis tried to look 
unconcerned, and found suddenly that their presence was" abso- 
lutely required in an opposite direction. 

* Let him go,' said Wulf^ as he stalked up the steps. ' Let 
the boy go. I never set my heart on any man yet,' he growled 
to himself in an under voice, * but what he disappointed me — 
and I must not expect more from this fellow. Come, men, 
ashore, and get drunk ! ' 

Philammon, of course, now that he had leave to go, longed to 
stay — at all events, he must go back and thank his hosts. He 
turned unwillingly to do so, as hastily as he could, and found 
Pelagia and her gigantic lover just entering a palanquin. With 
downcast eyes he approached the beautiful basilisk, and stam- 
mered out some commonplace ; and she, fuU of smiles, turned 
to him at once. 

* Tell us more about yourself before we part. You speak such 
beautiful Greek — true Athenian. It is quite delightful to hear 
one's own accent again. Were you ever at Athens 1* 

* When I was a child ; I recollect — ^that is, I think * 

* What 1 ' asked Pelagia, eagerly. 

'A great house in Athens — and a great battle there — and 
coming to Egypt in a ship.* 

' Heavens ! ' said Pelagia, and paused * How strange ! 

Girls, who said he was like mo 1 * 

* I'm sure we meant no harm, if we did say it in a joke,* pouted 
one of the attendants, 

E 2 



Digitized by 



Googk 



52 HYPATIA. [CHAP. 

' Like me ! — ^you must come and see us. I have something to 
say to you. .... You must !' 

Philammon misinterpreted the intense interest of her tone, 
and if he did not shrink back, gave some involuntary gesture of 
reluctance. Pelagia laughed aloud. 

* Don't be vain enough to suspect, foolish boy, but come ! Do 
you think that I have nothing to talk about but nonsense? 

Come and see me. It may be better for you. I live in ,' 

and she named a fashionable street, which Philammon, though 
he inwardly vowed not to accept the invitation, somehow could 
not help remembering. 

* Do leave the wild man, and come,' growled the Amal from 
within the palanquin. *You are not going to turn nun, I 
hopeT 

' !N'ot while the first man I ever met in the world stays in it,' 
answered Pelagia, as she skipped into the palanquLia, taking care 
to show the most lovely white heel and ankle, and, like the 
Parthian, send a random arrow as she retreated. But the dart 
was lost on Philammon, who had been already hustled away by 
the bevy of laughing attendants, amid baskets, dressing-cases, 
and bird-cages, and was fain to make his escape into the Babel 
round, and inquire his way to the patriarch's house. 

* Patriarch's house 1' answered the man whom he first 
addressed, a little lean, swarthy fellow, with merry black eyes, 
who, with a basket of fruit at his feet, was sunning himself on a 
baulk of timber, meditatively chewing the papyrus-cane, and 
examining the strangers with a look of absurd sagacity. *I know 
it ; without a doubt I know it ; all Alexandria has good reason 
to know it. Are you a monk 1' 

'Yes.' 

* Then ask your way of the monks ; you won't go far without 
finding one.' 

* But I do not even know the right direction : what is your 
grudge against monks, my good man V 

* Look here, my youth ; you seem too ingenuous for a monk. 
Don't flatter yourself that it will last. If you can wear the 
sheepskin, and haunt the churches here for a month, without 
learning to lie, and slander, and clap, and hoot, and perhaps play 
your part in a sedition-and-murder satyric drama — why, you 
are a better man than I take you for. I, sir, am a Greek, and 
a philosopher ; though the whirlpool of matter may have, and 
indeed has, involved my ethereal spark in the body of a porter. 
Therefore, youth,' continued the little man, starting up upon his 
baulk like an excited monkey, and stretching out one oratorio 
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paw, ' I bear a treble hatred to the monkish tribe. First, as a 
man and a husband ; .... for as for the smiles of beauty, or 
otherwise, — such as I have, I have ; and the monks, if they had 
their wicked will, would leave neither men nor women in the 
world. Sir, they would exterminate the human race in a single 
generation, by a voluntary suicide I Secondly, as a porter ; for 
if all men turned monks, nobody would be idle, and the pro- 
fession of portering would be annihilated. Thirdly, sir, as a 
philosopher ; for as the false coin is odious to the true, so is the 
irrational and animal asceticism of the monk, to the logical and 
methodic self-restraint of one who, like your humblest of philo- 
sophers, aspires to a life according to the pure reason.' 

' And pray,' asked Fhilammon, half-laughing, ' who has been 
your tutor in philosophy T 

' The fountain of classic wisdom, Hypatia herselt As the 
ancient sage — the name is unimportant to a monk — pumped 
water nightly that he might study by day, so I, the guardian 
of cloaks and parasols at th^ sacred doors of her lecture-room, 
imbibe celestial knowledge. From my youth I felt in me a 
soul above the matter-entangled herd. She revealed to me the 
glorious fact) that I am a spark of Divinity itself. A fallen 
star, I am, sir I ' continued he, pensively, stroking his lean 
stomach — * a fallen star ! — ^fallen, if the dignity of philosophy 
will allow of the simile, among the hogs of the lower world — 
indeed, even into the hog-bucket itself. Well, after all, I will 
show you the way to the Archbishop's. There is a philosophic 
pleasure in opening one's treasures to the modest young. Perhaps 
you wiU assist me by carrying this basket of fruit 1' And the 
little man jumped up, put his basket on Fhilammon's head, and 
trotted oflf up a neighbouring street 

Philammon followed, half contemptuous, half wondering at 
what this philosophy might be, which could feed the self-conceit 
of anything so abject as his ragged little apish guide ; but the 
novel roar and whirl of the street, the perpetual stream of 
busy faces, the line of curricles, palanquins, laden asses, camels, 
elephants, which met and passed him, and squeezed him up steps 
and into doorways, as they threaded their way through the great 
Moon-gate into the ample street beyond, drove everything from 
his mind but wondering curiosity, and a vague, helpless dread 
of that great living wilderness, more terrible than any dead 
wilderness of sand which he had left behind. Already he longed 
for the repose, the silence of the Laura — for faces which knew 
him and smiled upon him; but it was too late to turn back now. 
His guide held on for more than a mile up the great main 
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street, crossed in the centre of the city, at right angles, by one 
equally magnificent, at each end of which, miles away, appeared, 
dim and distant over the heads of the living stream of passengers, 
the yellow sand-hills of the desert ; while at the end of the vista 
in fi-ont of them gleamed the blue harbour, through a network 
of countless masts. 

At last they reached the quay at the opposite end of the 
street ; and there burst on Fhilammon's astonished eyes a vast 

semicircle of blue sea, ringed with palaces and towers 

He stopped involuntarily ; and his little guide stopped also, and 
looked askance at the young monk, to watch the effect which 
that grand panorama should produce on him. 

* There ! Behold our works I Us Greeks ! — us benighted 

heathens ! Look at it and feel yourself what you are, a very 
small, conceited, ignorant young person, who fancies that your 
new religion gives you a right to despise every one elsa Di4 
Christians make all this? Did Christians build that Pharos 
there on the left horn — wonder of the world 1 Did Christians 
raise that mile- long mole which runs towards the land, with its 
two drawbridges, connecting the two ports 1 Did Christians 
build this esplanade, or this gate of the Sun above our heads ? 
Or that Cflesareum on our right here I Look at those obelisks 
before it !* And he pointed upwards to those two world-famous 
ones, one of which stiU lies on its ancient site, as Cleopatra's 
needle. * Look up I look up, I say, and feel small — ^very small 
indeed ! Did Christians raise them, or engrave them from base 
to point with the wisdom of the ancients) Did Christians 
build that Museum next to it, or design its statues and its 
frescoes — now, alasl re-echoing no more to the hummings of 
the Attic bee % Did they pOe up out of the waves that palace 
beyond it> or that Exchange I or fill that Temple of Neptune 
with breathing brass and blushing marble? Did they build 
that Timonium on the point, where Antony, worsted at Actium, 
forgot his shame in Cleopatra's arms? Did they quarry out 
that island of Antirrhodus into a nest of docks, or cover those 
waters with the sails of every nation under heaven ? Speak ! 
Thou son of bats and moles — thou six feet of sand — thou 
mummy out of the cliff caverns 1 Can monks do works like 
these ?' 

* Other men have laboured, and we have entered into their 
labours,' answered Philammon, trying to seem as unconcerned 
as he could. He was, indeed, too utterly astonished to be angry 
at anything. The overwhelming vastness, multiplicity, and 
magnificence of the whole scene ; the range of buildings, such as 
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mother earth never, perhaps, carried on her lap before or since, 
the extraordinary variety of form — the pure Doric and Ionic of 
the earlier Ptolemies^ the barbaric and confused gorgeousness of 
the later Roman, and here and there an imitation of the grand 
elephantine style of old Egypt, its gaudy colours relieving, while 
they deepened, the effect of its massive and simple outlines ; 
the eternal repose of that great belt of stone contrasting with 
the restless ripple of the glittering harbour, and the busy sails 
which crowded out into the sea beyond, like white doves taking 
their flight into boundless space;— ftll dazzled, overpowerec^ 
saddened hinu • . . . This was the world .... Was it not 
beautiful? .... Must not the men who made all this have 
been — if not great .... yet ... . he knew not what I Surely 
they had great souls and noble thoughts in theml Surely 
there was something godlike in being able to create such things ! 
Not for themselves alone, too ; but for a nation — ^for generations 
yet unborn. .... And there was the sea .... and beyond 
it, nations of men innumerable. .... His imagination was 
dizzy with thinking of them. .... "Were they all doomed—- 
lost ? . . . . Had God no love for them % 

At last, recovering himself he recollected his errand, and 
again asked his way to the archbishop's house. 

* This way, youthful nonentity ! ' answered the little man, 
leading the way round the great front of the Csssareum, at the 
foot of the obelisks. 

Philammon's eye fell on some new masonry in the pediment, 
ornamented with Christian symbols. 

*Howl Is this a church r 

*It is the Ceesareum. It has become temporarily a chnrclu 
The immortal gods have, for the time being, condescended to 
waive their rights ; but it is the Csesareum, nevertheless. This 
way; down this street to the right. There,* said he, pointing 
to a doorway in the side of the Museum, * is the last haunt of 
the Muses — the lecture-room of Hypatia, the school of my 
unworthiness. .... And here,' stopping at the door of a 
splendid h^ use on the opposite side of the street, * is the resi- 
dence of that blest favourite of Athene — Neith, as the barbarians 
of Egypt would denominate the goddess — we men of Macedonia 

retain the time-honoured Grecian nomenclature You 

may put down your basket' And he knocked at the door, and 
delivering the fruit to a black porter, made a polite obeisance to 
Philammon, and seemed on the point of taking his departure. 

* But where is the archbishop's house % ' 

' Close to the Serapeium. You cannot miss the place : four 
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hundred columns of marble, now ruined by Cbridtian perse* 

cutors, stand on an eminence * 

*Buthowfaroflfr 

* About three miles ; near the gate of the Moon.' 

* Why, was not that the gate by which we entered the city on 
the other side 1 ' 

* Exactly so ; you will know your way back^ having already 
traversed it.* 

Philammon checked a decidedly carnal inclination to seize 
the little fellow by the throat, and knock his head against the 
wall, and contented himseK by saying — 

* Then do you actually mean to say, you heathen villain, that 
you have taken me six or seven miles out of my road % * 

* Good words, young man. If you do me harm, I call for 
help ; we are close to the Jews' quarter, and there are some 
thousands there who will swarm out like wasps on the chance 
of beating a monk to death. Yet that which I have done, I 
have done with a good purpose. First, politically, or according 
to practical wisdom— in order that you, not I, might carry the 
basket. Next, philosophically, or according to the intuitions of 
the pure reason — ^in order that you might, by beholding the 
magnificence of that great civilization which your fellows wish 
to destroy, learn that you are an ass, and a tortoise, and a 
nonentity, and so beholding yourself to be nothing, may be 
moved to become something.' 

. And he moved off. 

Philammon seized him by the collar of his ragged tunic, and 
held him in a grip from which the little man, though he twisted 
like an eel, could not escape. 

* Peaceably, if you will ; if not, by main force. You shall go 
back with me, and show me every step of the way. It is a just 
penalty.' 

*The phOosopher conquers circumstances by submitting to 
them. I go peaceably. Indeed, the base necessities of the hog- 
bucket side of existence compel me of themselves back to the 
Moon-gate, for another early fruit job.' 

So they went back together. 

Now why Philammon's thoughts should have been run- 
ning on the next new specimen of womankind to whom he 
had been introduced, though only in name, let psychologists 
tell, but certainly, after he had walked some half-mile in 
silence, he suddenly woke up, as out of many meditations, and 
asked — 

* But who is this Hypatia, of whom you talk so much 1 ' 
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*Wbo is Hypatia, rustic 1 The queen of Alexandria! In 
wit, Athene ; Hera in majesty ; in beauty, Aphrodite !' 

* And who are they T asked Philammon. 

The porter stopped, surveyer^ him slowly from foot to head 
with an expression of boundless pity and contempt, and was in 
the act of walking off in the ectasy of his disdain, when he was 
brought- to suddenly by Philammon's strong ann. 

* Ah ! — I recollect There is a compact. . . . Who is Athene t 
The goddess, giver of wisdom. Hera, spouse of Zeus, queen of 

the Celestials. Aphrodite, mother of love You are not 

expected to imderetand/ 

Philammon did understand, however, so much as this, that 
Hypatia was a very unique and wonderful person in the mind 
of his little guide ; and therefore asked the only further 
question by wbich he could as yet test any Alexandrian pheno- 
menon — 

' And is she a friend of the patriarch I' 

The porter opened his eyes very wide, put his middle finger 
in a careful and complicated fashion between his fore and third 
finger, and extending it playfully towards Philammon, performed 
therewith certain mysterious signals, the effect whereof being 
totally lost on him, the little man stopped, took another look at 
Philammon's stately figure, and answered — 

* Of the human race in general, my young friend. The philo- 
sopher must rise above the individual, to the contemplation of 

the universal Aha! — Here is something worth seeing, 

and the gates are open.' And he stopped at the portal of a vast 
building. 

* Is this the patriarch's house V 

'The patriarch's tastes are more plebeian. He lives, they 
say, in two dirty little rooms — knowing what is fit for him. 
The patriarch's house 1 Its antipodes, my young friend — that is, 
if such beings have a cosmic existence, on which point Hypatia 
has her doubts. This is the temple of art and beauty; the 
Delphic tripod of poetic inspiration ; the solace of the earth- 
worn drudge ; in a word, the theatre ; which your patriarch, if 

he could, would convert to-morrow into a ^but the philosopher 

must not revile. Ah ! I see the prefect's apparitors at the gate. 
He is making the polity, as we call it here ; the dispositions ; 
settling, in short, the bill of fare for the day, in compliance with 
the public palate. A facetious pantomime dances here on this 
day every week — admired by some, the Jews especially. To 
the more classic taste, many of his movements — his recoil, 
especially — ^are wanting in the true antique severity — might be 
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called, perhaps, on the whole, indecent. Still the weary pilgrim 
must be amused. Let us step in and hoar.' 

But before PhUammon could refuse, an uproar arose within, 
a rush outward of the mob, and inward of the prefect's ap- 
paritors. 

* It is false !* shouted many voices. * A Jewish calumny I The 
man is innocent ! ' 

* There's no more sedition in him than there is in me,' roared 
a fat butcher, who looked as ready to fell a. man as an ox. * Ho 
was always the iirst and the last to clap the holy patriarch 
at sermon.* 

*• Dear tender soul,' whimpered a woman ; and I said to him 
only this morning, why don't you flog my boys. Master Hierax 1 
how can you expect them to learn if they are not flogged ? 
And he said, he never could abide the sight of a rod, it made 
his back tingle so.' 

* Which was plainly a prophecy l' 

' And proves him innocent ; for how could he prophesy if he 
was not one of the holy ones V 

*' Monks, to the rescue ! Hierax, a Christian, is taken and 
tortured in the theatre !' thundered a wild hermit, his beard cuid 
hair streaming about his chest and shoulders. 

* Nitria ! Nitria 1 For God and the mother of God, monks 
of Nitria ! Down with the Jewish slanderers ! Down with 
heathen tyrants !' — And the mob, reinforced as if by magic by 
hundreds from without, swept down the huge vaulted passage, 
carrying Philammon and the porter with them. 

* My friends,' quoth the little man, trying to look philosophi-r 
cally calm, though he was fairly off his legs, and hanging 
between heaven an4 earth on the elbows of the bystanders , 
'whence this tumult I* 

* The Jews got up a cry that Hierax wanted to raise a rioK 
Curse them and their sabbath, they are always rioting on Satur^ 
days about this dancer of theirs, instead of working like honesi 
Christians!' 

' And rioting on Sunday instead. Ahem ! sectarian differences, 
which the philosopher ' 

The rest of the sentence disappeared with the speaker, as a 
sudden opening of the mob let him drop, and buried him undex 
innumerable legs. 

Philammon, furious at the notion of persecution, maddened 
by the cries around him, found himself bursting fiercely through 
the crowd, till he reached the front ranks, where tall gates of 
open ironwork barred all further progress, but left a full view o( 
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the tragedy which was enacting within, where the poor inno- 
cent wretch, suspended from a gibbet, writhed and shrieked at 
every stroke of the hide whips of his tormentors. 

In vain Philammon and the monks around him knocked and 
beat at the gates; they were only answered by laughter and 
taunts from the apparitors within, curses on the turbulent mob 
of Alexandria, with its patriarch, clergy, saints, and churches, 
and promises to each and all outside, that their turn would 
come next ; while the piteous screams grew fainter and more 
faint, and at last, with a convulsive shudder, motion and suffei- 
ing ceased for ever in the poor mangled body. 

* They have killed him! Martyied him ! Back to the arch- 
bishop ! To the Patriarch's house : he will avenge us I * And 
as the horrible news, and the watchword which followed it, passed 
outwards through the crowd, they wheeled roimd as one man, 
and poured through street after street towards Cyril's house; 
whOe Philammon, beside himself with horror^ rage^ and pity, 
hurried onward with them. 

A tumultuous hour, or more, was passed in the street, before 
he could gain entrance ; and then he was swept, along with the 
mob in which he had been fast wedged, through a dark low 
passage, and landed breathless in a qucidrangle of mean and new 
buildings, overhung by the four hundred stately columns of the 
ruined Serapeium. The grass was already growing on the ruined 

capitals and architraves Little did even its destroyers 

dream then, that the day woidd come when one only of that 
four hundred would be left, as ' Pompey's Pillar,' to show what 
the men of old could think and do. 

Philammon at last escaped from the crowd, and putting the 
letter which he had carried in his bosom into the hands of one 
of the priests who was mixing with the mob, was beckoned 
by him into a corridor, and up a flight of stairs, and into a 
kurge, low, mean room, and there, by virtue of the world- 
wide freemasoniy which Christianity had, for the first 
time on earth, established, found himself in five minutes await- 
ing the summons of the most powerful man south of the Medi- 
terranean. 

A curtain hung across the door of the inner chamber, through 
wluch Philammon could hear plainly the steps of some one 
walking up and down hurriedly and fiercely. 

* They will drive me to it 1 ' at last burst out a deep sonorous 
voice. 'They will drive me to it. ... . Their blood be on 
their own head i It is not enough for them to blaspheme God 
and His church, to have the monopoly of all the cheating, 
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fortune-telling, usury, sorcery, and coining of the city, but they 
must deliver my clergy into the hands of the tyrant 1 * 

* It was so even in the apostles* time,' suggested a softer, but 
far more unpleasant voice. 

' Then it shall be so no longer ! God has given me the power 
to stop them ; and God do so to me, and more also, if I do not 
use that power. To-morrow I sweep out this Augean stable 
of villany, and leave not a Jew to blaspheme and cheat in 
Alexandria.' 

* I am afraid such a judgment, however righteous, might 
offend his excellency.' 

* His excellency ! His tyranny ! Why does Orestes truckle 
to these circumcised, but because they lend money to him 
and to his creatures I He would keep up a den of fiends in 
Alexandria if they would do as much for him! And then 
to play them off against me and mine, to bring Eeligion into 
contempt by setting the mob together by the ears, and to 
end with outrages like this ! Seditious ? Have they not cause 
enough 1 The sooner I remove one of their temptations, the 
better : let the other tempter beware, lest his judgment bo at 
hand!' 

* The prefect, your holiness 1 * asked the other voice, slily. 

* Who spoke of the prefect? Whosoever is a tyrant, and a 
murderer, and an oppressor of the poor, and a favourer of the 
philosophy which despises and enslaves the poor, should not he 
perish, though he be seven times a prefect ! ' 

At this juncture Philammon, thinking perhaps that he had 
already hftard too much, notified his presence by some slight 
noise, at which the secretary, as he seemed to be, hastily lifted 
the curtain, and somewhat sharply demanded his business. The 
names of Pambo and Arsenius, however, seemed to pacify him 
at once; and the trembling youth was ushered into the presence 
of him who in reality, though not in name, sat on the throne of 
the Pharaohs. 

Not, indeed, in their outward pomp ; the furniture of the 
chamber was but a grade above that of the artisan's ; the dress 
of the great man was coarse and simple; if personal vanity 
peeped out anywhere, it was in the careful arrangement of the 
bushy beard, and of the few curling locks which the tonsure had 
spared. But the height and majesty of his figure, the stem and 
massive beauty of his features, the flashing eye, curling lip, and 
projecting brow — all marked him as one bom to command. As 
the youth entered, Cyril stopped short in his walk, and looking 
him through and through, with a glance which burnt upon his 
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cheeks like fire, and made him all bat wish the kindly earth 
would open and hide him, took the letters, read them, and then 
began: 

' Philammon. A Greek. Yon are said to have learned to 
obey. If so you have also learned to rule. Your father-abbot 
has transferred you to my tutelage. You are now to obey me.* 

* And I will' 

'Well said. Go to that window, then, and leap into the 
court* 

Philammon walked to it, and opened it The pavement was 
fuU twenty feet below ; but his business was to obey, and not 
take measurements. There was a flower in a vase upon the sill 
He quietly removed it, and in an instant more would have leapt 
for life or death, when Cyril's voice thundered * Stop ! ' 

* The lad will pass, my Peter. I shall not be afraid, now, for 
the secrets which he may have overheard.* 

Peter smiled assent, looking all the while as if he thought it 
a great pity that the young man had not been allowed to put 
talebearing out of his own power by breaking his ne^ik. 

* You wish to see the world. Perhaps you have seen some- 
thing of it to-day.* 

* I saw the murder * 

* Then you saw what you came hither to see ; what the world 
is, and what justice and mercy it can deal out. You would not 
dislike to see God's reprisals to man's tyranny? .... Or to 
be a fellow-worker with God therein, if I judge rightly by your 
looks?' 

' I would avenge that man.' 

* Ah ! my poor simple schoolmaster ! And his fate is the 
portent of portents to you now ! Stay awhile, till you have 
gone with Ezekiel into the inner chambers of the devil's temple, 
and you will see worse things than these — women weeping for 
Thammuz; bemoaning the decay of an idolatry which they 
themselves disbelieve — That, too, is on the list of Hercules' 
labours, Peter mine.* 

At this moment a deacon entered *Your holiness, 

the rabbis of the accursed nation are below, at your summons. 
We brought them in through the back gate, for fear of ' 

* Eight, right An accident to them might have ruined us. 
I shall not forget you. Bring them up. Peter, take this youth, 
introduce him to the parabolani .... Who will be the best 
man for him to work under ?' 

* The brotner Theopompus is especially sober and gentle.' 
Cyril shook his head laughingly * Go into the next 
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room, my son . . • . No, Peter, put him under some fieiysaint^ 
some true Boanerges, who will talk him down, and work him 
to death, and show him the best and worst of eyerythdi^^ 
Cleitophon will be the man. Wow then, let me see my engage* 
ments : five minutes for these Jews — Orestes did not ehoose to 
frighten them ; let us see whether Cyril eannot ; then an hour 
to look over the hospital accounts ; an hour for the schools ; a 
half-hour for the reserved cases of distress j and another half- 
hour for myself ; and then divine service. See that the boy is 
there. Do bring in every one in their turn, Peter mine. So 
much time goes in hunting for this man and that man .... 
and life is too short for all that Where are these Jews V and 
Cyril plunged into the latter half of his day's work with that 
untiring energy, self-sacrifice and method which commanded 
for him, in spite of all suspicions of his violence, ambition, and 
intrigue, the loving awe and implicit obedience of several hun- 
dred thousand human beings. 

So Philammon went out with the parabolani, a sort of organ- 
ized guild of district visitors .... And in their company he 
saw that afternoon the dark side of that world, whereof the 
harbour-panorama had been the bright one. In squalid misery, 
filth, profligacy, ignorance, ferocity, discontent, neglected in 
body, house, and soul, by the civil authorities, proving their 
existence only in aimless and sanguinary riots, there they 
starved and rotted, heap on heap, the masses of the old Greek 
population, close to the great food-exporting harbour of the 
world. Among these, fiercely perhaps, and fanatically, but still 
among them and for them, laboured those district visitors, 
night and day. And so Philammon toiled away with them, 
carrying food and cloth ng, helping sick to the hospital, and 
dead to the burial ; cleaning out the infected houses — ^for the 
fever was all but perennial in those quarters — and comforting 
the dying with the good news of forgiveness from above; till 
the larger number had to return for evening service. He, how- 
ever, was kept by his superior, watching at a sick-bedside, and 
it was late at night before he got home, and was reported to 
Peter the Reader as having acquitted himself like *a man of 
God,' as, indeed, without the least thought of doing anything 
noble or self-sacrificing, he had truly done, being a monk. And 
so he threw himself on a truckle bed, in one of the many cells 
which opened off a long corridor, and fell fast asleep in a 
minute. 

He was just weltering about in a dreary dream-jumble of 
Goths dancing with district visitors, Pelagia as an angel, with 
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peacock's wings; Hypatia with hotns and eloven feet» riding 
three hippopotami at once round the theatre ; Cyril standing at 
an open window, cursing frightfullj, and pelting him with 
flower-pots; and a simihtf self-sown after-crop of his day's 
impressions ; when he was awakened hy the tramp of harried 
feet in the street outside, and shouts, which gradaally, as he 
hecarae conscious, shaped themselves into cries of ' Alexander*! 
church is on fire ! Help, good Christians 1 Fire I Help ! ' 

Whereat he sat up in his truckle-hed, tried to recollect where 
he was, aud having with some trouble succeeded, threw on his 
sheepskin, and jumped up to ask the news from the deacons and 
monks who were hurrying along the corridor outside. 'Yes, 
Alexander's church was on fire ; ' and down the stairs they 
poured, across the courtyard, and out into the street, Peter's 
tall figure serving as a standard and a rallying point 

As they rushed out through the gateway, Philammon, dazzled 
by the sudden transition from the darkness within to the blaze 
of moon and starlight which flooded the street, and walls, and 
fthining roofs, hung back a moment. That hesitation probably 
saved his life ; for in an instant he saw a dark figure spring out 
of the shadow, a long knife flashed across his eyes, and a priest 
next to him sunk upon the pavement with a groan, while the 
assassin dashed off down the street^ hotly pursued by monks 
and parabolani. 

Philammon, who ran like a desert ostrich, had soon out- 
stripped all but Peter, when several more dark figures sprang 
out of doorways and comers, and joined, or seemed to join, the 
pursuit. Suddenly, however, after running a hundred yards, 
they di-ew up opposite the mouth of a side street ; the assassin 
stopped also. Peter, suspecting something wrong, slackened his 
pace, and caught Philammon's arm. 

* Do you see those fellows in the shadow 1 ' 

But, before Philammon could answer, some thirty or forty 
men, their d«^ers gleaming in the moonlight, moved out into 
the middle of the street, and received the fugitives into their 
ranks. What was the meaning of it ? Here was a pleasant 
taste of the ways of the most Christian and civilized city of 
the Empire I 

'Well,* thought Philammon, *I have come out to see the 
World, and I seem, at this rate, to be likely to see enough of it.' 

Peter turned at once, and fled as quickly as he had pursued ; 
while Philammon, considering discretion the better part of 
valour, followed, and they rejoined their party breathless. 

* There is an armed mob at the end of the street.' 
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' AR8a8fiiii8 !' ' Jews i' ' A conspiracy !' Up rose a Babel of 
doubtful Toices. The foe appeared in sight, advancing stealthily, 
and the whole party took to flight, led once more by Peter, who 
seemed determined to make free use, in behalf of his own safety, 
of the long legs which nature had given him. 

Philammon followed, sulkily and unwillingly, at a foot's pace ; 
but he had not gone a dozen yards when a pitiable voice at his 
feet called to him — 

* Help ! mercy ! Do not leave me here to be murdered ! I 
am a Christian ; indeed I am a Christian ! ' 

Philammon stooped, and lifted from the ground a comely 
negro-woman, weeping, and shiveriDg in a few tattered remnants 
of clothing. 

* I ran out when they said the church was on fire,' sobbed the 
poor creature, * and the Jews beat and wounded me. They tore 
my shawl and tunic off me before I could get away from them ; 
and then our own people ran over me and trod me down. And 
now my husband will beat me, if I ever get home. Quick ! up 
this side street, or we shall be murdered !' 

The armed men, whosoever they were, were close on them, 
lliere was no time to be lost ; and Philammon, assuring her 
that he would not desert her, hurried her up the side street 
which she pointed out But the pursuers had caught sight of 
them, and while the mass held on up the main street, three or 
four turned aside and gave chase. The poor negress could only 
limp along, and Philammon, unarmed, looked back, and saw the 
bright steel points gleaming in the moonlight, and made up his 
mind to die as a monk should. Nevertheless, youth is hopeful. 
One chance for life. He thrust the negress into a dark door- 
way, where her colour hid her well enough, and had just time 
to ensconce himself behind a pillar, when the foremost pursuer 
reached him. He held his breath in fearful suspense. Should 
he be seen? He would not die without a struggle at least 
Ko! the fellow ran on, panting.. But in a minute more, 
another came up, saw him suddenly, and sprang aside startled. 
That start saved Philammon. Quick as a cat, he leapt upon 
him, felled him to the earth with a single blow, tore the dagger 
from his hand, and sprang to his feet again just in time to strike 
his new weapon full into the third pursuer's face. The man put 
bis hand to Ids head, and recoiled against a fellow-ruffian, who 
was close on his heels. Philammon, flushed with victory, took 
advantage of the confusion, and before the worthy pair could 
recover, dealt them half-a-dozen blows which, luckily for them, 
came from an unpractised hand, or the young monk might have 
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had m(»e than ono life to answer for. As it was, they turned 
and limped off, cursing in an unknown tongue ; and Philammon 
found himself triumphant and alone, with the tremhling negress 
and the prostrate ruffian, who, stunned hj the hlow and the fall, 
lay groaning on the pavement. 

It was all over in a minute The negress was kneeling 

under the gateway, pouring out her simple thanks to Heaven 
for this unexpected deliverance ; and Philammon was ahout to 
kneel too, when a thought struck him ; and coolly despoiling 
the Jew of his shawl and sash, he handed them over to the poor 
ne^^ss, considering them fairly enough as his own hy right of 
conquest ; hut, lo and behold ! as she was overwhelming him 
with thanks, a fresh mob poured into the street from the upper 
end, and were close on them before they were aware. .... A 
flush of terror and despair, .... and then a burst of joy, 
as, by mingled moonlight and torchlight, Philammon descried 
priestly robes, and in the forefront of the battle — there being 
no a^^parent danger — Peter the Reader, who seemed to be 
anxious to prevent inquiry, by beginning to talk as fast as 
possible. 

* Ah, boy 1 Safe 1 The saints be praised 1 We gave you up 
for dead I Whom have you here 1 A prisoner ? And we have 
another. He ran right into our arms up the street, and the 
Lord delivered him into our hand. He must have passed you.* 

' So he did,* said Philammon, dragging up his captive, ' and 
here is his fellow-scoundreL' Whereon the two worthies were 
speedily tied together by the elbows ; and the party marched on 
once more in search of Alexander's church, and the supposed 
conflagration. 

Philammon looked round for the negress, but she had 
vanished. He was far too much ashamed of being known to 
have been alone with a woman to say anything about her. Yet 
he longed to see her again ; an interest— even something like 
an affection — had already sprung up in his heart toward the 
poor simple creature whom he had delivered from death, 
instead of thinking her ungrateful for not staying to tell what 
he had done for her, he was thankful to her for having saved 
his blushes, by disappearing so opportunely. .... And he 

longed to tell her so— to know if she was hurt — ^to Oh, 

Philammon I only four days from the Laura, and a whole 
regiment of women acquaintances already I True, Providence 
having sent into the world about as many women as men, it 
may be difficult to keep out of their way altogether. Perhaps, 
«oo^ P|^o¥ide&ce may have intended them to be of some use to 
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that other sex, with whom it has so mixed them up. Don't 
argue, poor Philammon ; Alexander's church is on fire ! — 
forward ! 

And so they hurried on, a confused mass of monks and 
populace, with their hapless prisoners in the centre, who hauled, 
culfed, questioned, and cursed by twenty self-elected inquisitors 
at once, thought fit, either from Jewish obstinacy, or sheer 
bewilderment, to give no account whatsoever of themselves. 

As they turned the comer of a street, the folding-doors of 
a large gateway rolled open ; a long lane of glittering iigures 
poured across the road, dropped their spear-butts on the pave- 
ment with a single rattle, and remained motionless. The front 
rank of the mob recoiled; and an awe-struck whisper ran through 
them *The Stationaries!' 

' Who are they ?' asked Philammon, in a whisper. 

'The soldiers — the Koman soldiers,' answered a whisperer 
to him. 

Philammon, who was among the leadeif^, had recoiled too — 
he hardly knew why — at that stem apparition. His next in- 
stinct was to press forward as close as he dared And 

these were Eoman soldiers ! — the conquerors of the world ! — 
the men whose name had thrilled him from his childhood with 
vague awe and admiration, dimly heard of up there in the lonely 

Laura Eoman soldiers 1 And here he was face to face 

with them at last I 

His curiosity received a sudden check, however, as he found 
his arm seized by an officer, as he took him to be, from the gold 
ornaments on his helmet and cuirass, who lifted his vine-stock 
threateningly over the young monk's head, and demanded — 

* What's all this about 1 Why are you not quietly in your 
beds, you Alexandrian rascals?' 

* Alexander's church is on fire,' answered Philammon, think- 
ing the shortest answer the wisest. 

* So much the better.' 

* And the Jews are murdering the Christians.' 

* Fight it out, then. Turn in, men, it's only a riot* 

And the steel-clad apparition suddenly flashed round, and 
vanished, trampling and jingling, into the dark jaws of the 
guardhouse-gate, while the stream, its temporary barrier re- 
moved, rushed on wilder than ever. 

Philammon hurried on too with them, not without a strange 
feeling of disappointment. * Only a riot !' Peter was chuckling 
to his brothers over their cleverness in ' having kept the prisoners 
in the middle, and stopped the rascals' mouths till they were 
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past the guardhouse.' * A fine thing to boast of,' thought Phil- 
ammon, ' in the face of the men who make and unmake kings 
and Caesars I ' * Only a riot ! ' He, and the corps of district 
visitors — whom he fuicied the most august body on earth — and 
Alexander's church, Christians murdered by Jews, persecution 
of the Catholic faith, and all the rest of it, was simply, then, not 
worth the notice of those forty men, alone and secure in the 

sense of power and discipline, among tens of thousands 

He hated them, those soldiers. Was it because they were indif- 
ferent to the cause of the Church 1 .... or because they were 
indifferent to the cause of which he was inclined to think him- 
self a not unimportant member, on the strength of his late 
Samsonic defeat of Jewish persecutors ? At least, he obeyed 
the little porter's advice, and * felt very small indeed.' 

And he felt smaller still, being young and alive to ridicule, 
when, at some sudden ebb or flow, wave or wavelet of the Babel 
sea, which weltered up and down every street, a shrill female 
voice informed them from an upper window, that Alexander's 
church was not on fire at all ; that she had gone to the top of 
the house, as they might have gone, if they had not been fools, 
&c. &c. ; and that it ' looked as safe and as ugly as ever ; * where- 
with a brickbat or two having been sent up in answer, she shut 
the blinds, leaving them to hdt, inquire, discover gradually and 
piecemeal, after the method of mobs, they had been following 
the nature of mobs ; that no one had seen the church on fire, or 
seen any one else who had seen the same, or even seen any light 
in the sky in any quarter, or knew who raised the cry ; or— or 
— ^in short, Alexander's church was two miles ofi"; if it was on 
fire, it was either burnt down or saved by this time ; if not, the 
night-air was, to say the least, chilly : and, whether it was or 
not, there were ambuscades of Jews — Satan only knew how 
strong — in every street between them and it. ... . Might it 
not bo better to secure their two prisoners, and then ask for 
further orders from the Archbishop ? Wherewith, after the 
manner of mobs, they melted off the way they came, by twos 
and threes, till those of a contrary opinion began to find them'- 
selves left alone, and having a strong dislike to Jewish daggers, 
were fain to follow the stream. 

With a panic or two, a cry of * The Jews are on us ! ' and a 
general rush in every direction (in which one or two, seeking 
shelter from the awful nothing in neighbouring houses, were 
handed over to the watch as burglars, and sent to the quarries 
accordingly), they reached the Serapeium, and there found* of 
course, a counter-mob collected to inform them that they cad 
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been taken in — that AlexanderVi dmrch had never been on fire 
at all — that the Jews had mnrdered a thonsand Chriatians at 
least, though three dead bodies, including the poor priest who 
lay in the house within, were all of the thousand who had yet 
been seen — and that the whole Jews' quarter was marching 
upon them. At which news it was considered advisable to 
retreat into the Archbishop's house as quickly as possible, barri- 
cade the doors, and pre^iare for a siege — a work at which Phil- 
ammon performed prodigies, tearing woodwork from the rooms, 
and stones from the parapets, before it struck some of the more 
sober-minded that it was as well to wait for some more decided 
demonstration of attack before incurring so heavy a carpenter's 
bill of repairs. 

At last the heavy tramp of footsteps was heard coming down 
the street, and every window was crowded in an instant with 
eager heads ; while Peter rushed down stairs to heat the large 
coppers, having some experience in the defensive virtues of 
boiling water. The bright moon glittered on a long line of 
helmets and cuirasses. Thank Heaven I it was the soldiery. 

* Are the Jews coming 1 ' * Is the city quiet \ ' ' Why did not 
you prevent this villany 1' * A thousand citizens murdered while 
you have been snoring ! ' — and a volley of similar ejaculations, 
greeted the soldiers as they passed, and were answered by a cool 
— * To your perches, and sleep, you noisy chickens, or we*ll set 
the coop on fire about your ears.' 

A yell of defiance answered this polite speech, and the 
soldiery, who knew perfectly well that the unarmed eccle- 
siastics within were not to be trifled with, and had no ambition 
to die bjr coping-stones and hot water, went quietly on their 
way. 

All danger was now past ; and the cackling rose jubilant, 
louder than ever, and might have continued till daylight, had 
not a window in the courtyard been suddenly thrown open, and 
the awful voice of Cyril commanded silence. 

* Every man sleep where he can. I shall want you at day- 
break. The superiors of the parabolani are to come up to me 
with the two prisoners, and the men who took them.' 

In a few minutes Philammon found himself, with some twenty 
others, in the great man's presence : he was sitting at his desk, 
writing, quietly, small notes on slips of paper. 

' Here is the youth who helped me to pursue the murderer, 
and having outrun me, was attacked by the prisoners,' said 
Peter. * My hands are clean from blood, I thank the Lord I ' 

' Three set on me with daggers/ said Philammon, apologeti- 
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cally, ' and I was forced to take thia one's dagger awa j, and beat 
off the two others with it' 

Cyril smiled, and shook his head. 

* Thou art a brave boj ; but hast thou not read, '^ If a man 
smite thee on one cheek, turn to him the other t " ' 

* I could not run away, as Master Peter and the rest did.' 
' So you run away, eh 1 my worthy fnend t ' 

' Is it not written,' asked Peter, in his blandest tone, * ^ I. 
they persecute you in one city, flee unto another t " ' 

Cyril smiled again. ' And why could not you ran away, boy t ' 

Philammon blushed scariet> but he dared not lie. ' There 
was a — a poor black woman, wounded and trodden down, and I 
dare not leave her, for she told me she was a Christian.' 

' Bight, my son, right I shall remember thi& What was 
her name % ' 

* I did not hear it — Stay, I tliink she said Judith.' 

*' Ah ! the wife of the porter who stands at the lecture-room 
door, which God confound ! A devout woman, full of good 
works, and sorely ill-treated by her heathen husband. Peter, 
thou shalt go to her to-morrow with the physician, and see if 
she is in need of anything. Boy, thou hast done welL Cyril 
never foigets. Now bring up those Jews. Their Babbis were 
with me two hours ago promising peace : and this k the way 
they have kept their promise. So be ii The wicked is snared 
in his own wickedness.' 

The Jews were brought in, but kept a stubborn silence. 

'Your holiness perceives,' said some one, 'that they have 
each of them rings of green palm-bark on their right hand.' 

* A very dangerous sign ! An evident conspiracy I ' com- 
mented Peter. 

* Ah I What does that mean, you rascals ) Answer me, as 
you value your lives.' 

* You have no business with us : we are Jews, and none of 
/our people,' said one, sulkily. 

* None of my people 1 You have murdered my people I 
None of my people % Every soul in Alexandria is mine, if the 
kingdom of God means anything ; and you shall find it out. I 
shall not argue with you, my good friends, any more than I did 
with your Babbis. Take these fellows away, Peter, and lock 
them up in the fuel-cellar, and see that they are guarded. If 
any man lets them go, his life shall be for the Hfe of them.' 

And the two worthies were led out. 

* Now, my brothers, hero are your orders. You will divide 
these notes among yourselves, and distribute them to trusty and 
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godly catholics in your districts. Wait one hour, till the city 
be quiet; and then start, and raise the church. I must have 
thirty thousand men by sunrise.* 

* What for, your hohness 1 ' asked a dozen voices. 

* Read your notes. Whosoever will fight to-morrow under 
the banner of the Lord, shall have free plunder of the Jews' 
quarter, outrage and murder only forbidden. As I have said it, 
God do so to me, and more also, if there be a Jew left in 
Alexandria by to-morrow at noon. Go.' 

And the staff of orderlies filed out, thanking Heaven that 
they had a leader so prompt and valiant, and spent the next 
hour over the hall fire, eating millet cakes, drinking bad beer, 
likening Cyril to Barak, Gideon, Samson, Jephtha, Judas Macca* 
beus, and all the worthies of the Old Testament^ and then 
started on their pacific errand. 

Philammon was about to follow them, when Cyril stopped 
him. 

* Stay, my son ; you are young and rash, and do not know the 
city. Lie down here and sleep in the anteroom. Three hours 
hence the sun rises, and we go forth against the enemies of the 
Lord.' 

Philammon threw himself on the floor in a corner, and 
slumbered like a child, till he was awakened in the grey dawn 
by one of the parabolanL 

* Up, boy ! and see what we can do. Cyril goes down greater 
than Barak the son of Abinoam, not with ten, but with thirty 
thousand men at his feet I ' 

* Ay, my brothers ! * said Cyril, as he passed proudly out in 
full pontificals, with a gorgeous retinue of priests and deacons — 
* the Catholic Church has her organization, her unity, her com- 
mon cause, her watchwords, such as the tyrants of the earth, in 
their weakness and their divisions, may envy and tremble at, 
but cannot imitate. Could Orestes raise, in three hours, thirty 
thousand men, who would die for him % ' 

* As we will for you ! ' shouted many voices. 

* Say for the kingdom of God.' And he passed out. 
And so ended Philammon's first day in Alexandria. 
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CHAPTER VL 

TH£ NEW DIOGENES. 

ABOUT five o'clock the next morning, Bapbael AbenEzra 
was lying in bed, alternately yawning over a manuscript of 
Philo Jndseus, pulling the ears of his huge British mastiff, 
watching the sparkle of the fountain in the court outside, 
wondering when that lazy boy would come to teU him that the 
bath was warmed, and meditating, half aloud. .... 

* Alas ! poor me ! Here I am, back again — ^just at the point 
from which I started 1 . . . . How am I to get free from that 
heathen Siren 1 Plagues on her I I shall end by falling in love 
with her. .... I don't know that I have not got a barb of the 
blind boy in me already. I felt absurdly glad the other day 
when that fool told me he dare not accept her modest offer. Ha ! 
ha ! A delicious joke it would have been to have seen Orestes 
bowing down to stocks and stones, and Hypatia installed in the 
ruins of the Serapeium, as High Priestess of the Abomination 
of Desolation ! . . . . And now .... Well : I call all heaven 
and earth to witness, that I have fought valiantly. I have faced 
naughty little Eros like a man, rod in hand. What could a 
poor human being do more than try to marry her to some one 
else, in hopes of sickening himself of the whole matter ? Well, 
every moth has its candle, and every man his destiay. But the 
daring of the little fool ! What huge imaginations she has I 
She might be another Zenobia, now, with Orestes as Odenatus, 
and Eaphael Aben-Ezra to play the part of Longinus .... 
and receive Longinus's salary of axe or poison. She don't care 
for me ; she would sacrifice me, or a thousand of me, the cold- 
blooded fanatical archangel that she is, to water with our blood 
the foundation of some new temple of cast rags and broken 
dolls .... Oh, Raphael Aben-Ezra, what a fool you are ! . . . 
Tou know you are going off as usual to her lecture, this very 
morning!' 

At this crisis of his confessions the page entered, and an- 
nounced, not the bath, but Miriam. 

The old woman, who, in virtue of her profession, had the 
private entry of all fashionable chambers in Alexandria, came In 
hurriedly ; and instead of seating herself as usual, for a gossip, 
remained standing, and motioned the boy out of the room. 

' Well, my sweet mother 1 Sit ; Ah 1 I see 1 You rascal, 
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you liave brought in no wine for the lady. Don't you know her 
little ways yet 1 ' 

* Eos has got it at the door, of course,' answered the boy with 
a saucy air of offended virtue. 

* Out with you, imp of Satan J ' cried Miriam. * This is no 
time for wine-bibbing. Kaphael Aben-Ezra, why are you lying 
here ? Bid you not receive a not« last night f ' 

* A note t So I did, but I was too sleepy to read it There 
it lies. Boy, bring it hera .... What's this 1 A scrap out 
of Jeremiah ? " Arise, and fiee for thy life, for evil is detomined 
against the whole house of Israel ! " — Does this eome from ih« 
chief rabbi ; I always took the venerable father for » sobef 
man Eh, Miriam 1' 

' Fool ! instead of laughing at the sacred words of the 
prophets, get up and obey them. I sent you the note.' 

' Why can't I obey them in bed 1 Here I am, reading hard 
at the Cabbala, or Fhilo — who is stupider still — and what more 
would you have ! ' 

The old woman, unable to restrain her impatience, literally 
ran at him, gnashing her teeth, and, before he was aware, 
dragged him out of bed upon the floor, where he stood meekly 
wondering what would come next. 

'Many thanks, mother, for having saved me the one daily 
torture of life — getting out of bed by one's own exertion.' 

* lic^hael Aben-Ezra ! are you so besotted with your phi- 
losophy and your heathenry, and your laziness, and your con- 
tempt for God and man, that you will see your nation given up 
for a prey, and your wealth plundered by heathen dogs % I tell 
you, Cyril has sworn that God shall do so to him, and more 
also, if liiere be a Jew left in Alexandiia by to-morrow about 
this time.' 

' So much the better for the Jews, then, if they are half as 
tired of this noisy Pandemonium as I am. But how can I help 
it? Am I Queen Esther, to go to Ahasuerus there in the 
prefect's palace, and get him to hold out the golden sceptre 
tomel' 

* Fool ! if you had read that note last night, you might have 
gone and saved us, and your name would have been handed 
down for ever from generation to generation as a second 
MordecaL' 

*My dear mother, Ahasuerus would have been either fast 
asleep, or far too drunk to listen to me. Why did you not go 
yourself]' 

* Do you suppose that I would not have gone if I could ? Do 
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70a £aaej me a sluggard like yemself I At the risk of my life 
I haye got kiiher in time^ if there he time to save yott' 
<WeU: shall I dress f What can he done now t' 

< Nothing I The streets are Uockaded hy Cynl's moh — ^lliere I 
do yon hear tiie shouts and screams f They are attacking the 
farther part of the quarter already/ 

'What! are they murdering themf asked Ri^hael, throwing 
on his pelisse. < Because, if it has really come to a practical 
joke of that kind, I shall have the greatest pleasure in employ- 
ing a counter-irritant Here, hoy I My sword and da^^ I 
Qttidcl' 

<Ko, the hypocrites I No hbod is to he shed, they say, if we 
make no resistance, and let them pillage. Cyril and his monks 
are there, to prevent outrage, and so forth. .... The Angel of 
the Lord scatter them I ' 

The oonrersation was interrupted by the rushing in of the 
whole household, in an agony of terror ; and Kaphael, at last 
thoroughly roused, went to a window which looked into the 
street. The th(»oughfare was full of scolding women and 
screaming children ; while men, old and young, looked on at 
the plunder of their property with true Jewish doggedness, too 
prudent to resist, but too manful to complain ; while furniture 
came flying out of every window, and from door after door 
poured a stream of rascality, carrying off money, jewels, silks, 
and all the treasures which Jewish usury had accumulated 
during many a generation. But unmoved amid the roaring sea 
of plunderers and plundered, stood, scattered up and down, 
Cyril's spiritual police, enforcing, by a word, an obedience which 
the Eoman soldiers could only have compelled by hard blows of 
the spe»-butt There was to be no outrage, and no outrage 
there was; and more than once sonae man in priestly robes 
hurried through the crowd, leading by the hand, tenderly 
enough, a lost child in search of its parents. 

Baphael stood watching silently, while Miriam, who had fol- 
lowed him up stairs, paced the room in an ecstasy of rage, calling 
vainly to him to speak or act. 

< Let me alone, mother,' he said, at last ' It will be full ten 
minutes more befc«e they pay me a visit, and in the meantime 
what can one do better than watch the progress of this, the little 
Exodus r 

* Not like that first one I Then we went forth with cymbals 
and songs to the Red Sea triumph 1 Then we borrowed, every 
woman of hei neighbour, jewels of silver, and jewels of gold, 
and raiment.' 
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'And now we paj them back again ; .... it is but fair, 
after all. We ought to have listened to Jeremiah a thousand, 
years ago, and never gone back again, like fools, into a countrj 
to which we were so deeply in debt/ 

* Accursed land I ' cried Miriam. * In an evil hour our fore- 
fathers disobeyed the prophet ; and now we reap the harvest of - 
our sins ! — Our sons have forgotten the faith of their forefathers 
for the philosophy of the Gentiles, and fill their chambers' (with 
a contemptuous look round) * with heathen imagery ; and our 
daughters are — Look there !' 

As she spoke, a beautiful girl rushed shrieking out of an 
adjoining house, followed by some haK-drunk ruffian, who was 
clutching at the gold chains and trinkets with which she was 
profusely bedecked, after the fashion of Jewish women. The 
rascal had just seized with one hand her streaming black tresses," 
and with the other a heavy collar of gold, which was wound 
round her throat, when a priest, stepping up, laid a quiet hand 
upon his shoulder. The fellow, too maddened to obey, turned, 
and struck back the restraining arm .... and in an instant 
was felled to the earth by a young monk 

^Touchest thou the Lord's anointed, sacrilegious wretch?* 
cried the man of the desert, as the fellow dropped on the pave- 
ment, with his booty in his hand. 

The monk tore the gold necklace from his grasp, looked at it 
for a moment with childish wonder, as a savage might at some 
incomprehensible product of civilized industry, and then, spitting 
on it in contempt, dashed it on the ground, and trampled it into 
the mud. 

* Follow the golden wedge of Achan, and the silver of Iscariot, 
thou root of all evil !' And he rushed on, yelling, * Down with 
the circumcision ! Down with the blasphemers I ' — while the 
poor girl vanished among the crowd. 

Eaphael watched him with a quaint thoughtful smilo, while* 
Miriam shrieked aloud at the destruction of the precious 
trumpery. 

* The monk is right, mother. If those Christians go on upon 
that method, they must beat us. It has been our ruin from the 
first, our fancy for loading ourselves with the thick clay.' 

*What will you do]* cried Miriam, clutching him by the 
arm. 

'What wiU you dor 

' I am safe. I have a boat waiting for me on the canal at 
the garden gate, and in Alexandria I stay ; no Christian hound 
shall make old Miriam move a foot against her wilL My jewels: 
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are all buriod — ^my girls all sold ; save what you can, and come 
with me ! ' 

'My sweet mother, why so peculiarly solicitous about my 
welfare, above that of all the sons of Judah % * 

'Because — because — No, TU tell you that another time. But 
I loved your mother, and she loved me. Come ! ' 

Eaphael relapsed into silence for a few minutes, and watched 
the tumult below. 

' How those Christian priests keep their men in order ! There 
is no use resisting destiny. They are the strong men of the 
time, after all, and the little Exodus must needs have its course. 
Miriam, daughter of Jonathan ' 

' I am no man's daughter ! I have neither father nor mother, 
husband nor Call me mother again ! ' 

* Whatsoever I am to call you, there are jewels enough in that 
closet to buy half Alexandria. Take them. I am going.' 

'With me r 

' Out into the wide world, my dear lady. I am bored with 
riches. That young savage of a monk understood them better 
than we Jews do. I shall just make a virtue of necessity, and 
turn beggar.' 

^Beggarr 

'Why not? I)on't argue. These scoundrels, will make me 
one, whether I like or not ; so forth I go. There wUl be few 
leave-takings. This brute of a dog is the only friend I have on 
earth; and I love her, because she has the tme old, dogged, 
spiteful, cunning, obstinate Maccabee spirit in her — of which if 
we had a spark left in us just now, there would be no little 
Exodus; eh. Bran, my beauty T 

' You can escape with me to the prefect's, and save the mass 
of your wealth.' 

'Exactly what I don't want to do. I hate that prefect as 
I hate a dead camel, or the vulture who eats him. And to tell 
the truth, I am growing a great deal too fond of that heathen 
woman there^^ ' 

* What 1 ' shrieked the old woman — * Hypatia 1 ' 

* If you choose. At all events, the easiest way to cut the knob 
is to expatriate. I shall beg my passage on board the first ship 
to Cjrrene, and go and study life in Italy with Ileraclian's expe- 
dition. Quick — take the jewels, and breed fresh troubles for 
yourself with them. I am going. My liberators are battering 
the outer door alrieady.' 

Miriam greedily tore out of the closet diamonds and pearls, 
rubies and emeralds, and concealed them among her ample 
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robes — *Go! go! Escape from her! I will hide your 
jewels ! ' 

*Ay, hide them, as mother earth does all things, in that aU- 
embracing bosom. You will have doubled them before we meet 
again, no doubt Farewell, mother I ' 

* But not for ever, R^^hael ! not for ever ! Promise me, in 
the name of the four archangels, that if you are in trouble or 
danger, you will write to me, at the house of Eudaimon/ 

*The little porter philosopher, who hangs about Hypatia's 
lecture-room 1 ' 

* The same, the same. He will give me your letter, and I 
swear to you, I will cross the mountains of Kaf to deliver 
you ! — I will pay you all back. By Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob 
I swear ! May my tongue cleave to the roof of my mouth, if I 
do not account to you for the last penny ! ' 

* Don't commit yourself to rash promises, my dear lady. K 
I am bored with poverty, I can but borrow a few gold pieces ol 
a rabbi, and turn pedler. I really do not trust you to pay me 
back, so I shall not be disappointed if you do not. Why 
should ir 

'Because — because — Oh, God! No — never mind! You 
shall have all back. Spirit of Elias ! where is the black agate 1 
Why is it not- among these ]-^The broken half of the biack 
agate talisman ! ' 

Baphael turned pale. 'How did you know that I have a 
black agate 1 ' 

* How did I ? How did I not ? ' cried she, clutching him by 
the arm. * Where is iti All depends on that ! Fool !' she 
went on, throwing him off from her at arm's length, as a 
sudden suspicion stung her — 'you have not given it to the 
heathen woman ? ' 

* By the soul of my fathers, then, you mysterious old witch, 
who seem to V bow everything, that is exactly what I have 
done.* 

Miriam clapped her hands together wildly. * Lost ! lost ! 
lost ! No ! I will have it, if I tear it out of her heart I I 
will be avenged of her — the strange woman who flatters with 
her words, to whom the simple go in, and know not that the 
dead axe there, and that her guests are in the depths of hell ! 
God do so to me, and more also, if she and her soroeries be on 
earth a twelvemonth hence ! ' 

' Silence, Jezebel ! Heathen or none, she is as pure as the 
sunlight ! I only gave it her because she fancied the talisman 
upon it.* 



Digitized by 



Googk 



?!.] THE NEW DIOGEyES. 77 

< To endiant yon with it, to yonr ruin I ' 

' Brute of a slave-dealer 1 you fuicy every one as base as the 
poor wretches whom you buy and sell to shame, that you may 
make them as much the children of hell, if that be possible, as 
yourself ! * 

Miriam looked at him, her ki^ black ^es widening and 
kindling. For an instant she felt for her ponisrd— and then 
burst into an agony of tears, hid her fiuse in her withered 
hands, and rushed horn the room, as a crash and shoot below 
announced the bursting of the door. 

^ There she goes with my jewels. And here eome my 
guests, with the young monk at their head. — One rising when 
the other sets. A wortny pair of Dioscuri 1 Come, Bran ! 
.... Boys ! Slaves I Where are you I Steal every one 
what he can lay lus hands on, and run for your lives through 
the back gate.' 

The riaves had obeyed him already. He walked smiling 
down stairs through utter solitude, and in the front passage, 
met face to face the mob of monks, costermongers and dock- 
workers, fishwives and beggars, who were thronging up the 
narrow entry, and bursting into the do<M« right and left; and 
at their head, alas ! the young monk who had just trampled 
the necklace into the mud • • • • no othei^ in fact^ than 
Philammon. 

' Welcome^ my worthy guests ! Enter, I beseech yon, and 
fulfil, in your own peculiar way, the precepts which bid you not 
be over anxious for the good things of this life. .... For 
eating and drinking, my kitchen and cellar are at jorvt service. 
For clothing, if any illustrious personage will do me the honour 
to change his holy rags with me, here are an Indian shawl- 
pelisse and a pair of silk trousers at his service. Perhaps yon 
will accommodate me, my handsome young captain, choragus of 
this new school of the prophets t' 

Philammon, who was the person addressed, tried to push by 
him contemptuously. 

* Allow me, sir. I lead the way. Hiis dagger is poisoned, — 
a scratch and you are dead. This dog is of the true British 
breed; if she seizes you, red-hot iron will not loose her, till she 
hears the bone crack. If any one will change clothes with me, 
all I have is at your service. If not, the first that stirs is a 
dead man.' 

There was no mistaking the quiet, high-bred determination 
of the speaker. Had he raged and blustered, Philammon could 
have met him on his own ground : but there was an easy self 
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possessed disdain about him, which utterly abashed the young 
monk, and abashed, too, the whole crowd of rascals at his heels. 
*ril change clothes with you, you Jewish dog!' roared a 
dirty fellow out of the mob. 

* I am your eternal debtor. Let us step into this side room. 
"Walk up stairs, my friends. Take care there, sir ! — ^That porce- 
lain, whole, is worth three thousand gold pieces ; broken, it is 
not worth three pence. I leave it to your good sense to treat it 
accordingly. Now then, my friend 1 ' And in the midst of the 
raging vortex of plunderers, who were snatching up everything 
l^hich they could carry away, and breaking everything which 
ttiey could not, he quietly divested himself of his finery, and 
put on the ragged cotton tunic, and battered straw hat, which 
the fellow handed over to him. 

Philammou, who had had from the first no mind to plunder, 
stood watching Raphael with dumb wonder ; and a shudder of 
regret, he knew not why, passed through him, as he saw the 
mob tearing down pictures, and dashing statues to the ground. 
Heathen they were, doubtless; but stUl, the Nymphs and 
Venuses looked too lovely to be so brutally destroyed. .... 
There was something almost humanly pitiful in their poor 
broken arms and legs, as they lay about upon the pavement. 
.... He laughed at himself for the notion ; but he could not 
laugh it away. 

lUphael seemed to think that he ought not to laugh it away; 
for he pointed to the fragments, and with a quaint look at the 
young monk — 

* Our nurses used to tell us, 

" If you can't make it, 
You ought not to break it." ' 

* I had no nurse,' said Philammon. 

* Ah ! — that accounts — for this and other things. Well,' he 
went on, with the most provoking good-nature, *you are in a 
fair road, my handsome youth ; I wish you joy of your fellow- 
workmen, and of your apprenticeship in the noble art of 
monkery. Eiot and pillage, shrieking women and houseless 
children in your twentieth summer, are the sure path to a 
saintship, such as Paul of Tarsus, who, with all his eccentri- 
cities, was a gentleman, certainly never contemplated. I have 
heard of Phoebus Apollo under many disguises, but this is the 
first time I ever saw him in the wolf's hide.' 

* Or in the lion's,' said PhUammon, trying in his shame to 
make a fine speech. 
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'Like the Ass in the Fable. Farewell I Stand ont of the 
way, friends I 'Ware teeth and poison ! * 

And he disappeared among the crowd, who made way respect- 
fully enough for his dagger and his brindled companion. 



CHAPTER VIL 

THOSE BT WHOM OFFENCES OOMB. 

PniLAM^ION'S heart smote him all that day, whenever he 
thought of his morning's work. Till then all Christians, 
monks above all, had been infallible in his eyes : all Jews and 
heathens insane and accursed. Moreover, meekness under 
insult, fortitude in calamity, the contempt of worldly comfort, 
the worship of poverty as a noUe Estate, were virtues which the 
Church Catholic boasted as her peculiar heritage : on which side 
had the balance of those qualities inclined that morning % The 
figure of Raphael, stalking out ragged and penniless into the 
wide world, haunted him, with its quiet self-assured smile. 
And there haunted him, too, another peculiarity in the man, 
which he had never before remarked in any one but Arsenius — 
that ease and grace, that courtesy and self-restraint, which made 
Raphael's rebukes rankle all the more keenly, because ho felt 
that the rebuker was in some mysterious way superior to him, 
and saw through him, and could have won him over, or crushed 
him in argument, or in intrigue — or in anything, perhaps, 
except mere brute force. Strange — that Raphael, of all men, 
should in those few moments have reminded him so much of 
Arsenius ; and that the very same qualities which gave a pecu- 
liar charm to the latter should give a peculiar unloveliness to 
the former, and yet be, without a doubt, the same. What was 
it ? Was it rank which gave it 1 Arsenius had been a great 
man, he knew — the companion of kings. And Raphael seemed 
rich. He had heard the mob crying out against the prefect for 
favouring him. Was it then familiarity with the great ones of 
the world which produced this manner and tone 1 It was a real 
strength, whether in Arsenius or in Raphael. He felt humbled 
before it — envied it. If it made Arsenius a more complete and 
more captivating person, why should it not do the same for 
him 1 Why should not he, too, have his share of it ? 

Bringing T^ith it such thoughts as these, the time ran on till 
DO'ui, and the midday meal, and the afternoon's work, to 'mii'5li 



Digitized by 



Googk 



bO HTFATU. [ciiAP. 

'Philammon looked forward joyfully, as a refuge from his own 
thoughts. 

He was sitting on his sheepskin upon a 8tt.p, basking, like a 
true son of the desert, in a blaze of fiery sunshine, which made 
the black stonework too hot to touch with the bare hand, 
watching the swallows, as they threaded the columns of the 
Serapeium, and thinking how often he had delighted in their 
air-dance, as they turned and hawked up and down the dear old 
glen at Scetis. A crowd of citizens with causes, appeals, and 
petitions, were passing in and out from the patriarch's audience- 
room. Peter and the archdeacon were waiting in the shade 
close by, for the gathering of the parabolani, and talking over 
the morning's work in an earnest whisper, in which the names 
of Hypatia and Orestes were now and then audible. 

An old priest came up, and bowing reverently enough to the 
archdeacon, requested the help of one of the parabolani. He 
had a sailor's family, all fever-stricken, who must be removed to 
the hospital at once. 

The archdeacon looked at him, answered an off-hand ' Tery 
well,' and went on with his talk. 

The priest, bowing lower than before, represented the imme- 
diate necessity for help. 

* It is very odd,' said Peter to the swallows in the Serapeium, 
* that some people cannot obtain influence enough in their own 
parishes to get the simplest good woi^ performed without 
tormenting his holiness the patriarch.' 

The old priest mumbled some sort of excuse, and the arch- 
deacon, without deigning a second look at him, said — *Find 
him a man, brother Peter. Anybody will do. What is that 
boy — Philainmon — doing there! Let him go with Master 
Hieracas.' 

Peter seemed not to receive the jooposition favourably, and 
whispered something to the archdeacon .... 

*Ko. I can spare none of the rest. Importunate persons 
must take their chance of being well served. Come — ^bere an? 
our brethren ; we wiU all go together.* 

* The further together the better for the boy's sake,' grumbled 
PetOT, loud enough for Philammon — ^periiaps for the old priest — 
to overhear him. 

8c Philammon went out with them, and as he went questioned 
his companions meekly enough, as to who Eaphael was. 

* A friend of Hypatia ! ' — that name, too, haunted him ; autl 
he began, as stealthily and indirectly as he could, to obtain 
infonnation about her. There was no need for his ca^ition , for 
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the very mention of her name roused the whole party into a 
fiuy of execration. 

' May God confound her, siren, enchantress, dealer in spells 
and sorceries 1 She is the strange woman of whom Solomon 
prophesied.' 

' It is my opinion/ said another, * that she is the forerunner 
of Antichrist.' 

'Perhaps the yirgin of whom it is prophesied that he will be 
bom,' suggested another. 

' Kot that, 111 warrant her,' said Peter, with a savage sneer. 

*■ And is Eaphael Aben-fisra her pupil in philosophy V asked 
Pliilammon. 

' Her pupil in whatsoever she can 6nd wherewith to delude 
men's souls,' said the old priest ' The reality of philosophy has 
died long ago, but the great ones find it still worth their while 
to worship its shadow.' 

' Some of them worship more than a shadow, when they haunt 
her house,' said Peter. * Do you think Orestes goes thither only 
for philosophy % ' 

* Wo must not judge harsh judgments,' said the old priest ; 
* Synesius of Gyrene is a holy man, and yet he loves Hypatia 
well.' 

*IIe a holy man? — and keeps a wife! One who had the 
insolence to tell the blessed Theophilus himself that he would 
not be made bishop unless he were allowed to remain with her ; 
ind despised the gift of the Holy Ghost in comparison of the 
carnal joys of wedlock, not knowing the Scriptures, which saith 
that those who are in the flesh cannot please God ! Well said 
Siricius of Eome of such men — " Can the Holy Spirit of God 
dwell in other than holy bodies ? " No wonder that such a ona 
as Synesius grovels at the feet of Orestes' mistress I ' 

'Then she is profligate 1 ' asked Philammon. 

' She must be. Has a heathen faith and grace ? And with- 
out faith and grace, are not all our righteousnesses as filthy rags ? 
What says St. Paul ] — That God has given them over to a repro- 
bate mind, full of all injustice, uncloanness, covetousness, ma- 
liciousness, you know the catalogue — why do you ask me ? ' 

' Alas ! and is she this ? ' 

* Alas ! And why alas 1 How would the Gospel be glorified 
if heathens were holier than Christians? It ought to be so, 
therefore it is so. If she seems to have virtues, they, being 
done without the grace of Christ, are only bedizened vices, 
cunning shams, the devil transformed into an angel of light 
And as for chastity, the flower and crown of all virtues — who- 
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soever Bays that she, being yet a heathen, has that, blasphemes 
the Holy Spirit, whose peculiar and highest gift it is, and is 
anathema maranatha for ever ! Amen ! ^ And Pet^, devoutly 
crossing himself, turned angrily and contemptuously away fhnn 
his young companion. 

Philammon was quite shrewd enough to see that assertior 
was not identical with proof. But Peter's argument of *it 
ought to be, therefore it is,' is one which saves a great deal of 
trouble .... and no doubt he had very good sources of infor- 
mation. So Philammon walked on, sad, he knew not why, at 
the new notion which he had formed of Hypatia, as a sort of 
awful sorceress-Messalina^ whose den was foul with magic rites 
and ruined souls of men. And yet if that was all she had to 
teach, whence had her pupil Eaphael learned that fortitude of 
his? If philosophy had, as they said, utterly died out, then 
what was Eaphael ? 

Just then, Peter and the rest turned up a side street, and 
Philammon and Hieracas were left to go on their joint errand 
together. They paced on for some way in silence, up one 
street and down another, till Philammon, for want of anything 
better to say, asked where they were going ? 

* Where I choose, at all events, ifo, young man ! If I, a 
priest, am to be insulted by archdeacons and readers, I won't be 
insulted by you.' 

* I assure you I meant no harm.' 

* Of course not ; you all learn the same trick, and the young 
ones catch it of the old ones fast enough. Words smoother 
than butter, yet very swords.' 

* You do not mean to complain of the archdeacon and his 
companions ? ' said Philammon, who of course was boiling over 
with pugnacious respect for the body to which he belonged. 

No answer. 

* Why, sir, are they not among the most holy and devoted of 
men?' 

* Ah — yes,' said his companion, in a tone which sounded very 
like * Ah— no.' 

* You do not think so ? ' asked Philammon, bluntly. 

* You are young, you are young. Wait a while till you have 
seen as much as I have. A degenerate age this, my son ; not 
like the good old times, when men dare suffer and die for the 
faith. We are too prosperous nowadays ; and fine ladies walk 
about with Magdalens embroidered on their silks, and gospels 
hanging round their necks. When I was young, they died foi 
that with which they now bedizen themselves.' 
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*But I was speaking of the parabolanL' 
^ All, there are a great many among tbem who haTe not much 
basiness where they are. Don't say I said sa But many a 
rich man puts his name cm the list of the guild just to get his 
exemption from taxes, and leaves the work to poor men line 
you. Kotten, rotten ! my son, and you will find it out The 
preachers, now — people used to say — I know Abbot Isidore 
did — that I had as good a gift for expounding as any man 
in Pelusium ; but since I came here, eleven years since, if you 
will believe it, I have never been asked to preach in my own 
parish church.' 
* You surely jest I ' 

'True, as I am a christened man. I know why — I know 
why : they are afraid of Isidore's men here. .... Perhaps 
they may have caught the holy man's trick of plain speaking — 
and ears are dainty in Alexandria. And there are some in 
these parts, too, that have never forgiven him the part he took 
about those three villains, Maro, Zosimus, and Martinian, and 
a certain letter that came of it ; or another letter either, which 
we know o^ about taking alms for the church from the gains 
of robbers and usurers. " Cyril never forgets." So he says to 

every one who does him a good turn And so he does to 

every one who he fancies has done him a bad one. So here am 
I slaving away, a subordinate priest, while such fellows as 
Peter the Eeader look down on me as their slave. But it's 
always so. There never was a bishop yet, except the blessed 
Augustine — would to Heaven I had taken my abbot's advice, 
and gone to him at Hippo ! — who had not his flatterers and 
bis talebearers, and generally the archdeacon at the head of 
them, ready to step into the bishop's place when he dies, over 
the heads of hard-working parish priests. But that is the way 
of the world. The sleekest and the oiliest, and the noisiest ; 
the man who can bring in most money to the charities, never 
mind whence or how ; the man who will take most of the 
bishop's work off hia hands, and agree with him in everything 
he WMits, and save him, by spying and eavesdropping, the 
trouble of using his own eyes ; that is the man to succeed in 
Alexandria, or Constantinople, or Kome itself. Look now; 
there are but seven deacons to this great city, and all its 
priests ; and they and the archdeacon are the masters of it and 
us. They and that Peter manage Cyiil's work for him, and 
when Cyril makes the archdeacon a bishop, he will make Peter 

archdeacon They have their reward, they have theii 

reward ; and so has Cyril, for that matter.' 

G 2 
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*Howr 

*Why, don't saj I said it But what do I carel I have 
nothing to lose, Tm sure. But they do say that there are two 
ways of promotion in Alexandria : one by deserving it^ the 
other by paying for it That's alL' 

' Impossible ! ' 

* Oh, of course, quite impossible. But all I know is just this, 
that when that fellow Martinian got back again into Pelusium, 
after being turned out by the late bishop for a rogue and hypo- 
crite as he was, and got the ear of this present bishop, and was 
appointed his steward, and ordained priest — I'd as soon have 
ordained that street-dog — and plundered him and brought him 
to disgrace — ^for I don't believe this bishop is a bad man, but 
those who use rogues must expect to be called rogues — and 
ground the poor to the earth, and tyrannized over the whole 
city so that no man's property, or reputation, scarcely their lives, 
were safe ; and after all, had the impudence, when he was called 
on for his accounts, to bring the church in as owing him money ; 
I just know this, that ho added to all his other shamelessness 
this, that he offered the patriarch a large sum of money to buy 
a bishopric of him. .... And what do you think the patriarch 
answered 1 ' 

* Excommunicated the sacrilegious wretch, of course ! ' 

' Sent him a letter to say that if he dared to do such a thing 
again he should really be forced to expose him ! So the fellow 
taking courage, brought his money himself the next time ; and 
all the world says that Cyril would have made him a bishop 
after all, if Abbot Isidore had not written to remonstrate.' 

*He could not have known the man's character,' said poor 
Philammon, hunting for an excuse. 

* The whole Delta was ringing with it Isidore had written 
to him again and again.' 

* Surely, then, his wish was to prevent scandal, and preserve 
the unity of the church in the eyes of the heathen.' 

The old man laughed bitterly. 

' Ah, the old story — of preventing scandals by retaining them, 
and fancying that sin is a less evil than a little noise ; as if the 
worst of all scandals was not the being discovered in hushing up 
a scandal. And as for unity, if you want that, you must go 
back to the good old times of Diodesian and Decius. 

* The persecutors % ' 

* Ay, boy — to the times of persecution, when Christians died 
like brothers, because they lived like brothers. You will see 
very little of that now, except in some little remote county 
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bishopric, which no one ever hears of from year's end to year's 
end. But in the cities it is all one great fight for place and 
power. Every one is jealons of his neighbour. The priests are 
jealous of the deacons, and good cause they have. The county 
bishops are jealous of the metropolitan, and he is jealous of the 
North African bishops, and quite right he is. What business 
have they to set up for themselves, as if they were infallible ! 
It's a schism, I say — a complete schism. They are just 
as bad as their own Donatists. Did not the Council of 
Nice settle that the Metropolitan of Alexandria should have 
authority over Libya and Pentapolis, according to the ancient 
custom r 

* Of course he ought,* said Philammon, jealous for the honour 
of his own patiiarchate. 

' And the patriarchs of Home and Constantinople are jealous 
of our patriarch.' 

* Of Cyril r 

' Of course, because he won't be at their beck and nod, and 
let them be lords and masters of Africa. 

* But surely these things can be settled by councils V 

* Councils! Wait till you have been at one. The blessed 
Abbot Isidore used to say, that if he ever was a bishop — which 
he never will be — ^he is feir too honest for that, — he would 
never go near one of them ; for he never had seen one which 
did not call out every evil passion in men's hearts, and leave 
the question more confounded with words than they found it, 
even if the whole matter was not settled beforehand by some 
chamberlain, or eunuch, or cook sent from court, as if he were 
an anointed vessel of the Spirit, to settle the dogmas of the 
Holy Catholic Church.' 

*Cook?' 

*Why, Valens sent his chief cook to stop Basil of Csesarea 

from opposing the Court doctrine I tell you, the great 

battle in these cases is to get votes from courts, or to get to 
court yourself When I was young, the Council of Antioch had 
\]0 make a law to keep bishops from running ofif to Constanti- 
nople to intrigue, under pretence of pleading the cause of the 
orphan and widow. But what's the use of that, when every 
noisy and ambitious man shifts and shifts, from one see to 
another, till he settles himself close to Rome or Byzantium, 
and gets the emperor's ear, and plays into the hands of his 
courtiers V 

*Is it not written, "Speak not evil of dignities 1*" said 
riiilammon, in his most sanctimonious tone. 
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* Well, what of that % I don't speak evil of dignities, when I 
complain of the men who fill them badly, do I T 

* I never heard that interpretation of the text before.' 
*Very likely not. Thafs no reason why it should not be 

true and orthodox. You will soon hear a good many more 
things, which are true enough — though whether they ore ortho- 
dox or not, the court cooks must settle. Of course, I am a 
disappointed, irreverent old grumbler. Of course, and of course, 
too, young men must needs buy their own experience, instead 
of taking old folks* at a gift. There — use your own eyes, and 
judge for yourself. There you may see what sort of saints are 
bred by this plan of managing the Catholic Church. There 
comes one of them. Now ! I say no more !' 

As he spoke, two tall negroes came up to them, and set down 
before the steps of a large church which they were passing, an 
object new to Philammon — a sedan-chair, the poles of which 
were inlaid with ivory and silver, and the upper part enclosed 
In rose-coloured silk curtains. 

* What is inside that cage ?' asked he of the old priest, as the 
negroes stood wiping the perspiration &om their foreheads, and 
a smart slave-girl stepped forward, with a parasol and slippers in 
her hand, and reverently lifted the lower edge of the curtain, 

* A saint, I tell you T 

An embroidered shoe, with a large gold cross on the instep, 
was put forth delicately from beneath the curtain, and the 
kneeling maid put on the slipper over it. 

* There !* whispered the old grumbler. * Not enough, you see, 
to use Christian men as beasts of burden — ^Abbot Isidore used 
to say — ay, and told Iron, the pleader, to his face, that he could 
not conceive how a man who loved Christ, and knew the grace 
which has made all men free, could keep a slave.' 

* Nor can I,' said Philammon. 

* But we think otherwise, you see, in Alexandria here. We 
can't even walk up the steps of God's temple without an addi* 
tioiial protection to our delicate feet.' 

* I had thought it was written, " Put oflf thy shoes from off 
thy feet, for the place where thou standest is holy ground." ' 

* Ah ! there are a good many more things written which we 

do not find it convenient to recollect. Look I There is one 

of the pillars of the church — t^e richest and most pious lady in 
Alexandria.' 

And forth stepped a figure, at which Philammon's eyeu 
opened wider than they had done even at the sight of Pelagia. 
Whatever thoughts the rich and careless grace of her attire 
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might Lave raised in his mind, it had certainly not given his 
innate Greek good taste the inclination to laugh and weep 
at once, which he felt at this specimen of the tasteless fashion 
of an artificial and decaying civilization. Her gown was stuffed 
out behind in a fashion which provoked from the dirty boys who 
lay about the steps, gambling for pistachios on their fingers, 
the same comments with which St. Clement had upbraided 
from the pulpit the Alexandrian ladies of his day. The said 
gown of white silk was bedizened, from waist to ankle, with 
certain mysterious red and green figures at least a foot long, 
which Philammon gradually discovered to be a representatiim, 
in the very lowest and ugliest style of fallen art, of Dives and 
Lazarus ; while down her back hung, upon a bright blue shawl, 
edged with embroidered crosses. Job sitting, potsherd in hand, 
surrounded by his three friends — a memorial, the old priest 
whispered, of a pilgrimage which she had taken a year or two 
before, to Arabia, to see and kiss the identical dunghill on 
which the patriarch had sat. 

Eound her neck hung by one of half-a-dozen necklaces, a 
manuscript of the Grospels, gilt-edged and clasped with jewels ; 
the lofty diadem of pearls on the head carried in front a large 
gold cross ; while above and around it her hair, stiffened with 
pomatum, was frizzled out half a foot from a wilderness of 
plaits and curls, which must have cost some hapless slave-girl an 
hour's work, and perhaps more than one scolding, that very 
morning. 

Meekly, with simpering face and downcast eyes, and now and 
then a penitent sigh and shake of the head and pressure of her 
hand on her jewelled bosom, the fair penitent was proceeding up 
the steps, when she caught sight of the priest and the monk, 
and turning to them with an obeisance of the deepest humility, 
entreated to be allowed to kiss the hem of their garments. 

*You had far better, madam,' said Philammon, bluntly 
enough, 'kiss the hem of your own. You carry two lessons 
there which you do not seem to have learnt yet' 

In an instant her face flashed up into pride and fury. *I 
asked for your blessing, and not for a sermon. I can have thai 
when I like.' 

* And such as you like,' grumbled the old priest, as she swept 
up the steps, tossing some small coin to the ragged boys, and 
murmuring to herself; loud enough for Philammon's hearing, 
that she should certdnly inform the confessor, and that she 
would not be insulted in the streets by savage monks. 

' Kow she will confess her sins inside — ^all but those which 
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she has been showing off to ns here outside, and beat her breast, 
and weep like a very Magdalen ; and then the worthy man will 
comfort her with — "What a beautiful chain! And what a 
fehawl — allow me to touch it ! How soft and delicate this 
Indian wool ! Ah ! if you knew the debts which I have been 

compelled to incur in the service of the sanctuary ! " And 

then of course the answer will be, as, indeed, he expects it 
should, that if it can be of the least use in the service of the 
Temple, she, of course, will think it only too great an honour. 
.... And he will keep the chain, and perhaps the shawl, too. 
And she will go home, believing that she has fulfilled to the 
very letter the command to break off her sins by almsgiving, 
and only sorry that the good priest happened to hit on that 
particular gewgaw ! ' 

*What,' asked Philammon; Mare she actually not refuse 
such importunity 1 * 

' From a poor priest like me, stoutly enough ; but from a 
popular ecclesiastic like him .... As Jerome says, in a letter 
of his I once saw, ladies think twice in such cases before they 
offend the city newsmonger. Have you anything more to 
sayr 

Philammon had nothing to say ; and wisely held his peace, 
while the old grumbler ran on 

* Ah, boy, you have yet to learn city fashions ! When you 
are a little older, instead of speaking unpleasant truths to a fine 
lady with a cross on her forehead, you will be ready to run to 
the pillars of Hercules at her beck and nod, for the sake of her 
disinterested help toward a fashionable pulpit, or perhaps a 
bishopric. The ladies settle that for us here.' 

'The women]' 

*The women, lad. Do you suppose that they heap priests 
and churches with wealth for nothing % They have their reward. 
Do you suppose that a preacher gets into the pulpit of that 
church there, without looking anxiously, at the end of each 
peculiarly flowery sentence, to see whether her saintship there 
is clapping or not? She, who has such a delicate sense for 
orthodoxy, that she can scent out Novatianism or Origenism 
where no other mortal nose would suspect it. She who meets 
at her own house weekly all the richest and most pious women 
of the city, to settle our discipline for us, as the court cooks do 
our doctrine. She who has even, it is whispered, the ear of the 
Augusta Pulcheria herself, and sends monthly letters to her at 
Constantinople, and might give the patriarch himself some 
trouble, if he crossed her holy will 1' 
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* WhsX ! will Cyril truckle to such creatures?' 
' Cyril is a wise man in his generation — too wise, some say, 
for a chUd of the light. But at least, he knows there is no use 
fighting with those whom you cannot conquer ; and while he 
can get money out of these great ladies for his almshouses, and 
orphan-houses, and lodging-houses, and hospitals, and work- 
shops, and all the rest of it — and in that, I will say for him, there 
is no man on earth equal to him, but Ambrose of Milan and 
Basil of Csesarea — why, I don't quarrel with him for making 
the best of a bad matter ; and a very bad matter it is, boy, and 
has been ever since emperors and courtiers have given up 
burning and crucifying us, and taken to patronizing and bribing 
us instead/ 
Philammon walked on in silence by the old priest's side, 

stunned and sickened * And this is what I have come 

out to see — ^reeds shaken in the wind, and men clothed in soft 
raiment, tit only for kings' palaces ! ' For this he had left the 
dear old Laura, and the simple joys and friendships of childhood, 
and cast himself into a roaring whirlpool of labour and temp- 
tation! This was the harmonious strength and unity of that 
Church Catholic, in which, as he had been taught from boyhood, 
there was but one Lord, one Faith, one Spirit. This was the 
indivisible body, ' without spot or wrinkle, which fitly joined 
together and compacted by that which every member supplied, 
according to the effectual and proportionate working of every 
part^ increased the body, and enabled it to build itself up in 
Love ! ' He shuddered as the well-known words passed througli 
his memory, and seemed to mock the base and chaotic reality 
around him. He felt angry with the old man for having broken 
his dream ; he longed to believe that his complaints were only 
exaggerations of cynic peevishness, of selfish disappointment : 
and yet, had not Arsenius warned him ? Had he not foretold, 
word for word, what the youth would find— what he had found 1 
Then was Saint Paul's great idea an empty and an impossible 
dream ? No ! Grod's word could not fail ; the Church could not 
err. The fault could not be in her, but in her enemies ; not, as 
the old man said, in her too great prosperity, but in her slavery. 
And then the words which he had heard from Cyril at their 
first interview rose before him as the true explanation. How 
could the Church work freely and healthily while she was crushed 
and fettered by the rulers of this world 1 And how could they 
be anything but the tyrants and antichrists they were, while 
they were menaced and deluded by heathen philosophy, and vain 
systems of human wisdom? If Orestes was the curse of the 
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Alexandrian Church, then Hypatia was the curse of Orestes. 
On her head the true hlame lay. She was the root of the evil. 
Who would extirpate it ? . . . . 

Why should not he 1 It might be dangerous : yet, successful 
or unsuccessful, it must be glorious. The course of Christianity 
wanted great examples. Might he not — and his young heart 
beat high at the thought— might he not, by some great act of 
daring, self-sacrifice, divine madness of faith, like David's of 
old, when he went out against the giant — awaken selfish and 
luxurious souls to a noble emulation, and recall to their minds, 
perhaps to their lives, the patterns of those martyrs who were 
the pride, the glory, the heirloom of Egypt 1 And as figure 
after figure rose before his imagination, of simple men and weak 
women who had conquered temptation and shame, torture and 
death, to live for ever on the lips of men, and take their seats 
among the patricians of the heavenly court, with brows glitter- 
ing tlu:ough all eternities with the martyr's crown, his heart beat 
thick and fast, and he longed only for an opportunity to dare 
and die. 

And the longing begot the opportunity. For he had hardly 
rejoined his brother visitors when the absorbing thought took 
word again, and he began questioning them eagerly for more 
information about Hypatia. 

On that point, indeed, he obtained nothing but fresh invec- 
tive ; but when his companions, after talking of the triumph 
which the true faith had gained that morning, went on to speak 
of the great overthrow of Paganism twenty years before, imdex 
the patriarch Theophilus ; of Olympiodorus and his mob, who 
held the Serapeium for many days by force of arms against 
the Christians, making sallies into the city, and torturing and 
murdering the prisoners whom they took : of the martyrs who, 
among those very pillars which overhung their heads, had died 
in torments rather than sacrifice to Serapis ; and of the final 
victory, and the soldier who, in presence of the trembling mob^ 
clove the great jaw of the colossal idol, and snapped for ever the 
spell of heathenism, Philammon's heart burned to distinguish 
himself like that soldier, and to wipe out his qualms of con- 
science by some more unquestionable deed of Christian prowess. 
There were no idols now to break : but there was philosophy — 
* Why not carry war into the heart of the enemy's camp, and 
beard Satan in his very den 1 Why does not some man of God 
go boldly into the lecture-room of the sorceress, and testify 
against her to her face?' 

* Do it yourself, if you dare,' said Peter. * We have no wish to 
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get our brains knocked out by all the profligate young gentlemen 
in the city.' 

* I will do it,' said Philammon. 

'That is, if his holiness allows you to make such a fool of 
yourself^' 

* Take care, sir, of your words. You revile the blessed martyrs, 
from St. Stephen to St Telemachus, when you call such a deed 
foolishness.' 

* I shall most certainly inform his holiness of your insolence.' 
'Do so/ said Philammon, who, possessed with a new idea, 

wished for nothing more. And there the matter dropped for the 

time. 

* « « • • 

' The presumption of the young in this generation is growing 
insufferable,' said Peter to his master that evening. 

* So much the better. They put their elders on their mettle 
in the race of good works. But who has been presuming 
to^ay?' 

*That mad boy whom Pambo sent up from the deserts, dared 
to oifer himself as champion of the faith against Hypatia. He 
actually proposed to go into her lecture-room and argue with her 
to her face. What think you of that for a specimen of youthful 
modesty, and self-distrust 1 ' 

Cyril was silent a while. 

' What answer am I to have the honour of taking back ) A 
month's relegation to Nitria on bread and water! You, I am 
sure, will not allow such things to go unpunished ; indeed, if 
they do, there is an end to all authority and discipline.' 

Cyril was still silent ; whilst Peter's brow clouded fast. At 
last he answered — 

* The cause wants martyrs. Send the boy to me.' 

Peter went down with a shrug, and an expression of face 
which looked but too like envy, and ushered up the trembling 
youth, who dropped on his knees as soon as he entered. 

*So you wish to go into the heathen woman's lecture-room 
and defy her 1 Have you courage for it % ' 

* Grod will give it me.* 

* You will be murdered by hor pupils.* 

*I can defend myself,' said Philammon, with a pardonable 
glance downward at his sinewy limbs. ' And if not : what deatli 
more glorious than martyrdom?' 

Cyril smiled genially enough. * Promise me two things.' 

*Two thousand, if you will' 

'Two are quite difficult enough to keep. Youth is rash in 



Digitized by 



Googk 



92 EI FAT I A, [chap. 

promises, and rasher in forgetting them. Promise me that, 
"whatever happens, you will not strie the first blow.' 

' I do.' 

' Promise me again, that you will not argue with her.' 

'What then r 

' Contradict, denounce, defy. But give no reasons. If you 
do, you are lost. She is subtler than the serpent, skilled in all 
the tricks of logic, and you will become a laughingstock, and run 
away in shame. Promise me.' 

'I do.' 

' Then go.' 

'When]' 

'The sooner the better. At what hour does the accursed 
woman lecture to-morrow, Peter 1 ' 

* We saw her going to the Museum at nine this morning.' 
'Then go at nine to-morrow. There is money for you.' 

' What is this for ] ' asked Philammon, fingering cuiiously the 
first coins which he ever had handled in his life. 

* To pay for your entrance. To the philosopher none enters 
without money. Not £0 to the Church of God, open all day 
long to the beggar and the slave. If you convert her, welL 
And if not ' . . . . And he added to himself between his teeth, 
* And if not, well also — perhaps better.' 

* Ay ! ' said Peter, bitterly, as he ushered Philammon out. 
' Go up to Eamoth Gilead, and prosper, young fool ! What 
evil spirit sent you here to feed the noble patriarch's only 
weakness % ' 

* What do you mean ] ' asked Philammon, as fiercely as he 
dare. 

'The fancy that preachings, and protestations, and martyr- 
doms can drive out the Canaanites, who can only be got' rid of 
with the sword of the Lord and of Gideon. His uncle Theo- 
philus knew that well enough. If he had not, Olympiodorus 
might have been master of Alexandria, and incense burning 
betore Serapis to this day. Ay, go, and let her convert you ! 
Touch the accursed thing, like Achan, and see if you do not 
end by having it in your tent. Keep company with the 
daughters of Midian, and see if you do not join yourself to 
Baalpeor, and eat the offerings of the dead ! ' 

And with this encouraging sentence, the two parted for the 
night 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

THE EAST WIND. 

AS Hypatia went forth the next morning, in all her glory, 
with a crowd of philosophers and philosophasters, students, 
and fine gentlemen, following her in reverend admiration across 
the street to her lecture-room, a ragged beggar-man, accom- 
panied by a huge and villanous-looking dog, planted himself 
right before her, and extending a dirty hand, whined for an 
alms. 

Hypatia, whose refined taste could never endure the sight, 
much less the contact, of anything squalid and degraded, recoiled 
a little, and bade the attendant dave get rid of the man, with a 
coin. Several of the younger gentlemen, however, considered 
themselves adepts in that noble art of * upsetting* then in vogue 
in the AMcan universities, to which we all have reason enough 
to be thankful, seeing that it drove Saint Augustine from 
Carthage to Rome ; and they, in compliance with the usual 
fashion of tormenting any simple creature who came in their 
way by mystification and insult, commenced a series of personal 
witticisms, which the beggar bore stoicaDy enough. The coin 
was offered him, but he blandly put aside Uie hand of the giver, 
and keeping his place on the pavement, seemed inclined to 
dispute Hypatia's further passage. 

'What do you wanti Send the wretch and his frightful 
dog away, gentlemen 1 ' said the poor philosopher, in some 
trepidation. 

* I know that dog,' said one of them ; ' it is Aben-Ezra*s. 
"Where did you find it before it was lost, you rascal 1 ' 

'Where your mother found you when she palmed you off 
upon her goodman, my child — in the slave-market Fair sibyl, 
have you already forgotten your humblest pupil, as . these young 
dogs have, who are already trying to upset their master and 
instructor in the angelic science of bullying 1 ' 

And the beggar, lifting his broad straw hat, disclosed the 
features of Raphael Aben-Ezra. Hypatia recoiled with a shriek 
of surprise. 

' Ah ! you are astonished. At what, I pray % ' 

* To see you, sir, thus ! ' 

* Why, theni You have been preaching to us all a long lime 
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the glory of abstraction from the allurements of sense. It 
augurs iU, surely, for your estimate either of your pupils or of 
your own eloquence, if you are so struck with consternation 
because one of them has actually at last obeyed you.* 

* What is the meaning of this masquerade, most excellent 
sir 1 ' asked Hypatia and a dozen voices beside. 

'-Ask CyriL I am on my way to Italy, in the character 
of the New Diogenes, to look, like him, for a man. When I 
liave found one, I shall feel great pleasure in returning to 
acquaint you with the amazing news. Farewell ! I wished 
to look once more at a certain countenance, thongh I havo 
turned, as you see, Cynic; and intend henceforth to attend 
no teacher but my dog, who wiU luckily charge no fees for in- 
struction; if she did, I must go untaught, for my ance^stral 
wealth made itself wings yesterday morning. You are aware, 
doubtless, of the Plebiscitum against the Jews, which was 
carried into effect imder the auspices of a certain holy tribune 
of the people % ' 

* Infamous ! ' 

* And dangerous, my dear lady. Success is inspiriting . . . • 
and Theon's house is quite as easily sacked as the Jews' quarter, 
.... Beware.* 

' Come, come, Aben-Ezra,' cried the young men ; * you are 
far too good company for us to lose you for that rascally 
patriarch's fancy. We will make a subscription for you, eh 1 
And you shall live with each of us, month and month about. 
We shall quite lose the trick of joking mthout you.' 

* Thank you, gentlemen. But really you have been my butts 
far too long for me to think of becoming yours. Madam, one 
word in private before I go.* 

Hypatia leant forward, and speaking in Syriac, whispered 
hurriedly, — 

* Oh, stay, sir, I beseech you 1 You are the wisest of my 

pupils — ^periiaps my only true pupil My father will find 

some concealment for you from these wretches ; and if you need 
money, remember, he is your debtor. We have never repaid 
you the gold which ' 

* Fairest Muse, that was but my entrance-fee to Parnassus. It 
is I who am in your debt ; and I have brought my arreains, in 
the form of this opal ring. As for shelter near you,' he went 
on, lowering his voice, and speaking like her, in Syriac — 
* Hypatia the Gentile is far too lovely for the peace of mind of 
Raphael the Jew.' And he drew from his finger Miriam's ring, 
and offered it 
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' Impossible 1 ' taid Hypatia, blushing scarlet: 'I cannot 
accept it' 

' I beseeeb yoo. It is tbe last earthly burden I have, ezoept 
thk snail's prison of flesh and blood. My dagg^ will open 
a crack through that when it beccnnes intolerable. But as I do 
not intend to leave my shell, if I can help it^ except just when 
and how I choose ; and as, if I take this ring with me, some of 
Heraclian'e Cireumcellions will assuredly knock my brains out 
f(^ the sake of it — I must entreat.' 

' Nev^ ! Can you not sell the ring, and escape to Synesius t 
He will give you belter.' 

* The bootable hurricane ! Shelter, yes ; but rest, none. 
As soon pitch my tent in the crat(»r of jEltna. Why, he will 
be trying day and night to convert me to that eclectic farrago 
of his, which he calls philosophic Christianity. Well, if you 
will not have the ring, it is soon disposed o£ We Easterns 
know how to be magnificent^ and vanish as the lords of the 
world ought' 

And he turned to the philosophic crowd. 

' Here, gentlemen of Alexan(bia 1 Does any gay youth wish 
to pay his debts once and for alii — Behold the Bainbow of 
Solomon, an opal such as Alexandria never saw before, which 
would buy any one of you, and his Macedonian papa, and 
Macedonian mamma, and his Macedonian sisters, and horses, 
and parrots, and peacocks, twice over, in any slave-market in 
the world. Any gentleman who wishes to possess a jewel worth 
ten thousand gold pieces, will only need to pick it out of the 
gutter into which I throw it. Scramble for it, you young 
Phsedrias and Pamphili 1 There are Laides and Thaides enough 
about, who will help you to spend it' 

And raising the jewel on high, he was in the act of tossing it 
into the street, when his arm was seized from behind, and the 
ring snatched from his hand. He turned, fiercely enough, and 
saw behind him, her eyes flashing fury and contempt^ old 
Miriam. 

Bran sprung at the old woman's throat in an instant : but 
recoiled again before the glare of her eye. Eaphael called the 
dog off, and turning quietly to the disappointed spectators— 

* It is aU right, my luckless friends. You must raise money 
for yourselves, after all ; which, since the departure of my nation, 
wiU be a somewhat more difficult matter than ever. The over- 
ruling destinies, whom, as you all know so well when you are 
getting tipsy, not even philosophers can resist, have restored the 
liainbow of Solomon to its original possessor. Farewell, Queen 
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of Philosophy I When I find the man, you shall hear of it. 
Mother, I am coming with you for a friendly word before we 
partj though,' he went on laughing as the two walked away 
together, * it was a scurvy tridk of you to balk one of Tho 
Nation of the exquisite pleasure of seeing those heathen dogs 
scrambling in the gutter for his bounty.' 

Hypatia went on to the Museum, utterly bewildered by this 
strange meeting, and its still stranger end. She took care, 
nevertheless, to betray no sign of her deep interest till she found 
herself alone in her little waiting-room adjoining the lecture- 
hall; and there, throwing herself into a chair, she sat and 
thought, till she found, to her surprise and anger, the tears 
trickling down her cheeks. Not that her bosom held one spark 
of affection for EaphaeL If there had ever been any danger of 
that, the wily Jew had himself taken care to ward it ofl^ by 
the sneering and frivolous tone with which he quashed every 
approach to deep feeling, either in himself or in others. As for 
his compliments to her beauty, she was far too much accustomed 
to such, to be either pleased or displeased by them. But she 
felt, as she said, that she had lost perhaps her only true pupil; 
and more — ^perhaps her only true master. For she saw clearly 
enough, that under that . Silenus* mask was hidden a nature 
capable of — perhaps more than she dare think of She had 
always felt him her superior in practical cunniug ; and that 
morning had proved to her what she had long suspected, that 
he was possibly also her superior in that moral earnestness an<J 
strength of will for which she looked in vain among the ener- 
vated Greeks who surrounded her. And even in those matters 
in which he professed himself her pupil, she had long been 
alternately delighted by finding that he alone, of all her school, 
seemed thoroughly and instinctively to comprehend her every 
word, and chilled by the disagreeable suspicion that he was only 
playing with her, and her mathematics and geometry, and meta^ 
physic and dialectic, like a fencer practising with foils, while 
he reserved his real strength for some object more worthy of 
him. More than once some paradox or question of his had 
shaken her neatest systems into a thousand cracks, and opened 
up ugly depths of doubt, even on the most seemingly-palpable 
certainties ; or some half-jesting allusion to those Hebrew 
Scriptures, the quantity and qujdity of his faith in which he 
would never confess, made her indignant at the notion that ho 
considered himself in possession of a reserved ground of know- 
ledge, deeper and surer than her own, in which he did not deign 
to ^ow her to share. 
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• And yet ehe was inesistibly attracted to bim. That delibe- 
late and consistent Inxuiy of bis, firom wbicb sbe sbrank, be 
bad always boasted tbat be was able to pnt on and take off at 
will like a garment: and now be seemed to baye proved bis 
words; to be a wortby rival of the great stoics of old time. 
Could Zeno himself have asked more from frail bomanilyt 
Moreover, Raphael bad been of infinite practical use to her. 
He worked out, unasked, her mathematical problems ; be looked 
out authorities, kept her pupils in order by bis bitter tongue, 
and drew fresh students to her lectures by the attractions of bis 
wit, bis arguments, and last, but not least, bis unrivalled cook 
and cellar. Above all, he acted the part of a fierce and valiant 
watch- dog on her behalf against the knots of clownish and 
often brutal sophists, the wrecks of the old Cynic, Stoic, and 
Academic schools, who, with venom increasing, after the wont of 
parties, with their decrepitude, assailed the beautifully bespangled 
card-castle of Neo-Platonism, as an empty medley of all Greek 
philosophies with all Eastern superstitions. All such Philistines 
had as yet dreaded the pen and tongue of Eaphael, even more 
than those of the chivalrous Bishop of Cyrene, though be 
certainly, to judge &om certain of his letters, hated them as 
much as he could bate any human being ; which was after all 
not very bitterly. 

But the visits of Synesius were few and far between ; the 
distance between Carthage and Alexandria, and the labour of 
bis diocese, and, worse than all, the growing difference in pur- 
pose between him and his beautiful teacher, made bis protection 
all but valueless. And now Aben-Ezra was gone too, and with 
him were gone a thousand plans and hopes. To have converted 
him at last to a philosophic faith in the old gods! To have 
made bim her instrument for turning back the stream of human 
error ! . . . . How often had that dream crossed her ! And 
now, who would take bis place 1 Athanasius % Synesius in bis 
goodnature might dignify him with the name of brother, but to 
her be was a powerless pedant, destined to die without having 
wrought any deliverance on the earth, as indeed the event 
proved. Plutarch of Athens I He was superannuated. Syria- 
nus? A mere logician, twisting Aristotle to mean what she 
knew, and he ought to have known, Aristotle never meant. 
Her father 1 A man of triangles and conic sections. How 
paltry they aU looked by the side of the unfathomable Jew 1 — 
Spinners of charming cobwebs .... But would the flies con- 
descend to be caught in them ! Builders of pretty bouses .... 
If people would but enter and live in them ! Preachers of 

H 
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superfine morality .... which their admiring pupils never 
dreamt of practising. Without her, she well knew, philosophy 
must die in Alexandria. And was it her wisdom — or other 
and more earthly charms of hers — ^which enabled her to keep it 
alive 1 Sickening thought ! Oh, that she were ugly, only to 
test the power of her doctrines. 

Ho I The odds were fearful enough already ; she would bo 
glad of any help, however earthly and camaL But was not the 
work hopeless? What she wanted was men who could act 
while she thought And those were just the men whom she 
would find nowhere but — she knew it too well — in the hated 
Christian priesthood. And then that fearful Iphigenia sacrifice 
loomed in the distance as inevitable. The only hope of philo- 
sophy was in her despair ! 

# # # # « 

She dashed away the tears, and proudly entered the lecture- 
hall, and ascended the tribune like a goddess, amid the shouts of 

her audience What did she care for them 1 Would they 

do what she told them? She was half through her lecture 
before she could recollect herself, and banish from her mind the 
thought of EaphaeL And at that point we will take the 

lecture up. 

« # # « « 

'Truth I Where is truth but in the soul itself? Facts, 
objects, are but phantoms matter-woven — ghosts of this earthly 
night, at which the soul, sleeping here in the mire and clay of 
matter, shudders and names its own vague tremors sense and 
perception. Yet, even as our nightly dreams stir in us the sus- 
picion of mysterious and immaterial presences, unfettered by the 
bonds of time and space, so do these waking dreams which we 
call sight and sound. They are divine messengers, whom Zeus, 

Eitying his children, even when he pent them in this prison- 
ouse of flesh, appointed to arouse in them dim recollections of 
that real world of souls whence they came. Awakened once to 
them ; seeing, through the veil of sense and fact, the spiritual 
truth of which they are but the accidental garment, concealing 
the very thing which they make palpable, the philosopher may 
neglect the fact for the doctrine, the shell for the kernel, the 
body for the soul, of which it is but the symbol and the vehicle. 
What matter, then, to the philosopher whether these names of 
men. Hector or Priam, Helen or Achilles, were ever visible as 
phantoms of flesh and blood before the eyes of men? What 
matter whether they spoke or thought as ho of Scios says they 
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did 1 What matter, even, whether he hunself ever had earthly 
lifel The book is here — the word which men call his. Let the 
thoughts thereof have been at first whose they may, now they 
are mine. I have taken them to myself and thought them to 
myself^ and made them parts of my own soul Nay, they were 
and ever will be parts of me ; for they, even as the poet was, 
even as I am, are but a part of the universal soul What 
matter, then, what myths grew up aroimd those mighry thoughts 
of ancient seers? Let others try to reconcile the Cyclic firag- 
ments, or vindicate the Catalogue of ships. What has the pM- 
losopher lost, though the former were proved to be contradictory, 
and the latter interpolated % The thoughts are there, and onn, 
Let us open our hearts lovingly to receive them, from whenoe- 
soever they may have come. As in men, so in books, the soul 
is aU with which our souh must deal ; and the soul of the book 
is whatsoever beautiful, and true, and noble we can find in it. 
It matters not to us whether the poet was altogether conscious 
of the meanings which we can find in him. Consciously or 
unconsciously to him, the meanings must be there; for were 
they not there to be seen, how could we see themi There are 
those among the uninitiate vulgar — and those, too, who carry 
under the philosophic cloak hearts still uninitiate^-who revile 
such interpretations as merely the sophistic and arbitrary sports 
of fieincy. It lies with them to show what Homer meant, if our 
spiritual meanings be absurd ; to tell the world why Homer is 
admirable, if that for which we hold him up to admiration does 
not exist in him. Will they say that the honour which he has 
enjoyed for ages was inspired by that which seems to be his first 
and literal meaning] And more, will they venture to impute 
that literal meaning to him ? Can they suppose that the divine 
soul of Homer could degrade itself to write of actual and phy- 
sical feastings, and nuptials, and dances, actual nightly thefts 
of horses, actual fidelity of dogs and swineherds, actual inter- 
marriages between deities and men, or that it is this seeming 
vulgarity which has won for him fjporn the wisest of every age 
the title of the father of poetry 1 Degrading thought ! fit only 
for the coarse and sense-bound tribe who can appreciate nothing 
but what is palpable to sense and sight ! As soon believe the 
Christian scriptures, when they tell us of a deity who has hands 
and feet, eyes and ears, who condescends to command the 
patterns of furniture and culinary utensils, and is made perfect 
by being bom— disgusting thought! — as the son of a villago 
maiden, and defiling himself with the wants and sorrows of the 
lowest slaves 1 ' 

B 2 



Digitized by 



Googk 



100 HYPATIA, [chap 

^ It is false ! blasphemous I The Scriptures cannot lie 1 ' cried 
a voice firom the farther end of the room. 

It was Philammon's. He had been listening to the whole 
lecture, and yet not so much listening as watching, in bewilder- 
ment, the beauty of the speaker, the grace of her action, the 
melody of her voice, and last, but not least, the maze of her 
rhetoric, as it glittered before his mind's eye like a cobweb 
diamonded with dew. A sea of new thoughts and questions, if 
not of doubts, came roshing in at every sentence on his acute 
Greek intellect, all the more plentifully and irresistibly because 
his speculative faculty was as yet altogether waste and empty, 
undefended by any scientific culture horn the inrushing flood. 
For the first time in his life he found himself face to face with 
the root-questions of all thought — 'What am I, and where?' 
'What can I know?' And in the half-terrified struggle with 
them, he had all but forgotten the purpose for which he entered 
the lecture-balL He felt that he must break the spelL Was 
she not a heathen and a false prophetess ? Here was something 
tangible to attack ; and half in indignation at the blasphemy, 
half in order to force himself into action, he had sprung up and 
spoken. 

A yell arose. *Tum the monk out!' * Throw the rustic 
through the window I ' cried a dozen young gentlemen. Several 
of the most valiant began to scramble over the benches up to 
him; and Philammon was congratulating himself on the near 
approach of a glorious martyrdom, when Hypatia's voice, cabn 
and silvery, stifled the tumult in a moment. 

* Let the youth listen, gentlemen. He is but a monk and a 
plebeian, and knows no better ; he has been taught thus. Let 
him sit here quietly, and perhaps we may be able to teach him 
otherwise.* 

And without interrupting, even by a change of tone, the 
thread of her discourse, she continued — 

' Listen, then, to a passage, firom the sixth book of the ' Hiad,' 
in which last night I seemed to see glimpses of some mighty 
mystery. You know it well: yet I will read it to you; the 
very sound and pomp of that great verse may tune our souls 
to a fit key for the reception of lofty wisdom. For well said 
Abamnon the Teacher, that '^ the soul consisted first of harmony 
and rhythm, and ere it gave itself to the body, had listened 
to the divine harmony. Therefore it is that when, after 
having come into a body^ it hears such melodies as most 
preserve the divine footstep of harmony, it embraces such, 
and recollects from them that divine harmony, and is impelled 
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to it, and finds its home in it, and shares of it as much as it can 
share." ' 

And therewith fell on Philammon's ear, for the first time, the 
mighty thnnder-roll of Homer's verse : — 

So spoke the stewardess : bnt Hector rnshed 
From the house, the same way back, down stately streets, 
Through the broad citv, to the Scaian gates, 
TVhereby he must go forth toward the plain, 
There mnning toward him came Andromache, 
His ample-dowered wife, Eetion's child — 
Eetion the great-hearted, he who dwelt 
In Theb^ under Placos, and the woods 
Of Placos, rullnff over Kilic men.* 
His daughter wedded Hector brazen-helmed. 
And met him then ; and with her came a maid« 
Who bore in arms a playful-hearted babe, 
An infant still, akin to some fair star, 
' Only and well-loved child of Hector's honse. 
Whom he had named Scamandrios, bnt the rest 
Astranaz, because his sire alone 
Upheld the weal of Ilioii the holy. 
He smiled in silence, looking on his child : 
But she stood close to him, with many tears ; 
And hung upon his hand, and spoke, and called him. 

* My hero, thy great heart will wear thee out ; 
Thou pitiest not thine infant child, nor me 
The hapless, soon to be thy widow ; 
The Greeks will slay thee, falling one and all 
Upon thee : but to me were sweeter far. 
Having lost thee, to die ; no cheer to me 
Will come thenceforth, if thou shouldst meet thy fute ; 
Woes only : mother have I none, nor sire. 
For that my sire divine Achilles slew. 
And wasted utteriy the pleasant homes 
Of Kilic folk in Theb^ lofty-walled. 
And slew Eetion with the sword I yet spared 
To strip the dead : awe kept his soul from that 
Therefore he burnt him in his graven arms, 
And heaped a mound above him ; and around 
The damsels of the ^gis-holding Zeus, 
The n3rmphs who haunt the upland, planted elma. 
And seven brothers bred with me in the halls, 
All in one day went down to Hades there ; 
For all of them swift-foot Achilles slew 
Beside the lazy kine and snow-white sheep. 
And her, my mother, who of late was queen 
Beneath the woods of Placos, he brought here 
Among his other spoils ; yet set her free 
Again, receiving ransom rich and ^at. 
But Artemis, whose bow is all her joy, 
Smote her to death within her father s halls. 
Hector 1 so thou art father to me now. 
Mother, and brother, and husband fair and strong I 
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Oh, come now, pity me, and stay thon here 
Upon the tower, nor make thy child an orphan 
And me thy wife a widow ; range the men 
Here hy the fig-tree, where the city lies 
Lowest, and wnere the wall can well be scaled ; 
For here three times the best have tried the assault 
Round either Ajax, and Idomeneus, ' 
And round the Atridai both, and Tydens' son. 
Whether some cunning seer taught them craft. 
Or their own spirit stirred and drove them on.' 
Then spake tall Hector, with the glancing helm : 

* All this I too have watched, my wife ; yet muoh 
I hold in dread the scorn of Trojan men 

And Trojan women with their trailing shawls^ 

If, like a coward, I should skulk from war. 

Beside, I have no lust to stay ; I have learnt 

Aye to be bold, and lead the van of fight. 

To win my father, and myself, a name. 

For well I know, at heart and in my thought, 

The day will come when Ilios the holy 

Shall lie in heaps, and Priam, and the folk 

Of ashen-speared Priam, perish alL 

But yet no woe to come to Trojan men, 

Nor even to Hecabe, nor Priam king, 

Nor to my brothers, who shall roll in dust. 

Many and fair, beneath the strokes of foes. 

So moves me, as doth thine, when thou shalt go 

Weeping, led off by some brass-harnessed Greek, 

Robbed of the dayllj ht of thy liberty. 

To weave in Argos ai another's loom. 

Or bear the water of Messeis home, 

Or Hypereia, with unseemly toils, 

While heavy doom constrains thee, and pcrchanco 

The folk may say, who see thy tears run down, 

" This was the wife of Hector, best in fight 

At Ilium, of horse- taming Trojan men." 

So will they say perchance ; while unto thee 

Now grief will come, for such a husband's loss. 

Who might have warded oflf the day of thrall. 

But may the soil be heaped above my corpse 

Before I hear thv shriek and see thy shame 1 ' 

He spoke, and stretched his arms to take the chUd : 
But back the child upon his nurse's breast 
Shrank crying, frightened at his father's looks. 
Fearing the brass and crest of horse's hair 
Which waved above the helmet terribly. 
Then out that father dear and mother laughed. 
And glorious Hector took the helmet off. 
And laid it gleaming on the ground, and kissed 
His darling child, and danced him in his arm ; 
And spoke in prayer to Zeus, and all the gods : 

* Zeu, and ye other gods, oh grant that this 
My child^ like me, may ctow the champion here 
Ak good in strength, and role \rith might in Troy. 
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That men may say, "The boy is better &r 
Than was his sire/' when he returns from war, 
Bearing a gory harness, baring slain 
A. foeman, and his mother's heart rejoice.' 
Thus saying, on the hands of his dear wife 
He laid the child ; and she received him back 
In fragrant bosom, smiling through her tears.* 

Such is the myth. Do you fancy that in it Homer meant 
to hand down to the admiration of ages such earthly common- 
places as a mother's brute affection, and the terrors of an 
infiant % Surely the deeper insight of the philosopher may be 
allowed, without the reproach of fancifulness, to see in it the 
adumbration of some deeper mystery 1 

'The elect soul, for instance — ^is not its name Astyanax, 
king of the city ; by the fsust of its ethereal parentage, the 
leader and lord of all around it, though it knows it not f A 
child as yet, it lies upon the fragrant bosom of its mother 
Kature, the nurse and yet the enemy of man — ^Andromache, as 
the poet well names her, because she fights with that heing, 
when grown to man's estate, whom as a child she nourished. 
Fair is she, yet unwise ; pampering us, after the fjEishion of 
mothers, with weak indulgences ; fearing to send us forth into 
the great realities of speculation, there to forget her in the 
pursuit of glory, she would have us while away our prime 
within the harem, and play for ever round her knees. And 
has not the elect soul a father, too, whom it knows nott 
Hector, he who is without — unconfined, unconditioned by Na- 
ture, yet its husband 1 — the all-pervading, plastic Soul, inform- 
ing, organizing, whom men call Zeus the lawgiver, iBther the 
fire, Osiris the lifegiver ; whom here the poet has set forth as 
the defender of the mystic city, the defender of harmony, and 
order, and beauty throughout the universe? Apart sits his 
great father — Priam, the first of existences, father of many 
sons, the Absolute Keason ; unseen, tremendous, immovable, in 
distant glory ; yet himself amenable to that abysmal unity 
which Homer calls Fate, the source of all which is, yet in Itself 
Nothing, without predicate, unnameable. 

• The above lines are not meant as a 'translation,* but as an humble 
attempt to give the literal sense in some sort of metre. It would be an 
act of arrogance even to aim at success where Pope and Chapman failed. 
It is simply, I believe, impossible to render Homer into English verse ; 
because, for one reason among many, it is impossible to preserve the pomp 
of sound, which invests with grandeur his most common words. How 
can any skill represent the rhythm of Homeric Greek in a language which 
—to take tiie fint verse which comes to hand — ^transforms 'boos megaloio 
boeien,' into 'great ox's hide '! 
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* From It and for It the universal Soul thriUs tlirough the 
whole Creation, doing the behests of that Reason from which 
it overflowed, unwillingly, into the storm and crowd of material 
appearances; warring with the brute forces of gross matter, 
crushing all which is foul and dissonant to itself, and clasping 
to its bosom the beautiful, and all wherein it discovers its own 
reflex; impressing on it its signature, reproducing from it its 
own likeness, whether star, or daemon, or soul of the elect: 
—and yet, as the poet hints in anthropomorphic language, 
haunted all the while by a sadness — ^weighed down amid 
all its labours by the sense of a fate — ^by the thought of that 
First One from whom the Soul is originally descended ; from 
whom it, and its Father the Eeason before it, parted them- 
selves when they dared to think and act, and assert their own 
freewill 

* And in the meanwhile, alas ! Hector, the fSather, fights 
around, while his children sleep and feed ; and he is away in 
the wars, and they know him not — ^know not that they the 
individuals ^re but parts of him the universal. And yet at 
moments — oh ! thrice blessed they whose celestial parentage 
has made such moments part of their appointed destiny — at 
moments flashes on the human child the intuition of the unut- 
terable secret. In the spangled glory of the summer-night — ^in 
the roar of the Nile-flood, sweeping down fertility in every 
wave — ^in the awful depths of the temple-shrine — in the wild 
melodies of old Orphic singers, or before the images of those 
gods of whose perfect beauty the divine theosophists of Greece 
caught a fleeting shadow, and with the sudden might of artistic 
ecstasy smote it, as by an enchanter's wand, into an eternal 
sleep of snowy stone — ^in these there flashes on the inner eye a 
vision beautiful and terrible, of a force, an energy, a soul, an 
idea, one and yet million-fold, rushing through all created things, 
like the wind across a lyre, thrilling the strings into celestial 
harmony — one life-blood through the million veins of the uni- 
verse, from one great unseen heart, whose thunderous pulses 
the mind hears far away, beating for ever in the abysmal soli- 
tude, beyond the heavens and the galaxies, beyond the spaces 
and the times, themselves but veins and runnels fh)m its all- 
teeming sea. 

* Happy, thrice happy 1 they who once have dared, even though 
breathless, blinded with tears of awful joy, struck down upon 
their knees in utter helplessness, as they feel themselves but 
dead leaves in the wind which sweeps the universe — ^happy they 
who have dared to gaze, if but for an instant, on the terror of 
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that glorious pageant ; who have not, like the young ABtyanax, 
clung shrieking to the breast of mother Nature, scared by the 
heaven-wide flash of Hector's arms, and the glitter of his rain- 
bow crest ! Happy, thrice happy ! even though their eyeballs, 
blasted by excess of light, wither to ashes in their sockets ! — 
Were it not a noble end to have seen Zeus, and die like Semele, 
burnt up by his gloiy I Happy, thrice happy ! though their 
mind reel from the divine intoxication, and the hogs of Circe 
call them henceforth madmen and enthusiasts. Enthusiast 
they are ; for Deity is in them, and they in It. For the time, 
this burden of individuality vanishes, and recognising them- 
selves as portions of the universal Soul, thoy rise upward, 
through and beyond that Reason from whence the soul pro« 
ceeds, to the fount of all — the ineffable and Supreme One — and 
seeing It, become by that act portions of Its essence. They 
speak no more, but It speaks in them, and their whole being, 
transmuted by that glorious sunlight into whose rays they have 
dared, like the eagle, to gaze without shrinking, becomes an 
harmonious vehicle for the words of Deity, and passive itself, 
utters the secrets of the immortal gods. What wonder if to the 

brute mass they seem as dreamers 1 Be it so SmUe if 

you will. But ask me not to teach you things unspeakable, 
above all sciences, which the word-battle of dialectic, the dis- 
cursive struggles of reason can never reach, but which must be 
seen only, and when seen confessed to be unspeakable. Hence, 
thou disputer of the Academy ! — hence, thou sneering Cynic I — 
hence, thou sense-worshipping Stoic, who fanciest that the soul 
is to derive her knowledge from those material appearances 

which she herself creates ! . . . . hence ; and yet no : stay 

and sneer if you will. It is but a little time— a few days 
longer in this prison-house of our degradation, and each thing 
shall return to its own fountain ; the blood-drop to the abysmal 
heart, and the water to the river, and the river to the shining 
sea ; and the dewdrop which fell from heaven shall rise to 
heaven again, shaking off the dust-grains which weighed it 
down, thawed from the earth-frost which chained it here to 
herb and sward, upward and upward ever through stars and 
suns, through gods, and through the parents of the gods, purer 
and purer through successive lives, till it enters The Nothing, 
which is The All, and find its home at last.' .... 

And the speaker stopped suddenly, her eyes glistening with 
tears, her whole figure trembling and dilating with rapture. 
She remained for a moment motionless, gazing earnestly at her 
audience, as if in hopes of exciting in them some kindred glow ; 
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and then recovering herself, added in a more tender tone, not 
quite unmixed with sadness — 

* Go now, my pupils. Hypatia ha$ no more for you to-day. 
Go now, and spare her at least — woman as she is after all — the 
shame of finding that she has given you too much, and lifted 
the veil of Isis before eyes which are not enough purified to 
behold the glory of the goddess. — Farewell 1 ' 

She ended: and Philammon, the moment that the spell of 
her voice was taken off him, sprung up, and huiried out through 
the corridor into the street .... 

So beautiful ! So ealm and merciful to him 1 So enthusiastic 
towards all which was noble! Had not she too spoken of 
the unseen world, of the hope of immortality, of the conquest 
of the spirit over the flesh, just as a Christian might have done ] 
"Was the gulf between them so infinite? K so, why had her 
aspirations awakened echoes in his own heart — echoes too, just 
such as the prayers and lessons of the Laura used to awaken t 
If the fruit was so like, must not the root be like also) .... 
Could that be a counterfeit ) That a minister of Satan in the 
robes of an angel of light ? Light, at least, it was : purity, 
simplicity, courage, earnestness, tenderness, flashed out from 

eye, lip, gesture A heathen, who disbelieved ? . . . . 

What was the meaning of it all 1 

But the finishing stroke yet remained which was to complete 
the utter confusion of his mind. For before he had gone fifty 
yards up the street, \m little friend of the fruit-basket, whom 
he had not seen since he vanished under the feet of the mob, in 
the gateway of the theatre, clutched him by the arm, and burst 
forth, breathless with running, — 

*The — gods — heap their favours — on those who — who least 
deserve them ! Eash and insolent rustic ! And this is tha 
reward of thy madness ! ' 

*Off with you!' said Philammon, who had no mind at 
the moment to renew his acquaintance with the little porter. 
But the guardian of p£irasols kept a firm hold on his shee]> 
skin. 

* Fool I Hypatia herself commands ! Yes, you will see her, 
have speech with her ! while I — I the illuminated — I the 
appreciating — I the obedient — I the adoring — ^who for these 
three years past have groveUed in the kennel, that the horn 
of her garment might touch the tip of my little finger — I — 
I— I—' 

' What do you want, madman I ' 

' She calls for thee, insensate wretch 1 Theon sent mo — 
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breathless at once with running and with envy — Go ! favourite 
of the unjust gods 1 ' 

*WhoisTheon!' 

'Her father, ignorant! He commands thee to be at her 
house — ^here — opposite — ^to-morrow at the third hour. Hear 
and obey ! There ! they are coming out of the Museum, and all 
the parasols will get wrong ! Oh, miserable me 1 ' 

And the poor little fellow rushed back again, while Philam- 
mon, at his wits' end between dread and longing, started ofE^ 
and ran the whole way home to the Serapeium, regardless of 
carriages, elephants, and foot-passengers ; and having been 
knocked down by a surly porter, and left a piece of his sheep- 
skin between the teeth of a spiteful camel — ^neither of which 
insults he had time to resent — arrived at the archbishop's house, 
found Peter the Eeader, and tremblingly begged an audience 
from CyriL 



CHAPTEE IX. 

THE SNAPFINO OF THE BOW. 

CYEIL heard Philammon's story and Hypatia's message with 
a quiet smile, and then dismissed the youth to an afternoon 
of labour in the city, commanding him to mention no word of 
what had happened, and to come to him that evening and 
receive his order, when he should have had time to think over 
the matter. So forth Philammon went with his companions^ 
through lanes and alleys hideous with filth and poverty, com- 
pulsory idleness and native sin. Fearfully real and practical it 
all was ; but he saw it all dimly as in a dream. Before his eyes 
one face was shining ; in his ears one silvery voice was ringing. 
. . . . ' He is a monk, and knows no better ' . . . . True ! 
And how should he know better 1 How could he tell how 
much more there was to know, in that great new universe, in 
such a cranny whereof his life had till now been past 1 He had 
heard but one side already. What if there were two sides 1 
Had he not a right— that is, was it not proper, fair, prudent, 
that he should hear both, and then judge ? 

Cyril had hardly, perhaps, done wisely for the youth in sending 
him out about the practical drudgery of benevolence, before 
deciding for him what was his duty with regard to Hypatia*s 
invitation. He had not calculated on the new thoughts which 
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were tormenting the young monk ; perliaps they would have 
been unintelligible to him had he known of them. Cyril had 
been bred up under the most stem dogmatic training, in those 
vast monastic establishments, which had arisen amid the neigh- 
bouring saltpetre quarries of Nitria, where thousands toiled in 
voluntary poverty and starvation at vast bakeries, dyeries, brick- 
fields, taUors' shops, carpenters' yards ; and expended the profits 
of their labour, not on themselves, for they had need of nothing, 
but on churches, hospitals, and alms. Educated in that world 
of practical industrial production as well as of religious exercise, 
which by its proximity to the great city accustomed monks to 
that world which they despised ; entangled from boyhood in thft 
intrigues of his fierce and ambitious uncle Theophilus, Cyril had 
succeeded him in the patriarchate of Alexandria without having 
felt a doubt, and stood free to throw his fiery energy and clear 
practical intellect into the cause of the Church without scruple, 
even, where necessary, without pity. How could such a man 
sympathize with the poor boy of twenty, suddenly dragged 
forth from the quiet cavern-shadow of the Laura into the full 
blaze and roar of the world's noonday ? He, too, was cloister- 
bred. But the busy and fanatic atmosphere of Nitria, where 
every nerve of soul and body was kept on a life-long artificial 
strain, without rest, without simplicity, without human affec- 
tion, was utterly antipodal to the government of the remote 
and needy, though no less industrious commonwealths of Coeno- 
bites, who dotted the lonely mountain-glens, far up into the 
heart of the Nubian desert. In such a one Philammon had 
received, from a venerable man, a mother's sympathy as well as 
a father's care ; and now he yearned for the encouragement of a 
gentle voice, for the greeting of a kindly eye, and was lonely 
and sick at heart. .... And still Hypatia's voice haunted his 
ears, like a strain of music, and would not die away. That 
lofty enthusiasm, so sweet and modest in its grandeur, — that 
tone of pity — ^in one so lovely it could not be called contempt — 
for the many; that delicious phantom of being an elect spirit 
.... unUke the crowd. .... * And am I altogether like the 
crowd ? ' said Philammon to himself, as he staggered along under 
the weight of a groaning fever-patient. *Can there be found 
no fitter work for me than this, which any porter from the 
quay might do as well ? Am I not somewhat wasted on such 
toil as this? Have I not an intellect, a taste, a reason? I 
could appreciate what she said. — ^Why should not my faculties 
be educated ? Why am I only to be shut out from knowledge % 
Thera is a Christian Gnosis as well as a heathen on*. What 
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was pennissible to Clement ' — he had nearly said to Origen, hat 
checked himself on the edge of heresy — *is sorely lawful for 
me ! Is not my very craving for knowledge a sign that I am 
capable of at I Sorely my sphere is the stody rt^er than the 
street!' 

And then his fellow-laboorers — ^he coold not deny it to him- 
self — began to grow less venerable in his eyes. Let him try as 
he might to forget the old priest's gromblings and detractions, 
the fact was before him. The men were coarse, fierce, noisy 
.... so different from her ! Their talk seemed mere gossip^ 
scandaloos too, and hard-judging, most of it ; aboot that man's 
private ambition, and that woman's prood looks ; and who had 
stayed for the Eacharist the Sunday before, and who had gone 
oot after the sermon ; and how the majority who did not stay 
could possibly dare to go, and how the minority who did not go 
could possibly dare to stay. . . . Endless suspicions, sneers, 
complaints .... what did they care for the eternal glories and 
the beatific vision ? Their one test for all men and things, firom 
the patriarch to the prefect, seemed to be — did he or it advance 
the caose of the Chorch ? — which Philammon soon discovered to 
mean their own cause, their influence, their self-glorification. 
And the poor boy, as his faculty for fault-finding quickened 
under the influence of theirs, seemed to see under the homble 
stock-phrases in which they telked of their labours of love, and 
the future reward of their present humiliations, a deep and 
hardly-hidden pride, a faith in their own infallibility, a con* 
temptuoos impatience of every man, however venerable, who 
differed from their party on any, the slightest^ matter. They 
spoke with sneers of Augustine's Latinizing tendencies, and with 
open execrations of Chrysostom, as the vilest and most impioas 
of schismatics; and, for aught Philammon knew, they were right 
enough. But when they talked of wars and desolation past and 
impending, without a word of pity for the slain and ruined, as a 
just judgment of Heaven upon heretics and heathens; when 
they argued over the awful struggle for power which, as he 
gathered from their words, was even then pending between the 
Emperor and the Count of Africa, as if it contained but one 
question of interest to them — would Cyril, and they as his body^ 
gnard, gain or lose power in Alexandria ? and lastly, when at 
8('me mention of Orestes, and of Hypatia as his counsellor, they 
broke out into open imprecations of God's curse, and comforted 
themselves with the prospect of everlasting torment for both; 
he shuddered and asked himself involuntarily — were these the 
ministers of a Gospel ? — were these the fruits of Christ's Spirit 1 



Digitized by 



Googk 



1 1 EFPATIA. [CHAP. 

• • • . And a whisper thrilled throngh the inmost depth of hiy 
soul^— * Is there a Gospel ? Is there a Spirit of Christ % Would 
not their fruits be different from these ? ' 

Faint, and low, and distant, was that whisper, like the 
mutter of an earthquake miles below the soil. And yet, like the 
earthquake-roll, it had in that one moment jarred every belief 
and hope, and memory of his being each a hair's-breadth from 

its place Only one hair's-breadth. Bat that was enough ; 

his whole inward and outward world changed shape, and cracked 
at every joint. What if it were to fall in pieces ? His brain 
reeled with the thought He doubted his own identity. The 
very light of heaven had altered its hue. Was the firm ground 
on which he stood after all no solid reality, but a fragile shell 
which covered — ^what % 

The nightmare vanished, and he breathed once more. What 
a strange dream ! The sun and the exertion must have made 
him giddy. He would forget all about it. 

Weary with labour, and still wearier with thought, he re- 
turned that evening, longing, and yet dreading to be permitted 
to speak with Hypatia. He half hoped at moments that Cyril 
might think him too weak for it ; and the next, all his pride and 
daring, not to say his faith and hope, spurred him on. Might 
he but face the terrible enchantress, and rebuke her to her face ! 
And yet so lovely, so noble as she looked ! Could he speak to 
her, except in tones of gentle warning, pity, counsel, entreaty % 
Might he not convert her — save her? Glorious thought! to 
win such a soul to the true cause ! To be able to show, as the 
first fruits of his mission, the very champion of heathendom ! It 
was worth while tc have lived only to do that; and having done 
it, to die. 

The archbishop's lodgings, when he entered them, were in a 
state of ferment even greater than usual. Groups of monks, 
priests, parabolani, and citizens rich and poor, were hanging 
about the courtyard, talking earnestly and angrily. A large 
party of monks fresh from Nitria, with ragged hair and beards, 
and the peculiar expression of countenance which fanatics of all 
creeds acquire, fierce and yet abject, self-conscious and yet 
ungoverned, silly and yet sly, with features coarsened and 
degraded by continual fasting and self-torture, prudishly 
shrouded from head to heel in their long ragged gowns, were 
gesticulating wildly and loudly, and calling on their more peace- 
able companions, in no measured terms, to revenge some insult 
offered to the Church. 

'What is the matter f asked Philammon of a quiet portly 
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citizen, who stood looking up, with a most perplexed visage, at 
the windows of the patriarch's apartments. 

* Don't ask me ; I have nothing to do with it Why does 
not his holiness come out and speak to them I Blessed Yirgm, 
mother of God ! that we were well through it all ! * 

' Coward ! * hawled a monk in his ear. * These shopkeepers 
care for nothing hut seeing their stalls safe. Eather than lose 
a day's custom, they woidd give the veiy churches to be plun- 
dered by the heathen 1 ' 

*We do not want them!' cried another. 'We managed 
Dioscuros and his brother, and we can manage Orestes. What 
matter what answer he sends? The devil shall have his own !' 

*They ought to have been back two hours ago; they are 
murdered by this time.' 

* He would not dare to touch the archdeacon !* 

* He will dare anything. Cyril should never have sent them 
forth as lambs among wolves. What necessity was there for 
letting the prefect know that the Jews were gone 1 He would 
have found it out for himself fast enough, the next time he 
wanted to borrow money.' 

'What isaU this about, reverend sir?' asked Philammon of 
Peter the Eeader, who made his appearance at that moment in 
the quadrangle, walking with great strides, like the soul of 
Agamemnon across the meads of Asphodel, and apparently 
beside himself with rage. 

* Ah I you here ? You may go to-morrow, young fool I The 
patriarch can't talk to you. Why shoidd he? Some people 
have a great deal too much notice taken of them, in my opinion. 
Yes ; you may go. If your head is not turned already, you may 
go and get it turned to-morrow. We shall see whether he who 
exalts himself is not abased, before all is over!' And he was 
striding away, when Philammon, at the risk of an explosion, 
stopped him. 

* His holiness commanded me to see him, sir, before * 

Peter turned on him in a fury. * Pool I will you dare to 

intrude your fantastical dreams on him at such a moment as 
ihis?' 

*He conunanded me to see him,' said Philammon, with the 
tnie soldierlike discipline of a monk ; * and see him I will, in 
spite of any man. 1 believe in my heart you wish to keep me 
from his counsels and his blessing.' 

Peter looked at him for a moment with a right wicked 
expression, and then, to the youth's astonishment, struck him 
full in the face, and yelled for help. 
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If the blow had been given by Pambo in the Laura a week 
before, Philammon would have borne it. But from that man, 
and coming unexpectedly aa the finishing stroke to all his 
disappointment and disgust, it was intolerable ; and in au 
instant Peter's long legs were sprawling on the pavement, 
while he bellowed l&e a bull for all the monks of Nitria. 

A dozen lean brown hands were at Philammon's throat as 
Peter rose. 

* Seize him ! hold him ! ' half blubbered he. * The traitor ! 
the heretic ! He holds communion with heathens ! * 

'Down with him!' *Cast him out!' * Carry him to the 
archbishop ! ' while Philammon shook himself free, and Peter 
returned to the charge. 

* I call all good Catholics to witness ! He has beaten an 
ecclesiastic in the courts of the Lord's house, even in the midst 
of thee, O Jerusalem ! And he was in Hypatia's lecture-room 
this morning !' 

A groan of pious horror rose. Philammon set his bacK 
against the walL 

* His holiness the patriarch sent me.' 

* He confesses, he confesses ! He deluded the piety of the 
patriarch into letting him go, under colour of converting her ; 
and even now he wants to intrude on the sacred presence of 
Cyril, burning only with carnal desire that he may meet the 
sorceress in her house to-morrow !' 

* Scandal !' * Abomination in the holy place !' and a rush at 
the poor youth took place. 

His blood was thoroughly up. The respectable part of the 
crowd, as usual in such cases, prudently retreated, and left him 
to the mercy of the monks, with an eye to their own reputation 
for orthodoxy, not to mention their personal safety; and he 
had to help himself as he could. He looked round for a 
weapon. There was none. The ring of monks were baying at 
him like hounds round a bear : and though he might have been 
a match for any one of them singly, yet their sinewy linibs and 
determined faces warned him that against such odds the struggle 
would be desperate. 

' Let me leave this court in safety ! God knows whether I 
am an heretic ; and to Him I commit my cause ! The holy 
patriarch shall know of your iniquity. I wQl not trouble you ; 
I give you leave to call me heretic, or heathen, if you will, if I 
cross this threshold till Cyril himself sends for me back to 
shame you.' 

And he turned, and forced his way to the gate, amid a yell 



Digitized by 



Googk 



:i.] TUE SNAPPING OF THE EOJF. 113 

of derision whicli brought every drop of blood in his body into 
his cheeks. Twice, as he went down the vaulted passage, a rush 
was made on him from behind, bat the soberer of lus perse- 
cutors checked it. Yet he could not leave them, young and 
hot-headed as he was, without one last word, and on the thres- 
hold he turned. 

* You ! who call yourselves the disciples of the Lord, and are 
more like the demoniacs who abode day and uight in the tombs, 
crying and cutting themselves Avith stones * 

In an instant they rushed upon him ; and, luckily for him, 
rushed also into the arms of a party of ecclesiastics, who were 
hurrying inwards from the street, with faces of blank terror. 

* He has refused 1 ' shouted the foremost. ' He declares war 
against the Church of Grod ! * 

*0h, my friends,' panted the archdeacon, *we are escaped 
like the bird out of the snare of the fowler. The tyrant kept 
us waiting two hours at his palace-gates, and then sent lictors 
out upon us, with rods and axes, telling us that they were the 
only message which he had for robbers and rioters.' 

' Back to the patriarch ! ' and the whole mob streamed in 

again, leaving PMlammon alone in the street and in the 

world. 

Whither now 1 

He strode on in his wrath some hundred yards or more be- 
fore he asked himself that question. And when he asked it, he 
found himself in no humour to answer it. He was adrift, and 
blown out of harbour upon a shoreless sea, in utter darkness; 
all heaven and earth were nothing to him. He was alone in 
the blindness of anger. 

Gradually one fixed idea, as a lighttower, began to glimmer 

through the storm To see Hypatia, and convert her. 

He had the patriarch's leave for that. That must be right. 
That would justify him — ^bring him back, perhaps, in a triumph 
more glorious than any CaBsar*s, leading captive, in the fetters 
of f/he Grospel, the Queen of Heathendom. Yes, there was that 
loft, for which to live. 

His passion cooled down gradually as he wandered on in the 
fading evening-light, up one street and down another, till he 
had utterly lost his way. What matter? He should find that 
lecture-room to-morrow at least. At last he found himself in 
a broad avenue, which he seemed to know. Was that the Sun- 
gate in the distance? He sauntered carelessly down it, and 
found himself at last on the great Esplanade, whither the little 
porter had taken him three days before. He was close then 

I 



Digitized by 



Googk 



114 UYFATIA. [cn^p. 

to the Museum, and to her house. Destiny had led hun, un- 
consciously, towards the scene of his enterprise. It was a good 
omen ; he woidd go thither at once. He might sleep upon her 
door-step as well as upon any other. Perhaps he might catch 
a glimpse of her going out or coming in, even at that kte hour. 
It might be well to accustom himself to the sight of her. There 
would be the less chance of his being abashed to-morrow before 
those sorceress eyes. And moreover, to tell the truth, his self- 
dependence, and his self-will too, crushed, or rather laid to 
sleep, by the discipline of the Laura, had started into wild life, 
and gave him a mysterious pleasure, which he had not felt since 
he was a disobedient little boy, of doing what he chose, right 
or wrong, simply because he chose it. Such moments come to 
every free-willed creature. Happy are those who have not, like 
poor Philammon, been kept by a hotbed cultivation from know- 
ing how to face them ! But he had yet to learn, or rather his 
tutors had to learn, that the sure path toward willing obedi- 
ence and manful self-restraint, lies not through slavery, but 
through liberty. 

He was not certain which was Hypatia*s house; but the 
door of the Museum he could not forget. So there he sat him- 
self down under the garden- wall, soothed by the cool night, and 
the holy silence, and the rich perfume of the thousand foreign 
flowers which filled the air with enervating balm. There he 
sat, and watched, and watched, and watched in vain for some 
glimpse of his one object. Which of the houses was hers? 
Which was the window of her chamber % Did it look into the 
street? What business had his fancy with women's chambers % 
.... But that one open window, with the lamp burning bright 
inside— he could not help looking up to it — he could not help 
fancying — ^hoping. He even moved a few yards to see better 
the bright interior of the room. High up as it was, he could 
still discern shelves of books — pictures on the walls. Was that 
a voice ? Yes ! a woman's voice — reading aloud in metre — 
was plainly distinguishable in the dead stillness of the night, 
which did not even awaken a whisper in the trees above his 
head. He stood, spell-bound by curiosity. 

Suddenly the voice ceased, and a woman's figure came for- 
ward to the window, and stood motionless, gazing upward at 
the spangled star-world overhead, and seeming to drink in the 
glory, and the silence, and the rich perfume. .... Could it be 
she % Every pulse in his body throbbed madly. .... Could it 
be? What was she doing? He could not distinguish the 
features ; but the full blaze of the eastern moon showed him an 
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uptumed brow, between a golden stream of glittering tresses 
which hid her whole figure, except the white hands clasped 
upon her bosom. .... Was she praying f were these her mid- 
night sorceries f . . . . 

And still his heart throbbed and throbbed, till he almost 
fancied she most hear its noisy beat — and still she stood mo- 
tionless, gazing npon the sky, l&e some exquisite chryselephan- 
tine statue, all iyory and gold. And belund her, round the 
bright room within, painting, books, a whole world of unknown 
science and beauty .... and she the priestess of it all ... . 
inviting him to learn of her and be wise ! It was a temptation I 
He would flee from it 1 — Fool that he was 1 — and it might not be 
she after all 1 

He made some sudden movement. She looked down, saw 
him, and shutting the blind, vanished for the night In vain, 
now that the temptation had departed, he sat and waited for its 
reappearance, half cursing himself for having broken the spelL 
But the chamber was dark and silent henceforth ; and Philam- 
mon, wearied out, found himself soon wandering back to the 
Laura in quiet dreams, beneath the balmy, semi-tropic night. 



CHAPTER X. 

THB INTERVIEW. 

PHILAMMON was aroused from his slumbers at sunrise the 
next morning by the attendants who came in to sweep out 
the lecture-rooms, and wandered, disconsolately enough, up and 
down the street ; longing for, and yet dreading, the three weary 
hours to be over which must pass before he would be admitted 
to Hypatia. But he had tasted no food since noon the day 
before : he had had but three hours* sleep the previous night, 
and had been working, running, and fighting for two whole days 
without a moment's peace of body or mind. Sick with hunger 
and Migue, and aching from head to foot with his hard night's 
rest on the granite-flags, he felt as unable as man could well do 
to collect his thoughts or brace his nerves for the coming inter- 
view. How to get food he could not guess : but having two 
hands, he might at least earn a coin by carrying a load ; so he 
went down to the Esplanade in search of work. Of that, alas I 
there was none. So he sat down upon the parapet of the quay, 
ard watched the shoals of sardine? which played in and out 
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over the marble steps below, and wondered at the strange crabs 
and sea- locusts which crawled up and down the face of the 
masonry, a few feet below the surface, scrambling for bits of 
offal, and making occasional fruitless dashes at the nimble little 
silver arrows which played round them. And at last his whole 
soul, too tired to think of anything else, became absorbed in a 
mighty struggle between two great crabs, who held on stoutly, 
each by a claw, to his respective bunch of seaweed, while with 
the others they tugged, one at the head and the other at the 
tail of a dead fish. Which would conquer ? . . . . Ay, which ? 
And for five minutes Philammon was alone in the world with 
the two struggling heroes Might not they be emblema- 
tic? Might not the upper one typify Cyril? — the lower one 
Hypatia f— and the dead fish between, himself? .... But 
at last the dead-lock was suddenly ended — the fish parted 
in the middle : and the typical Hypatia and Cyril, losing hold 
of their respective seaweeds by the jerk, tiunbled down, each 
with its half-fish, and vanished head over heels into the blue 
depths in so undignified a manner, that Philammon burst into 
a shout of laughter. 

'What's the joke?' asked a well-known voice behind him ; 
and a hand patted him familiarly on the back. He looked 
round, and saw the little porter, his head crowned with a full 
basket of figs, grapes, and water-melons, on which the poor 
youth cast a longing eye. * Well, my young friend, and why 
are you not at church ? Look at all the saints pouring into the 
Caesareum there, behind you.' 

Philammon answered sulkily enough something inarticulate. 

' Ho, ho I Quarrelled with the successor of the Apostles 
already ? Has my prophecy come true, and the strong meat of 
pious riot and plunder proved too highly spiced for your young 
palate. Eh?' 

Poor Philammon ! Angry with himself for feeling that the 
porter was right; shrinking from the notion of exposing the 
failings of his fellow- Christians ; shrinking still more from 
making such a jackanapes his confidant : and yet yearning in 
his loneliness to open his heart to some one, he dropped out, 
hint by hint, word by word, the events of the past evening, 
and finished by a request to be put in the way of earning hia 
breakfast 

* Earning your breakfast ! Shall the favourite of the gods — 
shall the guest of Hypatia — earn his breakfast, while I have an 
obol to share with him? Base thought! Youth! I have 
wronged you. Unphilosophically I allowed, yesterday morning, 
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envy to ruffle the ocean of my intellect. We are now friends 
and brothers, in hatred to the monastic tribe.' 

^ I do not hate them, I tell you,' said Philammon. ' But 
these Nitrian savages * 

* Are the perfect examples of monkery, and you hate them ; 
and therefore, all greaters containing the less, you hate all less 
monastic monks — I have not heard logic lectures in vain. Now, 
up ! The sea wooes our dusty limbs : Nereids and Tritons, 
charging no cruel coin, call us to Nature's baths. At home a 
mighty sheat-fish smokes upon the festive board ; beer crowns 
the horn, and onions deck the dish : come then, my guest and 
brother r 

Philammon swallowed certain scruples about becoming the 
guest of a heathen, seeing that otherwise there seemed no chance 
of having anything else to swallow; and after a refreshing 
plunge in the sea, followed the hospitable little fellow to 
Hypatia's door, where he dropped his daily load of fruit, and 
then into a narrow by-street, to the ground- floor of a huge 
block of lodgings, with a common staircase, swarming with 
children, cats, and chickens ; and was ushered by his host into 
a little room, where the savoury smell of broiling fish revived 
Philammon's heart. 

* Judith ! Judith ! where lingerest thou ? Marble of Pen- 
telicus ! foam-flake of the wine-dark main I lily of the 
Mareotic lake ! You accursed black Andromeda, if you don't 
bring the breakfast this moment, I'll cut you in two !' 

The inner door opened, and in bustled, trembling, her hands 
full of dishes, a tall lithe negress dressed in true negro fashion, 
in a snow-white cotton shift, a scarlet cotton petticoat, and a 
bright yellow turban of the same, making a light in that dark 
place which would have served as a landmark a mile off. She 
put the dishes down, and the porter m^estically waved Phil- 
ammon to a stool ; while she retreated, and stood humbly 
waiting on her lord and master, who did not deign to introduce 
to his guest the black beauty which composed his whole 

seraglio But, indeed, such an act of courtesy would 

have been needless; for the first morsel of fish was hardly 
safe in poor Philammon's mouth, when the negress rushed 
upon him, caught him by the head, and covered him with 
rapturous kisses. 

Up jumped the little man with a yell, brandishing a knife in 
one hand and a leek in the other ; while Philammon, scarcely 
less scandalized, jumped up too, and shook himself free of the 
lady, who, findiiig it impossible to vent her feelings further on 
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his bead^ instantly changed her tactics, and, wallowing on the 
floor, began frantically kissing bis feet. 

* What is this % Before my face ! Up, shameless baggage, or 
thou diest the death 1' and the porter pulled her up upon her 
knees. 

* It is the monk ! the young man I told you of, who saved 
me fifom the Jews the other night ! What good angel sent him 
here that I might thank him?' cried the poor creature, while 
the tears ran down her black shining face. 

* I am that good angel,' said the porter, with a look of intense 
self-satisfection. * Eise, daughter of Erebus ; thou art pardoned, 
being but a female. What says the poet % — 

" "Woman is passion's slave, while rightful lord 
O'er her and passion, rules the nobler male." 

Youth! to my arms! Truly say the philosophers, that the 
universe is magical in itself, and by mysterious sympathies links 
like to like. The prophetic instinct of thy future benefits 
towards me drew me to thee as by an invisible warp, hawser, or 
chain-cable, from the moment I beheld thee. Thou wert a 
kindred spirit, my brother, though thou knewest it not. 
Therefore I do not praise thee — no, nor thank thee in the least, 
though thou hast preserved for me the one palm which shadows 
my weary steps — the single lotus-flower (in this case black, not 
white) which blooms for me above the mud-stained ocean- 
wastes of the Hylic Borboros. That which thou hast done, 
thou hast done by instinct — by divine compulsion — thou couldst 
no more help it than thou canst help eating that flsh, and art no 
more to be praised for it' 

' Thank you,' said Philammon. 

' Comprehend me. Our theory in the schools for such cases 
is this — ^has been so at least for the last six months: similar 
particles, from one original source, exist in you and me. Similar 
causes produce similar effects ; our attractions, antipathies, im- 
pulses, are therefore, in similar circumstances, absolutely the same; 
and therefore you did the other night exactly what I should have 
done in your case.' 

Philammon thought the latter part of the theory open to 
question, but he had by no means stopped eating when he rose, 
and his mouth was much too full of fish to argue. 

* And therefore,' continued the little man, ' we are to considei 
ourselves henceforth as one soul in two bodies. You may have 
the best of the corporeal part of the division .... yet it is the 
soul which makes the person. You may trust me, 1 shall not 
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disdain my brotherhood. If any one insults you henceforth, 
you have but to call me; and if I be within hearing, why, 
by this right arm * 

And he attempted a pat on Philammon's head, which, as there 
was a head and shoulder's difference between them, might on the 
whole have been considered, from a theatric point of view, as a 
failure. Whereon the little man seized the calabash of beer, and 
filling therewith a cow's-hom, his thumb on the small end, raised 
it high in the air. 

*To the Tenth Muse, and to your interview with her !' 

And removing his thumb, he sent a steady jet into his open 
mouth, and having drained the horn without drawing breath, 
licked his lips, handed it to Philammon, and flew ravenously 
upon the fish and onions. 

Philammon, to whom the whole was supremely absurd, had 
no invocation to make, but one which he felt too sacred for his 
present temper of mind : so he attempted to imitate the little 
man's feat, and, of course, poured the beer into his eyes, and up 
his nose, and in his bosom, and finally choked himself black in 
the face, while his host observed, smiJingly — 

*Aha, rustic! unacquainted with the ancient and classical 
customs preserved in this centre of civilization by the descendants 
of Alexander's heroes % Judith ! clear the table. Now to the 
sanctuary of the Muses ! ' 

Philammon rose, and finished his meal by a monkish grace. 
A gentle and reverend * Amen ' rose from the other end of the 
room. It was the n egress. She saw him look up at her, 
dropped her eyes modestly, and bustled away with the remnanta, 
while Philammon and his host started for Ilypatia's lecturo- 
room. 

* Your wife is a Christian V asked he when they were outside 
the door. 

*Ahem ! The barbaric mind is prone to superstition. 

Yet she is, being but a woman and a negress, a good soul, and 
thrifty, though requiring, like all lower animals, occasional 
chastisement I married her on philosophic grounds. A wife 
was necessary to me, for several reasons : but mindful that the 
philosopher should subjugate the material appetite, and rise 
above the swinish desires of the flesh, even when his nature 
requires him to satisfy them, I purposed to make pleasure as 
unpleasant as possible. I had the choice of several cripples — 
their parents, of ancient Macedonian family like myself, were 
by no means adverse ; but I required a housekeeper, with whose 
duties the want of an arm or a leg might have interfered.' 
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* Why did you not marry a scold ?' asked Philammon. 

* Pertinently observed : and indeed the example of Socrates 
rose luminous more than once before my imagination. But 
philosophic calm, my dear youth, and the peaceful contem- 
plation of the ineffable ? I could not relinquish those luxuries. 
So having, by the bounty of Hypatia and her pupils, saved a 
f mall sum, I went out, bought me a negress, and hired six rooms 
in the block we have just left, where I let lodgings to young 
students of the Divine Philosophy.' 

* Have you any lodgers now ?' 

* Ahem ! Certain rooms are occupied by a lady of rank. 
The philosopher will, above all things, abstain from babbling. 

To bridle the tongue, is to But there is a closet at your 

service ; and for the hall of reception, which you have just left 
— ^are you not a kindred and fraternal spark ? We can combine 
our meals, as our souls are already united.' 

Philammon thanked him heartily for the offer, though he 
shrank from accepting it ; and in ten minutes more found him- 
self at the door of the very house which he had been watching 
the night before. It was she, then, whom he had seen ! . . . . 
He was handed over by a black porter to a smart slave-girl, who 
guided him up, through cloisters and corridors, to the large 
library, where five or six young men were sitting, busily engaged 
under Theon's superintendence, in copying manuscripts and 
drawing geometric diagrams. 

Philammon gazed curiously at these symbols of a science 
imknown to him, and wondered whether tb^ day would ever 
come when he too would understand their mysteries ; but his 
eyes fell again as he saw the youths staring at his ragged sheep- 
skin and matted locks with undisguised contempt He could 
hardly collect himself enough to obey the summons of the 
veuerable old man, as he beckoned him silently out of the room, 
and led him, with the titters of the young students ringing in 
his ears, through the door by which he had entered, and along 
a gallery, till he stopped and knocked humbly at a door. .... 
She must be within ! . . . . Now ! .... At last ! . . . . His 
knees knocked together under him. His heart sank and sank 
into abysses 1 Poor wretch ! .... He was half-minded once 
to escape and dash into the street .... but was it not his one 
Lope, his one object? .... But why did not that old man 
speak ? If he would have but said something ! .... If he 
would only have looked cross, contemptuous ! . . . . But with 
the same impressive gravity as of a man upon a business in 
which he had no voice, and wished it to be understood that he 
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had none, the old man silently opened the door, and PhUammon 
followed. .... There she was 1 looking more glorious than 
over ; more than when glowng with the enthusiasm of her own 
eloquence; more than when transfigured last night in golden 
tresses and glittering moonbeams. There she sat, without 
moving a finger, as the two entered. She greeted her father 
with a smile, which made up for all her seeming want of 
courtesy to him, and then fixed her large grey eyes full on 
Philammon. 

'Here is the youth, my daughter. It was your wish, you 
know ; and I always believe that you know best * 

Another smile put an end to the speech, and the old Tnan 
retreated humbly toward another door, with a somewhat anxious 
visage, and then lingering and looking back, his hand upon the 
latch, 

* If you require any one, you know, you have only to call — 
we shall be all in the library.' 

Another smile; and the old man disappeared, leaving the 
two alone. 

Philammon stood trembling, choking, his eyes fixed on the 
floor. Where were all the tine things he had conned over for 
the occasion % He dared not look up at that face, lest it should 
drive them out of his head. And yet the more he kept his eyes 
turned from the face, the more he was conscious of it, conscious 
that it was watching him; and the more all the fine words were, 
by that very knowledge, driven out of his head. .... When 
would she speak ? Perhaps she wished him to speak first. It 
was her duty to begin ; for she had sent for him. .... But 
still she kejDt silence, and sat scanning him intently from head 
to foot, herself as motionless as a statue; her hands folded 
together before her, over the manuscript which lay upon her 
knee. If there was a blush on her cheek at her own darings 
his eyes swam too much to notice it. 

When would the intolerable suspense end ? She was, perhaps, 
as unwilling to speak as he. But some one must strike the 
first blow ; and, as often happens, the weaker party, impelled 
by sheer fear, struck it, and broke the silence in a tone half 
indignant, half apologetic — 

* You sent for me hither ! ' 

'I did. It seemed to me, as I watched you during my 
lecture, both before and after you were rude enough to inter- 
rupt me, that your offence was one of mere youthful ignorance. 
It seemed to me that your countenance bespoke a nobler nature 
than that which the gods are usually pleased to bestow up^n 
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monks. That I may now ascertain whether or not my surmises 
were correct, I ask yon for what purpose are you come hither I' 

Philammon hailed the question «s a godsend. — Now for his 
message ! And yet he faltered, as he answered, with a desperate 
effort, — * To rebuke you for your sins.' 

' My sins % What sins ? ' she asked, as she looked up with a 
stately, slow surprise in those large grey eyes^ before which his 
own glance sank abashed, he knew not why. What sins 1 — He 
knew not Did she look like a Messalina ? But was she not a 
heathen and a sorceress ? — And yet he blushed, and stammered, 
and hung down his head, as, shrinking at the sound of his own 
words, he replied — 

* The foul sorceries— and profligacy worse than sorceries, in 

which, they say * He could get no feu^her : for he looked up 

again and saw an awful quiet smile upon that face. His words 
had raised no blush upon the marble cheek. 

* They say ! The bigots and slanderers ; wild beasts of the 
desert, and fanatic intiiguers, who, in the words of Him they 
call their master, compass heaven and earth to make one pro- 
selyte, and when they have found him, make him twofold more 
the child of hell than themselves. Go^I forgive you : you are 
young, and know not yet the mystery of the world. Science 
will teach you some day that the outward frame is the sacrament 
of the soiil's inward beauty. Such a soul I had fancied your 
face expressed ; but I was mistaken. Foul hearts alone harbour 
such foul suspicions, and fancy others to be what they know 

they might become themselves. Go ! Do I look like 1 The 

very tapering of these fingers, if you could read their symbo- 
lism, would give your dream the lie.' And she flashed full on 
him, like sun-rays from a mirror, the full radiance of her glorious 
countenance. 

Alas, poor Philammon ! where were thy eloquent arguments, 
thy orthodox theories then ? Proudly he struggled with his 
own man's heart of flesh, and tried to turn his eyes away ; the 
magnet might as well straggle to escape from the spell of the 
north. In a moment, he knew not how, utter shame, remorse, 
longing for forgiveness, swept over him, and crushed him down ; 
and he found himself on his knees before her, in abject and 
broken syllables entreating pardon. 

'Go — I forgive you. But know before you go, that the 
celestial milk which fell from Here's bosom, bleaching the plant 
which it touched to everlasting whiteness, was not more taint- 
less than the soul of Theon's daughter.* 

He looked up in her face as he knelt before her. Unerring 
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instinct told him that her words were true. He was a monk, 
accustomed to helieve animal sin to be the deadliest and worst 
of all sins — indeed, Hhe great offence' itself beside which all 
others were comparatively venial: where there was physical 
purity, must not all other virtues follow in its wake I All 
other failings were invisible under the dazzling veil of that 
great loveliness : and in his self-abasement he went on — 

* Oh, do not spurn me ! — do not drive me away ! I have 
neither Mend, home, nor teacher, I fled last night from the 
men of my own faith, maddened by bitter insult and injustice — 
disappointed and disgusted with their ferocity, narrowness, igno- 
rance. I dare not, I cannot, I will not return to the obscurity 
and the dulness of a Thebaid Laura. I have a thousand doubts 
to solve, a thousand questions to ask, about that great ancient 
world of which I know nothing — of whose mysteries, they say, 
you alone possess the key ! I am a Christian ; but I thirst for 

knowledge I do not promise to believe you — I do not 

promise to obey you ; but let me hear ! Teach me what you 
know, that I may compare it with what I know. . . , . If 
indeed ' (and he shuddered as he spoke the words) * I do know 
anything ! ' 

* Have you forgotten the epithets which you used to me just 
now !' 

* No, no ! But do you forget them ; they were put into my 
mouth. I — I did not believe them when I said them. It was 
agony to me ; but I did it, as I thought, for your sake — to save 
you. Oh, say that I may come and hear you again ! Only 
from a distance — in the very farthest corner of your lecture- 
room. I will be silent; you shall never see me. But your 
words yesterday awoke in me — no, not doubts ; but still I 
must, I must hear more, or be as miserable and homeless in- 
wardly as I am in my outward circumstances 1 ' And he looked 
up imploringly for consent 

* Rise. This passion and that attitude are fitting neither for 
you nor me.' 

And as Philammon rose, she rose also, went into the library 
to her father, and in a few minutes returned with him. 

* Come with me, young man,' said he, laying his hand kindly 
enough on Philammon's shoulder. .... * The rest of this matter 
you and I can settle ;' and Philammon followed him, not daring 
to look back at Hypatia, while the whole room swam before his 



*So, so I hear you have been saying rude things to my 
daughter. Well, she has forgiven you ' 
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* Has she 1 ' asked the young monk, with an eager start 
'Ah ! you may well look astonished. But I forgive you 
too. It is lucky for you, however, that I did not hear you, or 
else, old man as I am, I can't say what I might not have done. 
Ah I you little know, you little know what she is ! ' — and the 
old pedant's eyes kindled with loving pride. * May the gods 
give you some day such a daughter ! — that is, if you learn to 
deserve it — as virtuous as she is wise, as wise as she is beautiful. 
Truly, they have repaid me for my labours in their service. 
Look, young man ! little as you merit it, here is a pledge of 
your forgiveness, such as the richest and noblest in Alexandria 
are glad to purchase with many an ounce of gold — a ticket of 
free admission to all her lectures henceforth ! Now go ; you 
have been favoured beyond your deserts, and should learn that 
the philosopher can practise what the Christian only preaches, 
and return good for evil.' And he put into Philammon's hand 
a slip of paper, and bid one of the secretaries show him to the 
outer door. 

The youths looked up at him from their writing as he passed, 
with faces of surprise and awe, and evidently thinking no more 
about the absurdity of his sheepskin and his tanned complexion; 
and he went out with a stunned, confused feeling, as of one 
who, by a desperate leap, has plunged into a new world. He 
tried to feel content ; but he dare not. All before him was 
anxiety, uncertainty He had cut himself adrift ; he was on 
the great stream. Whither would it lead him 1 Well — ^was it 
not the great stream 1 Had not all mankind, for all the ages, 
been floating on it 1 Or, was it but a desert-river, dwindling 
away beneath the flery sun, destined to lose itself a few nules 
on, among the arid sands ? Were Arsenius and the faith of his 
childhood right ? And was the Old World coming speedily to 
its death-throe, and the Kingdom of God at hand % Or, was 
Cyril right, and the Church Catholic appointed to spread, and 
conquer, and destroy, and rebuild, till the kingdoms of this 
world had become the kingdoms of God and of His Christ 1 K 
so, what use in this old knowledge which he craved 1 And yet, 
if the day of the destruction of all things were at hand, and the 
times destined to become worse and not better, till the end — 
how could that be 1' ... . 

* What news 1 ' asked the little porter, who had been waiting 
for him at the door all the while. * What news, O favourite of 
the gods • ' 

* I will lodge with you, and labour with you. Ask me no 
more at present. I am — I am * 
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'Those who descended into the Cave of Trophonins, and 
beheld the unspeakable, remained astonished for three days, my . 
young friend — ^and so will you I * And they went forth together 
to earn their bread. 

But what is Hypatia doing all this while, upon that cloudy 
Olympus, where she sits enshrined far above the noise and 
struggle ui* man and his work-day world I 

She is sitting again, with her manuscripts open before her: 
but she is thinking of the youug monk, not of them. 

* Beautiful as Antinous ! . . . . Bather as the young Phoebus 
himself, fresh glowing from the slaughter of the Python. Why 
should not he, too, become a slayer of Pythons, and loathsome 
monsters, bred from the mud of sense and matter? So bold 
and earnest ! I can forgive him those words for the very fact of 
his having dared, here in my father's house, to say them to me 
.... And yet so tender, so open to repentance and noble 
shame ! — That is no plebeian by birth ; patrician blood surely 
flows in those veins ; it shows out in every attitude, every tone, 
every motion of the hand and lip. He cannot be one of the 
herd. Who ever knew one of them crave after knowledge for 
its own sake 1 . . . . And I have longed so for one real pupil! 
I have longed so to find one such man, among the effeminate 
selfish triflers who pretend to listen to me. I thought I had 
found one — and the moment that I had lost him, behold, I find 
another; and that a fresher, purer, simpler nature than ever 
Eaphael's was at its best. By all the laws of physiognomy — by 
all the symbolism of gesture and voice and complexion — ^by the 
instinct of my own heart, that young monk might be the instru- 
ment, the ready, valiant, obedient instrument, for carrying out 
all my dreams. If I could but train him into a Longinus, I 
could dare to play the part of a Zenobia, with him as counsellor. 
.... And for my Odenatus — Orestes 1 Horrible I * 

She covered her face with her hand a minute. * No ! ' she 
said, dashing away the tears — 'That — and anything — ^and every 
thing for the cause of Philosophy and the gods ! * 
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CHAPTER XL 

THE LAURA AGAIN. 

NOT a sound, not a moving object, broke the utter stillness 
of the glen of Scetis. The shadows of the crags, though 
paling every moment before the spreading dawn, still shrouded 
all the gorge in gloom. A winding line of haze slept above 
the course of the rivulet. The plumes of the palm-trees hung 
motionless, as if awaiting in resignation the breathless blaze of 
the approaching day. At length, among the green ridges of the 
monastery garden, two grey figures rose from their knees, and 
began, with slow and feeble strokes, to break the silence by the 
clatter of their hoes among the pebbles. 

* These beans grow wonderfully, brother Aufugus. Wo shall 
be able to sow our second crop, by God's blessing, a week earlier 
than we did last year.* 

The person addressed returned no answer ; and his companion, 
after watching him for some time in silence, recommenced — 

* What is it, my brother 1 I have remarked lately a melan<> 
choly about you, which is hardly fitting for a man of God.' 

A deep sigh was the only answer. The speaker laid down his 
hoe, and placing his hand affectionately on the shoulder of 
Aufugus, asked again — 

* What is it, my friend % I will not claim with you my abbot's 
right to know the secrets of your heart : but surely that breast 
hides nothing which is unworthy to be spoken to me, however 
unworthy I may be to hear it ! ' 

* Why should I not be sad, Pambo, my friend 1 Does not 
Solomon say that there is a time for mourning ] ' 

* True : but a time for mirth also.' 

* None to the penitent, burdened with the guilt of many sins.' 

* RecoUect what the blessed Anthony used to say — " Trust not 
in thine own righteousness, and regret not that which is past." * 

* I do neither, Pambo.' 

* Do not be too sure of that Is it not because thou art still 
trusting in thyself, that thou dost regret the past, which shows 
thee that thou art not that which thou wouldst gladly pride 
thyself on being 1 ' 

' Pambo, my friend,' said Arsenius, solemnly, * I will tell thee 
aU. My sins are not yet past; for Honorius, my pupil, still 
lives, and in him lives the weakness and the misery of Roma 
My sins past 1 If they are, why do I see rising before me, night 
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after night, tliut train of accusing spectres, ghosts of men 
slain in battle, w.dows and orphans, yirgins of the Lord 
shrieking in the grasp of barbarians, who stand by my bed- 
side and cry, " Hadst thou done thy duty, we had not been 
thusl Where is that imperial charge which God committed 
to thee ?'''.... And the old man hid his face in his hands 
and wept bitterly. 

Pambo laid hiis hand again tenderly on the weeper's shoulder, 
*Is there no pride here, my brother! Who art thou, to 
change the fate of nations and the hearts of emperors, which 
are in the hand of the King of kings ? If thou wert weak, and 
imperfect in thy work — ^for unfaithful, I will warrant thee, 
thou wert never — lie put thee there, because thou wert imper- 
fect, that so that which has come to pass might come to pass ; 
and thou bearest thine own burden only — and yet not thou, 
but He who bore it for thee.' 

* Why then am I tormented by these nightly visions ? * 

* Fear them not, friend. They are spirits of evil, and there- 
fore lying spirits. Were they good spirits they would speak to 
thee only in pity, forgiveness, encouragement. But be they 
ghosts or demons, they must be evil, because they are accusers, 
like the Evil One himself, the accuser of the saints. He is the 
father of lies, and his children will be like himsel£ What said 
the blessed Anthony 1 That a monk should not busy his brain 
with painting spectres, or give himself up for lost ; but rather 
be cheerful, as one who knows that he is redeemed, and in the 
hands of the Lord, where the Evil One has no power to hurt 
him. " For," he used to say, "the demons behaved to us even as 
they find us. If they see us cast down and faithless, tliey terrify 
us still more, that they may plunge us in despair. But if they 
see us full of faith, and joyful in the Lord, with our souls filled 
with the glory which shall be, then they shrink abashed, and 
flee away in confusion." Cheer up, friend I such thoughts are of 
the night, the hour of Satan and of the powers of darkness; 
and with the dawn they flee away.' 

*And yet things are revealed to men upon their beds, in 
visions of the night.' 

* Be it so. Nothing, at all events, has been revealed to thee 
upon thy bed, except that which thou knowest already far better 
than Satan does, namely, that thou art a sinner. But for me, 
my friend, though I doubt not that such things are, it is the 
day, and not the night, which brings revelations.' 

*How, then?' 

* Because by day I can see to read that book which is written, 
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like the Law given on Sinai, npon tables of stone, by the finger 
of God himseli' 

Arsenius looked up at him inquiringly. Pambo smiled. 

*Thou knowest that, like many holy men of old, I am no 
scholar, and knew not even the Greek tongue, till thou, out d 
thy brotherly kindness, taughtest it to me. But hast thou 
never heard what Anthony said to a certain Pagan who re 
proached him with his ignorance of books ? "Which is first," he 
asked, " spirit, or letter 1— Spirit, say est thou? Then know, the 
healthy spirit needs no letters. My book is the whole creation, 
lying open before me, wherein I can read, whensoever I please, 
the word of God." ' 

* Dost thou not undervalue learning, my friend ? ' 

' I am old among monks, and have seen much of their ways ; 
and among them my simplicity seems to have seen this — many 
a man wearing himself with study, and tormenting his soul as 
to whether he believed rightly this doctrine and that, while he 
knew not with Solomon that in much leammg is much sorrow, 
and that while he was puzzling at the letter of God*s message, 
the spirit of it was going feist and faster out of him.' 

' And how didst thou know that of such a man 1 ' 

* By seeing him become a more and more learned theologian, 
and more and more zealous for the letter of orthodoxy; and 
yet less and less loving and merciful — less and less full of trust 
in God, and of hopeful thoughts for himself and for his brethren, 
till he seemed to have darkened his whole soul with disputa- 
tions, which breed only strife, and to have forgotten utterly the 
message which is written in that book wherewith the blessed 
Anthony was content.' 

* Of what message dost thou speak ? ' 

*Look,' said the old abbot, stretching his hand toward the 
Eastern desert, ' and judge, like a wise man, for thyself ! ' 

As he spoke, a long arrow of level light flashed down the 
gorge from crag to crag, awakening every crack and slab to 
vividness and life. The great crimson sun rose swiftly through 
the dim night-mist of the desert, and as he poured his glory 
down the glen, the haze rose in threads and plumes, and vanished, 
leaving the stream to sparkle round the rocks, like the living, 
twinkling eye of the whole scene. Swallows flashed by hun- 
dreds out of the clifis, and began their air-dance for the day; 
the jerboa hopped stealthily homeward on his stilts from his 
stolen meal in the monastery garden ; the brown sand-lizards 
underneath the stones opened one eyelid each, and having satis- 
fied themselves that it was day, dragged their bloated bodies 
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and whip-like tails out into the most burning patch of gravel 
which thej could find, and nestling together as a further pro- 
tection against cold, fell fast asleep again; the buzzard, who 
considered himself lord of the valley, awoke with a long queru- 
lous bark, and rising aloft in two or three vast rings, to stretch 
himself after his night's sleep, hung motionless, watching every 
lark which chirruped on the cliflfe ; while firom the far-oflf Nile 
below, the awakening croak of pelicans, the clang of geese, the 
whistle of the godvnt and curlew, came ringing up the windings 
of the glen ; and last of all the voices of tibe monks rose chant- 
ing a morning hymn to some wild Eastern air ; and a new day 
had begun in Scetis, like those which went before, and those 
which were to follow after, week after week, year after year, of 
toil and prayer as quiet as its sleep. 

' What does that teach thee, Aufugus, my Mend ! * 

Arsenius was silent. 

' To me it teaches this : that Gt>d is light, and in Him is no 
darkness at alL That in His presence is life, and fulness of joy 
for evermore. That He is the giver, who delights in His own 
bounty ; the lover, whose mercy is over all His works — and 
why not over thee, too, thou of little feith ! Look at those 
thousand birds — and without our Father not one of them shall 
fall to the ground : and art thou not of more value than many 
sparrows, thou for whom Grod sent His Son to die ! . . . . Ah, 
my Mend, we must look out and around to see what Gk)d is 
like. It is when we persist in turning our eyes inward, and 
prying curiously over our own imperfections, that we learn 
to make a God after our own image, and fancy that our own 
darkness and hardness of heart are the patterns of His light 
and love.' 

*• Thou speakest rather as a philosopher than as a penitent 
Catholic. For me, I feel that I want to look more, and not 
less, inward. Deeper self-examination, completer abstraction, 
than I can attain even here, are what I crave for. I long — 
forgive me, my Mend — but I long more and more, daily, for the 
solitary life. This earth is accursed by man's sin : the less w 
see of it, it seems to me, the better.' 

' I may speak as a philosopher, or as a heathen, for aught I 
know : yet it seems to me that, as they say, the half loaf is better 
than none ; that the wise man will make the best of what he 
has, and throw away no lesson because the book is somewhat 
torn and soiled. The earth teaches me thus far already. Shall 
I shut my eyes to those invisible things of God which are 
clearly nuuiifested by the things which are made^ because some 

K 
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day they will be more clearly manifested than now I But as 
for more abstraction, are we so worldly here in Scetis ? ' 

* Nay, my friend, each man has surely his vocation, and for 
each some peculiar method of life is more edifying than another. 
In my case, the habits of mind which I acquired in the world 
will cling to me in spite of myself even here. I cannot help 
watching the doings of others, studying their characters, plan- 
ning and plotting for them, trying to prognosticate their future 
fate. Not a word, not a gesture of this our little family, but 
turns iway my mind from the one thing needful.* 

* At I do you fancy that the anchorite in his cell has fewei 
distrac onsT 

*Whht can he have but the supply of the mere necessary 
wants of life 1 and them, even, he may abridge to the gathering 
of a few roots and herbs. Men have lived like the beasts 
already, Ihat they might at the same time live like the angels — 
and why should not I also ? ' 

* And ihou art the wise man of the world — the student of the 
hearts ol* others — ^the anatomizer of thine own 1 Hast thou not 
found out that, besides a craving stomach, man carries with him 
a corrupt heart ! Many a man I have seen who, in his haste to 
fly from the fiends without him, has forgotten to close the door 
of his heart against worse fiends who were ready to harbour 
within hinu Many a monk, friend, changes his place, but not 
the anguish of his souL I have known those who, driven to 
feed on their own thoughts in solitude, have desperately cast 
themselves from cliffs, or ripped up their own bodies, in the 
longing to escape from thoughts, from which one companion, 
one kindlj voice, might have delivered them. I have known 
those, too, vfho have been so puffed up by those very penances 
which wei^ meant to humble them, that they have despised 
all means I'f grace, as though they were already perfect, and 
refusing even the Holy Eucharist, have lived in self-glorying 
dreams and visions suggested by the evil spirits. One such I 
knew, who, in the madness of his pride, refused to be counselled 
by any mortal man — saying that he would call no man master : 
and what befel him 1 He who used to pride himself on wan- 
dering a day's journey into the desert without food or drink, 
wno boasted that he could sustain life for three months at a 
time only on wild herbs and the Blessed Bread, seized with an 
inward fire, fled from his cell back to the theatres, the circus, 
and the taverns, and ended his miserable days in desperat<i 
gluttony, holding all things to be but phantasms, denying his 
''wn existence, and that of God himself.' 
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Arsemns shook bis head. 

'Be it so. Bat my case is different I haye yet moie to 
confess, my friend. Day by day I am more and more haunted 
by the remembrance of that world from which I fled. I know 
that if I letomed I should feel no pleasure in those pomps, 
which, even while I battened on them, I despised. Can I hear 
any more the voice of singing men and singing women; or 
discern any longer what I eat or what I drink 1 And yet— . 
the palaces of those seven hills, their statesmen and their gene- 
rals, their intrigues, their faUs, and their triumphs — for they 
might rise and conquer yet 1 — for no moment are they out of 
my imagination, — no moment in which they are not tempting 
me back to them, like a moth to the candle which has already 
scorched him, with a dreadful speU, which I must at last obey, 
wretch that I am, against my own will, or break by fleeing 
into some outer desert, from whence return will be impossible ! ' 

Pambo smiled. 

* Again, I say, this is the worldly-wise man, the searcher of 
hearts ! And he would fain flee from the little Laura, which 
does turn his thoughts at times from such vain dreams, to a 
solitude where he will be utterly unable to escape those dreama 
Well, friend ! — ^and what if thou art troubled at times by anxie- 
ties and schemes for this brother and for that 1 Better to be 
anxious for others than only for thyself. Better to have some- 
thing to love — even something to weep over — than to become 
in some lonely cavern thine own world, — perhaps, as more than 
one whom I have known, thine own God.' 

* Do you know what you are saying 1 ' asked Arsenius, in a 
startled tone. 

* I say, that by fleeing into solitude a man cuts himself off 
from all which makes a Christian man ; from law, obedience, 
fellow-help, self-sacrifice — from the communion of saints itself.' 

* How then r 

* How canst thou hold communion with those toward whom 
thou canst show no love 1 And how canst thou show thy love 
but by works of love ? * 

' I can, at least, pray day and night for all mankind. Has 
that no place— or rather, has it not the mightiest place — ^in the 
communion of saints?' 

* He who cannot pray for his brothers whom he does see, and 
whose sins and temptations he knows, will pray but dully, my 
friend Aufugus, for his brothers whom he does not see, or for 
anything else. And he who will not labour foi his brothers, 
the same will soon cease to pray for them, or love them either. 

% % 
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And then, what is written 1 " If a man love not his brother 
whom he hath seen, how will he love (rod whom he hath not 
seen?'" 

' Again, I say, do you know whither your argument leads ? ' 

' I am a plain man, and know nothing about arguments. If 
a thing be true, let it lead where it will, for it leads where God 
wiUs.' 

' But at this rate, it were better for a man to take a wife, and 
have children, and mix himself up in all the turmoil of carnal 
aflfections, in order to have as many as possible to love, and fear 
for, and work for.' 

Pambo.was silent for a while. 

*I am a monk, and no logician. But this I eay, that thou 
leavest not the Laura for the desert with my good will. I 
would rather, had I my wish, see thy wisdom installed some- 
where nearer the metropolis — at Troe or Canopus, for example 
— where thou mightest be at hand to fight the Lord's battles. 
Why wert thou taught worldly wisdom, but to use it for the 
good of the Church ? It is enough. Let us go.' 

And the two old men walked homeward across the valley, 
little guessing the practical answer which was ready for their 
argument in Abbot Pambo's cell, in the shape of a tall and 
grim ecclesiastic, who was busily satisfying his hunger with dates 
and millet, and by no means refusing the palm-wine, the sole 
delicacy of the monastery, which had been brought forth only in 
honour of a guest. 

The stately and courteous hospitality of Eastern manners, as 
well as the self-restraining kindliness of monastic Christianity, 
forbade the abbot to interrupt the stranger ; and it was not till 
he had finished a hearty meal that Pambo asked his name and 
errand. 

* My unworthiness is called Peter the Eeader. I come from 
Cyril, with letters and messages to the brother Aufugus.' 

Pambo rose, and bowed reverentially. 

* We have heard your good report, sir, as of one zealously 
affected in the cause of the Church Catholic. Will it please you 
to follow us to the cell of Aufugus 1 ' 

Peter stalked after them with a sufficiently important air to 
the little hut, and there taking from his bosom Cyril's epistle, 
handed it to Arsenius, who sat long, reading and re-reading with 
a clouded brow, while Pambo watched him with simple awe, not 
daring to interrupt by a question lucubrations which he con- 
sidered of imfathomable depth. 

'These are indeed the last days,' said Arsenius, at length. 
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* spoken of by the prophet, when many shall run to and fro. So 
Heraclian has actually sailed for Italy % ' 

'His armament was met on the high seas by Alexandrian 
merchantmen, three weeks ago.' 

' And Orestes hardens his heart more and more % * 

*Ay, Pharaoh that he is; or rather, the heathen woman 
hardens it for him.' 

'I always feaL'ed that woman above all the schools of the 
heathen,' said Arsenius. 'But the Count Heraclian, whom I 
always held for the wisest as well as the most righteous of men 1 
Alas ! — ^alas ! what virtue will withstand, when ambition enters 
the heart I ' 

* Fearful, truly,' said Peter, * is that same lust of power : but 
for him, I have never trusted him since he began to be indulgent 
to those Donatists.' 

* Too true. So does one sin beget another.' 

* And I consider that indulgence to sinners is the worst of all 
•ins whatsoever.' 

* Not of all, surely, reverend sir 1 ' said Pambo, humbly. But 
Peter, taking no notice of the interruption, went on to 
Arsenius — 

* And now, what answer am I to bear back from your wisdom 
to his holiness 1 ' 

* Let me see — let me see. He migbt — it needs consideration 
— I ought to know more of the state of parties. He has, of 
course, communicated with the African bishops, and tried to 
unite them with him i ' 

' Two months ago. But the stiff-necked schismatics are still 
jealous of him, and hold aloof.' 

' Schismatics is too harsh a term, my friend. But has he sent 
to Constantinople V 

'He needd a messenger accustomed to courts. It was pos- 
sible, he thought, that your experience might undertake the 
mission.' 

* Me ? Who am I ! Alas ! alas ! fresh temptation daily ! 
Let him send by the hand of whom he wilL .... And yet — 
were I — at least in Alexandria — I might advise from day to 

day I should certainly see my way clearer. .... And 

unforeseen chances might arise, too Pambo, my friend, 

thinkest thou that it would be sinful to obey the Holy 
Patriarch?' 

' Aha ! ' said Pambo, laughing, ' and thou art he who was for 
fleeing into the desert an hour agone ! And now, when once 
thou smellest the battle afar off, thou art pawing in the valley, 



Digitized by 



Googk 



134 HYPATIA. [chap. 

like the old war-horse. Go, and Grod be with thee I Thou 
wilt be none the worse for it. Thoii art too old to fall in love, 
too poor to buy a bishopric, and too righteous to have one 
given thee/ 

* Art thou in earnest ] ' 

* What did I say to thee in the garden % Go, and see our 
son, and send me news of him.' 

* Ah ! shame on my worldly-mindedness ! I had forgotten 
all this time to inquire for him. How is the youth, reverend 
sir?' 

* Whom do you mean 1 ' 

* Philammon, our spiritual son, whom we sent down to you 
three months ago,' said Pambo. * Kisen to honour he is, by 
this time, I doubt not % ' 

*He? He is gone!' 

* Gone ? ' 

* Ay, the wretch, with the curse of Judas on him. He had 
not been with us three days before he beat me openly in the 
patriarch's court^ cast off the Christian faith, and fled away to 
the heathen woman, Hypatia, of whom he is enamoured.' 

The two old men looked at each other with blank and horror- 
stricken faces. 

* Enamoured of Hypatia 1 ' said Arsenius, at last 

* It is impossible 1 ' sobbed Pambo. * The boy must have 
been treated harshly, unjustly ! Some one has wronged him, 
and he was accustomed only to kindness, and could not bear it. 
Cruel men that you are, and unfaithful stewards. The Lord 
will require the child's blood at your hands ! ' 

* Ay,' said Peter, rising fiercely, * that is the world's justice ! 
Blame me, blame the patriarch, blame any and every one but 
the sinner. As if a hot head and a hotter heart were not 
enough to explain it all ! As if a young fool had iiever before 
been bewitched by a fair face 1 ' 

* Oh, my friends, my friends,' cried Arsenius, * why revile 
each other without cause ? I, I only am to blame. I advised 
you, Pambo ! — I sent him — I ought to have known — what was 
I doing, old worldling that I am, to thrust the poor innocent 
forth into the temptations of Babylon ? This comes of all my 
schemings and my plottings! And now his blood will be on 
my head — as if I had not sins enough to bear already, I must 
go and add this over and above all, to sell my own Joseph, the 
son of my old age, to the Midianites ! Here, I will go with 
you — now — at once — I will not rest till I find him, clasp his 
knees till he pities my grey hairs ! Let Heraclian and Orestes 
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go their " 
Absalom, 
my 8on 1 ' 



go their way for aught I care — I will find him, I say. O 
Absalom, my sou ! would to God I had died for thee, my son I 



CHAPTEK XIL 

THE BOWBB OP A0RA8IA. 

THE house which Pelagia and the Amal had hired aftei 
their return to Alexandria, was one of the most splendid 
in the city. They had been now living there three months or 
more, and in that time Pelagia's taste had supplied the little 
which it needed to convert it into a paradise of lazy luxury. 
She herself was wealthy ; and her Gothic guests, overburdened 
with Roman spoils, the very use of which they could not under- 
stand, freely allowed her and her nymphs to throw away for 
them the treasures which they had won in many a fearful light. 
What matter? If they had enough to eat, and more than 
enough to drink, how could the useless surplus of their riches 
be better spent than in keeping their ladies in good humour) 
.... And when it was all gone .... they would go some- 
where or other — who cared whither? — and win more. The 
whole world was before them waiting to be plundered, and they 
would fulfil their mission, whensoever it suited them. In the 
meantime they were in no hurry. Egypt furnished in profusion 
every sort of food which could gratify palates fer more nice 
than theirs. And as for wine — ^few of them went to bed sober 
from one week's end to another. Could the souls of warriors 
have more, even in the halls of Valhalla % 

So thought the party who occupied the inner court of the 
house, one blazing afternoon in the same week in which Cyril's 
messenger had so rudely broken in on the repose of the Scetis. 

Their repose, at least, was still untouched. The great city 
roared without ; Orestes plotted, and Cyril counterplotted, and 
the fate of a continent hung — or seemed to hang — trembling in 
the balance ; but the turmoil of it no more troubled those lazy 
Titans within, than did the roll and rattle of the carriage- 
wheels disturb the parakeets and sunbirds which peopled, undei 
an awning of gilded wire, the inner court of Pelagia's house. 
Why should they fret themselves with it all 1 What was every 
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fresh riot, execution, conspiracy, bankruptcy, but a sign — that 
the fruit was growing ripe for the plucking 1 Even Heraclian's 
rebellion, and Orestes' suspected conspiracy, were to the younger 
and coarser Goths a sort of child's play, at which they could 
look on and laugh, and bet, from morning till night; while to 
the more cunning heads, such as Wulf and Smid, they were but 
signs of the general rottenness — new cracks in those great walls 
o^er which they intended, with a simple and boyish conscious* 
ness of power, to mount to victory when they chose. 

And in the meantime, till the right opening oflfered, what 
was there better than to eat, drink, and sleep) And certainly 
they had chosen a charming retreat in which )x> fulfil that lofty 
mission. Columns of purple and green porphjTy, among which 
gleamed the white limbs of delicate statues, surrounded a basin 
of water, fed by a perpetual jet, which sprinkled with cool 
spray the leaves of the oranges and mimosas, mingling its mur- 
murs with the warblings of the tropic birds which nestied among 
the branches. 

On one side of the fountain, under the shade of a broad- 
leaved palmetto, lay the Amal's mighty limbs, stretched out on 
cushions, his yellow hair crowned with vine-leaves, his hand 
grasping a golden cup, which had been won from Indian Rajahs 
by Parthian Chosroos, from Chosroos by Eoman generals, from 
Eoman generals by the heroes of sheepskin and horsehide ; 
while Pelagia, by the side of the sleepy Hercules-Dionysos, lay 
leaning over tie brink of the fountain, lazily dipping her fingers 
into the water, and basking, like the gnats which hovered over 
its surface, in the mere pleasure of existence. 

On the opposite brink of the basin, tended each by a dark- 
eyed Hebe, who filled the wine-cups, and helped now and then 
to empty them, lay the especial friends and companions in arms 
of the Amal, Goderic the son of Ermenric, and Agilmund the 
son of Cniva, who both, like the Amal, boasted a descent from 
gods ; and last, but not least, that most important and all but 
sacred personage, Smid the son of TroU, reverenced for cimning 
beyond the sons of men ; for not only could he make and mend 
all matters, fi*om a pontoon bridge to a gold bracelet, shoe 
horses and doctor them, charm all diseases out of man and 
beast, carve runes, interpret war-omens, foretel weather, raise 
the winds, ami, finally, conquer in the battle of mead-horns all 
except Wulf the son of Ovida; but he had actually, durmg a 
sojourn among the half-civilized Msesogoths, picked up a fair 
share of Latin and Greek, and a rough knowledge of reading 
and writing. 
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A few yards off lay old Wulf upon his back, his knees in 
the air, his hands crossed behind his head, keeping up, even in 
his sleep, a half-conscious comment of growls on the follow- 
ii^ intellectual conversation : — 

* Noble wine this, is it not V 

' Perfect. Who bought it for us ?' 

' Old Miriam bought it, at some great tax-farmer*8 sale. The 
fellow was bankrupt, and Miriam said she got it for the half 
what it was worth.' 

* Serve the penny-turning rascal right. The old vixen-fox 
look care, Til warrant her, to get her profit out of the bargain.' 

* Never mind if she did. We can afford to pay like men, if 
we earn like men.' 

' We shan't afford it long, at this rate,' growled Wulf. 

' Then we'll go and earn more. I am tired of doing nothing.' 

' People need not do nothing, unless they choose,' said Gknleric. 
* Wulf and I had coursing fit for a king, the other morning on 
the sand-hills. I had had no appetite for a week before, and I 
have been as sharp-set as a Danube pike ever since.' 

' Coursing ! What, with those long-legged brush-tailed brutes, 
like a fox upon stilts, which the prefect cozened you into 
buying.' 

* All I can say is, that we put up a herd of those — ^what 
do they call them here— deer with goat's horns!' 

* Antelopes?' 

' That's it — and the curs ran into them as a falcon does into 
a skein of ducks. Wulf and I galloped and galloped over those 
accursed sand-heaps till the horses stuck fast ; and when they 
got their wind again, we found each pair of dogs with a deer 
down between them — and what can man want more, if he 
cannot get fighting 1 You eat them, so you need not sneer.' 

* Well, dogs are the only things worth having, then, that 
this Alexandria does produce.' 

* Except fair ladies I' put in one of the girls. 

* Of course. I'll except the women. But the men 

* The what? I have not seen a man since I came here, except 
a dock-worker or two — priests and fine gentlemen they are all 
— and you don't call them men, surely ?' 

* What on earth do they do, beside riding donkeys V 

* Philosophize, they say.' 
'What's that?' 

' I'm sure I don't know ; some sort ol slave's quill-driving, I 
suppose.' 

' Pelagia ! do you know what philosophizing is ?' 
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* No — and I don't care.' 

' I do, quoth Agilmund, with a look of superior wisdom ; ' I 
saw a philosopher the other day.' 

* And what sort of thing was itT 

' I'll tell you. I was walking down the great street, there, 
going to the harbour ; and I saw a crowd of boys — men they 
call them here — going into a large doorway. So I asked ono of 
them what was doing, and the fellow, instead of answering me^ 
pointed at my legs, and set all the other monkeys laughing. So 
I boxed his ears, and he tumbled down.' 

* They all do so here, if you box their ears,' said the Amal, 
meditatively, as if he had hit upon a great inductive law. 

^ Ah,' said Pelagia, looking up with her most winning smile^ 
' they are not such giants as you, who make a poor little woman 
feel like a gazelle in the lion's paw !' 

*Well — it struck me that, as I spoke in Gothic, the boy 
might not have understood me, being a Greek. So I walked in 
at the door, to save questions, and see for myself. And there 
a fellow held out his hand — I suppose for money. So I gave 
him two or three gold pieces, and a box on the ear, at which he 
tumbled down of course, but seemed very well satisfied. So I 
walked in.' 

* And what did you seel' 

'A great hall, large enough for a thousand heroes, full of 
these Egyptian rascals scribbling with pencils on tablets. And 
at the farther end of it the most beautiful woman I ever saw — 
with right fair hair and blue eyes, talking, talking — I could not 
understand it; but the donkey-riders seemed to think it very 
fine ; for they went on looking first at her, and then at their 
tablets, gaping like frogs in drought And, certainly, she 
looked as fair as the sun, and talked like an ALruna-wife. Not 
that I knew what it was about, but one can see somehow, you 
know. — So I fell asleep ; and when I woke, and came out, I met 
some one who understood me, and he told me that it was the 
famous maiden, the great philosopher. And that's what I 
know about philosophy.' 

* She was very much wasted, then, on such soft-handed 
starvelings. Why don't she marry some herol' 

* Because there are none here to marry,' said Pelagia , * except 
some who are fast netted, I fancy, already.' 

* But what do they talk about, and tell people to do, these 
philosophers, Pelagia J' 

* Oh, they don't tell any one to do anything, — at least, if they 
do nobody ever does it, as far as I can see ; but they talk about 
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suns and stars, and right and wrong, and ghosts and spirits, and 
that sort of thing ; and about not enjoying oneself too much. 
Not that I ever saw that they were any happier than any one 
eke/ 

' She must have been an Alrona-maiden,' said Wulf, half to 
himsel£ 

' She is a very conceited creature, and 1 hate her,' said Pelagia. 

* I believe you,' said Wulf. 

' What is an Alruua-maiden V asked one of the girl& 

' Something as like you as a salmon is like a horse-leech. 
Heroes, will you hear a sagaT 

^ K it is a cool one,' said Agilmund ; * about ice, and pine- 
trees, and snow-storms. I shall be roasted brown in three davs 
more.' 

'Oh,' said the Amal, 'that we were on the Alps again 
for only two hours, sliding down those snow-dopes on our 
shields, with the sleet whistling about our ears! That was 
sport!' 

* To those who could keep their seal^' said (Joderic. * Who 
went head over heels into a glacier-crack, and was dug out of 
fifty feet of snow, and had to be put Inside a fresh-killed horse 
before he could be brought to life 1 ' 

* Not you, surely,' said Pelagia. * Oh, you wonderful creature ! 
what things you have done and suffered ! ' 

' Well/ said the Amal, with a look of stolid self-^atisflEu^tiony 
' I suppose I have seen a good deal in my time, eh f ' 

*Yes, my Hercules, you have gone through your twelve 
labours, and saved your poor little Hesiono after them all, 
when she was chained to the rock, for the ugly sea-monsters to 
eat; and she will cherish you, and keep you out of scrapes 
now, for her own sake;' and Pelagia threw her arms round the 
great bull-neck, and drew it down to her. 

* Will you hear my saga t ' said Wulf, impatiently. 

* Of course we will,' said the Amal ; * anything to pass the 
time.' 

* But let it be about snow,' said Agilmund. 
' Not about Alruna-wivesi' 

* About them, too,' said Goderic ; ' my mother was one, so I 
must needs stand up for them.' 

* She was, boy. Do you be her son. Now hear. Wolves of 
the Goths!' 

And the old man took up his little lute, or as he would pro- 
bably have called it, 'fidel,' and began chanting, to his own 
accompaniment. 
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Orer the camp fires 

Drank I with heroes, 

Under the Donau bank 

"Warm in the snow-trenchi 

Sagamen heard I there, 

Men of the Longbeards, 

Canning and ancient, 

Honey-sweet-voiced. 

Scaring the wolf-cub, 

Scaring the horn-owl out. 

Shaking the snow-wreaths 

Down fiom the pine-boughs. 

Up to the star-roof 

Ran^ out their song. 

Singmg how Winil men 

O^ar the icefloes 

Sledging from Scanland oil 

On me unto Scoring ; 

Singing of Oambara 

Freya's beloved. 

Mother of Ayo, 

Mother of Ibor. 

Singing of Wendel men, 

Ambri and Assi ; 

How to the Winilfolk 

"Went they with war-words — 

* Few are ye, strangers. 

And many are we ; 

Pay us now toll and fee, 

Clothyam, and rings, and beevo? , 

Else at the raven's meal 

Bide the sharp bill's doom.' 

Clutching the dwarfs' work tiien. 

Clutching the bullock's shell, 

Girding grey iron on, 

Forth fared the Winils all, 

Fared the Alruna's sons, 

Ayo and Ibor. 

JSlsA of heart stalked they : 

Loud wept the women all, 

Loud the Alruna-wife ; 

Sore was their need. 

Out of the morning land, 
Over the snowdrifts. 
Beautiful Freya came. 
Tripping to Scoring. 
"White were the moorlands, 
And frozen before her ; 
But green were the moorland* 
And blooming behind her. 
Out of her golden locks 
Shaking the spring flowers. 
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Ont of her gannents 

Shaking the south wind, 

Aronndin the birches 

Awaking the throstles, 

And making chaste housewives idl 

Long for their heroes home. 

Loving and love-giving, 

Came she to Scoring. 

Came unto Gambara» 

Wisest of Valas— 

* Vala, why weepest thou I 
Far in the wide-blue, 
High up in the Elfin-home^ 
Heard I thy weeping.' 

* Stop not my weeping. 
Till one can fight seven. 
Sons have I, heroes tall, 
First in the sword-play ; 

This day at the Wendels' haiii* 
Eagles must tear them ; 
While their mothers, thrall-wearr. 
Must grind for the Weiide)?* ' 

Wept the Alruna-wife ; 
Kissed her fair Freya — 

* Far off in the morning UbaI 
High in Valhalla, 

A window stands open, 

Its sill is the snow-peaks^ 

Its posts are the water-spou-cs, 

Storm-rack its lintel, 

Gk)ld cloud-flakes above it 

Are piled for the roofing. 

Far u^ to the Elfin-home, 

Hi^h m the wide-blue. 

Smdes out each morning theiiod 

Odin Allfather; 

From under the cloud-eaves, 

Smiles out on the heroes. 

Smiles out on chaste housewives ail. 

Smiles on the brood-mares, 

Smiles on the smith's work : 

And theirs is the sword-luck. 

With them is the glory — 

So Odin hath sworn it — 

Who first in the morning 

Shall meet him and greet him.* 

Still the Alruna wept— 

* Who then shall greet him f 
Women alone are here : 

Far on the moorlands 
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Rehind the war-lindenfl, 
In vain for the biirs doom 
Watch Winil heroes all, 
One against seyen.' 

Sweetly the Queen laughed— 

* Hear thou my counsel now ; 
Take to thee cunning, 
Beloved of Freya. 

Take thou thy women-folk, 

Maidens and wives : 

Over your ankles 

Lace on the white war-hose ; 

Over your bosoms 

Link up the hard mailnets ; 

Over your lips 

Plait long tresses with cunning;-- 

So war-beasts full-bearded 

King Odin shall deem you, 

When oflf the grey sea- beach 

At sunrise ye greet him.* 

Night* s son was driving 
His golden-haired horses up ; 
Over the Eastern firths 
Hich flashed their manes. 
Smiled from the cloud-eavee ooi 
AUfather.Odin, 
Waiting the battle-sport : 
Freya stood by him. 

* Who are these heroes tall — 
Lusty-limbed Longbeards ? 
Over the swans* bath 

Why cry they to me ? 
Bones shoula be crashing fast» 
Wolves should be full-fed, 
Wliere'er such, mad-hearted, 
Swing hands in the sword-plaj/ 

Sweetly laughed Freya— 

A name thou hast given them-- 

Shames neither thee nor them. 

Well can they wear it. 

Give them the victory, 

First have they ^eeted thee; 

Give them the victory, 

Yokefelow mine ! 

Maidens and wives are thess- - 

Wives of the Winils; 

Few are their heroes 

And far on the war-road, 

So over the swans' bath 

They cry unto tiiee. ' 
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Royally laughed he then ; 
Dear was that craft to him, 
Odin Allfather, 
Shading the clouds. 
Cunnbig are women all, 
Bold and importunate ! 
Longbeards their name shall be, 
Ravens shall thank them : 
Where the women are heroes, 
What must the men be like ? 
Theirs is the victory ; 
No need of me r* 

' There !' said Wulf^ when the song was ended ; ^ is that cool 
enough for youT 

* Rather too cool ; eh, Pelagia f said the Amal, laughing. 

' Ay/ went on the old man, bitterly enough, * such were your 
mothers ; and such were your sisters ; and such your wives 
must be, if you intend to last much longer on the face of the 
earth — women who care for something better than good eating, 
strong drinking, and soft lying.' 

' Ail very true, Prince Wulf,' said Agilmund, * but I don't 
like the saga after all. It was a great deal too like what Pelagia 
here says those philosophers talk about — right and wrong, and 
that sort of thing.' 

' I don't doubt it.' 

' Now I like a really good saga, about gods and giants, and 
the fire kingdoms and the snow kingdoms, and the .^^ir making 
men and women out of two sticks, and all that.' 

' Ay,' said the Amal, ' something like nothing one ever saw in 
one's life, all stark mad and topsy-turvy, like one's dreams when 
one has been drunk ; something grand which you cannot un- 
derstand, but which sets you thinking over it all the morning 
after.' 

* Well,' said Goderic, * my mother was an Alruna- woman, so 
I will not be the bird to foul its own nest. But I Uke to hear 
about wild beasts and ghosts, ogres, and fire-drakes, and nicors 
— something that one could kill if one had a chance, as one's 
fathers had.' 

* Your fathers would never have killed nicors,' said Wulf^ * if 
they had been * 



* This punning legend may he seen in Paul Wam^frid's Oesta Langohar- 
dUjrwm. The metre and language are intended as imitations of those of 
the earlier Eddaic poems. 
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* like us — I know/ said the Amal. * Now tell me, prince, 
you are old enough to be our father ; and did you ever see a 
nicer 1' 

* My brother saw one, in the Northern sea, three fathoms 
long, with the body of a bison-bull, and the head of a cat, and 
the beard of a man, and tusks an ell long lying down on its 
breast, watching for the fishermen ; and he struck it with an 
arrow, so that it fled to the bottom of the sea, and never came 
up again.' 

* What is a nicer, Agilmund 1 ' asked one of the girls. 

* A sea-devil who eats sailors. There used to be plenty of 
them where our fathers came from, and ogres too, who came 
out of the fens into the hall at night, Vhen the warriors were 
sleeping, to suck their blood , and steal along, and steal along, 
and jump upon you — so ! ' 

Pelagia, during the saga, had remained looking into the 
fountain, and playing with the water-drops, in assumed indifer* 
ence. Perhaps it was to hide burning blushes, and something 
very like two hot tears, which fell unobserved into the ripple. 
Now she looked up suddenly — 

' And of course you have killed some of these dreadful crea- 
tures, Amalric 1 ' 

* I never had such good luck, darling. Our forefathers were 
in such a hurry with them, that by the time we were born, 
there was hardly one left./ 

* Ay, they were men,' growled Wulf. 

* As for me,' went on the Amal, * the biggest thing I evei 
killed was a snake in the Donau fens. How long was he, 
prince? You had time to see, for you sat eating your dinner 
and looking on, while he was trying to crack my bones.' 

* Four fathom,' answered Wulf 

* With a wild bviU lying by him, which he had just killed. I 
spoilt his dinner, eh, Wulf 1 ' 

* Yes,' said the old grumbler, mollified, * that was a right good 
fight.' 

* Why don't you make a saga about it, then, instead of about 
right and wrong, and such things 1 ' 

* Because I am turned philosopher. I shall go and hear that 
Alruna-maiden this afternoon.' 

' Well said. Let us go too, young men: it will pass the time^ 
at all events.' 

' Oh, no ! no 1 no ! do not 1 you shall not I ' almost shrieked 
Pelagia. 

* Why not, then, pretty one 1 ' 



Digitized by 



Googk 



XIII.] THS BOTTOM OF THE ABYSS. U5 

* She is a witch — she — 1 will never love yon again if yon 
dare to go. Your only reason is that Agihnund*8 report of her 
beauty.' 

*So? You are afraid of my liking her golden locks better 
than your black ones ? ' 

* I ? Afraid 1 ' A ad she leapt up, panting with pretty rage. 
'Come, we will go too — ^at once — and brave this nun, who 
fancies herseK too wise to speak to a woman, and too pure to 
love a man ! Look out my jewels ! Saddle my white mule ! 
We will go royally. We will not be ashamed of Cupid's livery, 
my girls----saflRron shawl and all ! Come, and let us see whether 
saucy Aphrodite is not a match after all for Pallas Athene and 
her owl ! * 

And she darted out of the cloister. 

The three younger men burst into a roar of laughter, while 
WuK looked with grim approval 

* So you want to go and hear the philosopher. Prince % ' said 
Smid. 

* Wheresoever a holy and a wise woman speaks, a warrior need 
not be ashamed of listening. Did not Alaric bid us spare the 
nuns in Rome, comrade? And though I am no Christian as 
he was, I thought it no shame for Odin's man to take their 
blessing ; nor will I to take this one's, Smid, son of TrolL' 



CHAPTER XIIL 

THE BOTTOM OF THE ABYSS. 

' TTERE am I, at last ! ' said Raphael Aben-Ezra to himself 
XX * Fairly and safely landed at the very bottom of the bot- 
tomless; disporting myself on the firm floor of the primeval 
nothing, and finding my new element, like boys when they 
bogin to swim, not so impracticable after all. No man, angel, 
or demon, can this day cast it in my teeth that I am weak 
enough to believe or disbelieve any phenomenon or theory in 
or concerning heaven or earth ; or even that any such heaven, 

earth, phenomena, or theories exist — or otherwise I 

trust that is a sufficiently exhaustive statement of my opinions 1 
.... I am certainly not dogmatic enough to deny^-or to 
assert either — that there are sensations .... far too numerous 
for comfort .... but as for proceeding any further, by induc- 
tion, deduction, analysis, or synthesis, I utterly «.lecline the 
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office of Araclme, and will spin no more cobwebs out of my 
own inside — if I have any. Sensations 1 What are they, but 
parts of oneself — if one has a self ! What put this child's fancy 
into one's head, that there is anything outside of one which pro- 
duces themi You have exactly similar feelings in your dreams, 
and you know that there is no reality corresponding to them — 
No, you don't ! How dare you be dogmatic enough to affirm 
that i Why should not your dreams be as real as your waking 
thoughts? Why should not your dreams be the reality, and 
your waking thoughts the dream ? What matter which ? 

* What matter, indeed ? Here have I been staring for years 
— unless that, too, is a dream, which it very probably is — at 
every mountebank " ism " which ever tumbled and capered on 
the philosophic tight-rope ; and they are every one of them dead 
dolls, wooden, worked with wires, which are petitiones principii. 
.... Each philosopher begs the question in hand, and then 
marches forward, as brave as a triumph, and prides himself — 
on proving it all afterwards. No wonder that his theory fits 
the universe, when he has first clipped the universe to fit his 
theory. Have I not tried my hand at many a one — starting, 
too, no one can deny, with the very minimum of clipping, .... 
for I suppose one cannot begin lower than at simple " I am I '* 
.... unless — which is equally demonstrable — at " I am not I." 
I recollect — or dream — ^that I offered that sweet dream, Hypatia, 
to deduce all things in Heaven and earth, from the Astronomies 
of Hipparchus to the number of plumes in an archangel's wing, 
from that one simple proposition, if she would but write me 
out a demonstration of it first, as some sort of wov <rrw for the 
apex of my inverted p3rramid. But she disdained .... people 
are apt to disdain what they know they cannot do . ..." It 
was an axiom," it was, " like one and one making two." .... 
How cross the sweet dream was, at my telling her that I did 
not consider that any axiom either, and that one thing and one 
thing seeming to us to be two things, was no more proof that 
they really were two, and not three hundred and sixty-five, 
than a man seeming to be an honest man, proved him not to be 
a rogue ; and at my asking her, moreover, when she appealed 
to universal experience, how she proved that the combined folly 
of all fools resulted in wisdom ! 

* " I am I " an axiom, indeed ! What right have I to say that 
I am not any one else 1 How do I know it 1 How do I know 
that there is any one else for me not to be 1 I, or rather some- 
thing feel a number of sensations, longings, thoughts, fancies 
— the great devil take them all — fresh ones every moment, and 
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each at war tooth and nail with all the rest ; and then on the 
strength of this infinite multiplicity and contradiction, of which 
alone I am aware, I am to be illogical enough to stand up, and 
say, " I by myself I ;" and swear stoutly that I am one thing, 
when all I am conscious of is the devil only knows how many 
things. Of all quaint deductions from experience, that is the 
quaintest I Would it not be more philosophical to conclude 
that I, who never saw or felt or heard this which I call myself 
am what I have seen, heard, and felt — and no more and no less 
— ^that sensation which I call that horse, that dead man, that 
jackass, those forty thousand two-legged jackasses who appear 
to be running for their lives below there, having got hold of 
this same notion of their being one thing each — as I choose to 
fancy in my foolish habit of imputing to them the same disease 
of thought which I find in myself— crucify the word! — ^The 
foUy of my ancestors — if I ever had any — prevents my having 
any better expression. .... Why should I not be all I feel- 
that sky, those clouds — ^the whole universe 1 Hercules I what a 
creative genius my sensorium must be ! — 1*11 take to writing 
poetry — a mock-epic, in seventy-two books, entitled, "The 
Universe ; or, Eaphael Aben-Ezra ; " and take Homer*s Margites 
for my model Homer's 1 Mine ! Why must not the Margites, 
like everything else, have been a sensation of my own 1 Hypatia 
used to say Homer's poetry was a part of her .... only she 
could not prove it ... . but I have proved that the Margites 
is a part of me ... . not that I believe my own proof — scep- 
ticism forbid! Oh, would to heaven that the said whole 
disagreeable universe were annihilated, if it were only just to 
settle by fair experiment whether any of master " I " remained 
when they were gone ! Buzzard and dogmatist I And how do 
you know that that would settle it 1 And if it did — why need 
it be settled ? . . . . 

* I dare say there is an answer pat for all this. I could write 
a pretty one myself in half an hour. But then I should not 
believe it ... . nor the rejoinder to that .... nor the 
demurrer to that again .... So .... I am both sleepy and 
hungry .... or rather, sleepiness and hunger are me. Which 
is it? Heigh-ho . . . .' and Raphael finished his meditation 
by a mighty yawn. 

This hopeftd oration was delivered in a fitting lecture-room. 
Between the bare walls of a doleful fire-scarred tower in the 
Campagna of Rome, standing upon a knoll of dry brown grass, 
ringed with a few grim pines, blasted and black with smoke ; 
there sat Raphael Aben-Ezra, working out the last formula of 

L 2 
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the great world problem — * Given Self ; to lind God.' Through 
the doorless stone archway he could see a long vista of the plain 
below, covered with broken trees, trampled crops, smoking 
villas, and all the ugly scars of recent war, far onward to the 
quiet purple mountains and the silver sea, towards which 
struggled, far in the distance, long dark lines of moving specks, 
flowing together, breaking up, stopping short, recoiling back to 
surge forward by some fresh channel, while now and then a 
glitter of keen white sparks ran through the dense black massea 
.... The Count of Africa had thrown for the empire of the 
world — and lost. 

* Brave old Sun ! ' said Eaphael, * how merrily he flashes off 
the sword-blades yonder, and never cares that every tiny sparkle 
brings a death-shriek after it I Why should he ? It is no 
concern of hi». Astrologers are fools. His business is to shine ; 
and on the whole, he is one of my few satisfactory sensations. 
How now ? This is questionably pleasant ! ' 

As he spoke, a column of troops came marching across the 
field, straight towards his retreat 

*If these new sensations of mine find me here, they will 
infallibly produce in me a new sensation, which will render all 
further ones impossible .... Weill What kinder thing 
could they do for me 1 . . . . Ay — ^but how do I know that 
they would do it ? What possible proof is there that if a two- 
legged phantasm pokes a hard iron-grey phantasm in among my 
sensations, those sensations will be my last 1 Is tbe fact of my 
turning pale, and lying still, and being in a day or tiivo converted 
into crow's flesh, any reason why I should not feel 1 And how 
do I know that would happen ) It seems to happen to certain 
sensations of my eyeball— or something else — who cares 1 which 
I call soldiers ; but what possible analogy can there be between 
what seems to happen to those single sensations called soldiers, 
and what may or may not really happen to all my sensations 
put together, which I call mel Should I bear apples if a 
phantasm seemed to come and plant me ? Then why should I 
die if another phantasm seemed to come and poke me in the 
ribs? 

* Still I don't intend to deny it .... I am no dogmatist 
Positively the phantasms are marching straight for my tower ! 
Well, it may be safer to run away, on the chance. But as for 
losing feeling,' continued he, rising and cramming a few moiddy 
crusts into his wallet, * that, like everything else, is past proof 
Why — if now, when I have some sort of excuse for fancying 
myself one thing in one place, I am driven mad with thfl 
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number of my sensations, what will it be when I am eaten, and 
turned to dust, and undeniably many things in many places. 
.... Will not the. sensations be multiplied by — unbe^ble ! 
I would swear at the thought, if I had anything to swear by ! 
To be transmuted into the sensoria of forty different nasty 
carrion crows, besides two or three foxes, and a large black- 
beetle ! I'll run away, just like anybody else .... if anybody 

existed. Come, Bran ! ' 

» « » • • 

* Bran ! where are you ; unlucky inseparable sensation of 
mine? Picking up a dinner already off these dead soldiers! 
Well, the pity is that this foolish contradictory taste of mine, 
while it makes me hungry, forbids me to follow your example. 
Why am I to take lessons from my soldier-phantasms, and not 
from my canine one 1 Illogical ! Bran ! Bran 1 ' and he went 
out and whistled in vain for the dog. 

* Bran ! unhappy phantom, who will not vanish by night or 
day, lying on my chest even in dreams ; and who would not 
even let me vanish, and solve the problem — though I don't 
believe there is any — why did you drag me out of the sea there 
at Ostial Why did you not let me become a whole shoal of 
crabs 1 How did you know, or I either, that they may not be 
very jolly fellows, and not in the least troubled with philosophic 
doubts? .... But perhaps there were no crabs, but only 
phantasms of crabs And, on the other hand, if the crab- 
phantasms give jolly sensations, why should not the crow- 
phantasms 1 So whichever way it turns out, no matter ; and 
I may as well wait here, and seem to become crows, as I cer- 
tainly shall do. — Bran! .... Why should I wait for herl 
What pleasure can it be to me to have the feeling of a four- 
legged, brindled, lop-eared, toad- mouthed thing always between 
what seem to be my legs 1 There she is 1 Where have you 
been, madam? Don't you see I am in marching order, with 
staff and wallet ready shouldered ? Come ! ' 

But the dog, looking np in his face as only dogs can look, 
ran toward the back of the ruin, and up to him again, and back 
again, until he followed her. 

* What's this ? Here is a new sensation with a vengeance ! 
Oh, storm and cloud of material appearances, were there not 
enough of you already, that you must add to your number 
these also? Bran! Bran ! Could you find no other day in the 
year but this, whereon to present my ears with the squeals of 
— one — two — three — nine blind puppies ?'.... 

Bran answered by rushing into the hole where her new 



Digitized by 



Googk 



150 HYP ATI A. [ciiAP. 

family lay tumbling and squalling, bringing out one in her 
mouth, and laying it at his feet. 

* Needless, 1 assure you. I am perfectly aware of the state of 
the case already. What ! another 1 Silly old thing ! — do you 
fancy, as the fine ladies do, that burdening the world with noisy 
likenesses of your precious self, is a thing of which to be proud 1 
Why, she's bringing out the whole litter ! . . . . What was I 
thinking of last ? Ah — the argument was self-contradictory, 
was it, because I could not argue without using the very terms 
which I repudiated. Well .... And — why should it not be 
contradictory 1 Why not 1 One must face that too, after alL 
Why should not a thing be true, and false also 1 What harm in 
a thing's being false ? What necessity for it to be tme 1 True 1 
What is truth ? Why should a thing be the worse for being 
illogical 1 Why should there be any logic at all 1 Did I ever 
see a little beast flying about with ** Logic" labelled on its back 1 
What do I know of it, but as a sensation of my own mind — if 
I have any 1 What proof is that that I am to obey it, and not 
it me ? If a flea bites me, I get rid of that sensation ; and if 
logic bothers me, I'll get rid of that too. Phantasms must be 
taught to vanish courteously. One's only hope of comfort lies 
in kicking feebly agaiost the tyranny of one's own boring 
notions and sensations — every philosopher confesses that — and 
what god is logic, pray, that it is to be the sole exception ? . . . 
What, old lady ? I give you fair warning, you must choose this 
day, like any nun, between the ties of family and those of duty.' 

Bran seized him by the skirt, and pulled him down towards 
the puppies ; took up one of the puppies and lifted it towards 
him ; and then repeated the action with another. 

* You unconscionable old brute ! You don't actually dare to 
expect me to carry your puppies for you ? ' and he turned to go. 

Bran sat down on her tail, and began howling. 

* Farewell, old dog ! you have been a pleasant dream after alL 
.... But if you will go the way of all phantasms ' . . . . And 
he walked away. 

Bran ran with him, leaping and barking ; then recollected 
her family and ran back ; tried to bring them, one by one, in 
her mouth, and then to bring them all at once j and failing sat 
down and howled. 

* Come, Bran ! Come, old girl ! ' 

She raced halfway up to him ; then halfway back again to 
the puppies ; then towards him again : and then suddenly gave 
it up, and dropping her tail, walked slowly back to the blind 
suppliants, with a deep reproachful growL 
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******!' said Raphael, with a mighty oath; 'you are 
right after all ! Here are nine things come into the world ; 
phantasms or not, there it is ; I can't deny it. They are some- 
thing, and you are something, old dog ; or at least like enough 
to something to do instead of it ; and you are not I, and as good 
as I, and they too, for aught I know, and have as good a right 
to Jive as I ; and by the seven planets and all the rest of it, TU 
carry them ! * 

And he went back, tied up the puppies in his blanket, and 
set forth, Bran barking, squeaking, wagging, leaping, running 
between his legs and upsetting him, in her agonies of joy. 

* Forward ! Whither you will, old lady ! The world is 
wide. You shall be my guide, tutor, queen of philosophy, for 
the sake of this mere common sense of yours. Forward, you 
new Hypatia ! I promise you I will attend no lectures but 
yours this day ! ' 

He toiled on, every now and then stepping across a dead 
body, or clambering a wall out of the road, to avoid some 
plunging, shrieking horse, or obscene knot of prowling camp 
foflowers, who were already stripping and plundering the slain. 
.... At last, in front of a large villa, now a black and smoking 
skeleton, he leaped a wall, and found himself landed on a heap 
of corpses .... They were piled up against the garden fence 
for many yards. The struggle had been fierce there some three 
hours before. 

* Put me out of my misery ! In mercy kill me ! ' moaned a 
voice beneath his feet. 

Eaphael looked down ; the poor wretch was slashed and 
mutilated beyond all hope. 

* Certainly, friend, if you wish it,* and he drew his dagger. 
The poor fellow stretched out his throat, and awaited the stroke 
with a ghastly smile. Raphael caught his eye ; his heart failed 
him, and he rose. 

* What do you advise, Bran ? ' But the dog was far ahead, 
leaping and barking impatiently. 

*I obey,* said Raphael; and he followed her, while the 
wounded man called piteously and upbraidingly after him. 

* He will not have long to wait. Those plunderers will not 

be as squeamish as I Strange, now ! From Armenian 

reminiscences I should have fancied myself as free from such 
tender weakness as any of my Canaanite-slaying ancestors. 
.... And yet by some mere spirit of contradiction, I couldn't 
kill that fellow, exactly because he asked me to do it ... . 
J\eXB is more in that than will fit into the great inverted pyramid 
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of "I am I.*' . . . . Nt\rer mind, let me get the dog's lessons by 
heart first. What next, Bran 1 Ah ! Could one believe the 
transformation 1 Why this is the very trim villa which I 
passed yesterday morning, with the garden-chairs standing 
among the flower-beds, just as the young ladies had left them, 
and the peacocks and silver pheasants running about, wondering 
why their pretty mistresses did not come to feed them. And 
here is a trampled mass of wreck and corruption for the girls 
to find, when they venture back from Kome, and complain how 
horrible war is for breaking down all their shrubs, and how 
cruel soldiers must be to kill and cook all their poor dear tame 
turtle-doves ! Why not 1 Why should they lament over other 
things — which they can just as little mend — and which perhaps 
need no more mending 1 Ah ! there lies a gallant fellow under- 
neath that fruit-tree ! ' 

Eaphael walked up to a ring of dead, in the midst of which 
lay, half-sitting against the trunk of the tree, a tall and noble 
officer, in the first bloom of manhood. His casque and armour, 
gorgeously inlaid with gold, were hewn and battered by a hun- 
dred blows ; his shield was cloven through and through ; his 
sword broken in the stiffened hand which grasped it still. Cut 
off from his troop, he had mauie his last stand beneath the tree, 
knee-deep in the gay summer flowers, and there he lay, be- 
strewn, as if by some mockery — or pity— of mother nature, 
with faded roses, and golden fruit, shaken from off the boughs in 
that last deadly struggle. Raphael stood and watched him with 
a sad sneer. 

* Well ! — ^you have sold your fancied personality dear ! How 
many dead men 1 . . . . Nine .... Eleven ! Conceited fel- 
low ! Who told you that your one life was worth the eleven 
which you have taken V 

Bran went up to the corpse — perhaps from its sitting posture 
fancying it still living — smelt the cold cheek, and recoiled with 
a mournful whine. 

* Eh ? That is the right way to look at the phenomena, is 
it? Well, after all, I am sorry for you .... almost like 
you. .... All your wounds in front, as a man's should be. 
Poor fop ! Lais and Thais will never curl those dainty ringlets 
for you again ! What is that bas-relief upon your shield 1 
Venus receiving Psyche into the abode of the gods ! . . . . 
Ah ! you have found out all about Psyche's wings by this time. 
.... How do I know that 1 And yet, why am I, in spite of 
my common sense — if I have any — talking to you as you, and 
liking you, and pitying you, if you are nothing now, and pro- 
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bably never were anything 1 Bran ! What right had you to 
pity him without giving your reasons in due form, as Hypatia 
would have done 1 Forgive me, sir, however — whether you exist 
or not, I cannot leave that collar round your neck for these 
camp- wolves to convert into strong liquor.' 

And as he spoke, he bent down, and detached, gently enough, 
a magnificent necklace. 

* Not for myself, I assure you. like At^*s golden apple, it 
shall go to the fairest. Here, Bran ! , 

And he wreathed the jewels round the neck of the mastiff, 
who, evidently exalted in her own eyes by the burden, leaped 
and barked forward again, taking, apparently as a matter of 
course, the road back towards Ostia, by which they had come 
thither from the sea. And as he followed, careless where he 
went, he continued talking to himself aloud after the manner of 
restless self-discontented men. 

. . . . ' And then man talks big about his dignity and his 
intellect, and his heavenly parentage, and his aspirations after 
the unseen and the beautiful, and the infinite — and everything 
else unlike himself. How can he prove it 1 Why, these poor 
blackguards lying about are very fair specimens of humanity. — 
And how much have they been bothered since they were bom 
with aspirations after anything infinite, except infinite sour 
wine % To eat, to drink ; to destroy a certain number of their 
species ; to reproduce a certain number of the same, two-thirds 
of whom will die in infancy, a dead waste of pain to their 
mothers, and of expense to their putative sires .... and 

then what says Solomon ? What befiEds them befals beasts. 

As one dies, so dies the other ; so that they have all one breath, 
and a man has no pre-eminence over a beast ; for all is vanity. 
All go to one place ; all are of the dust, and turn to dust again. 
Who knows that the breath of man goes upward, and that the 
breath of the beast goes downward to the earth ? Who, indeed, 
my most wise ancestor 1 Not I, certainly. Eaphael Aben- 
Ezra, how art thou better than a beast) What pre-eminence 
hast thou, not merely over this dog, but over the fleas whom 
thou so wantonly cursest? Man must painfully win house, 

clothes, fire A pretty proof of his wisdom, when every 

flea has the wit to make my blanket, without any labour of his 
own, lodge him a great deal better than it lodges me ! Man 
makes clothes, and the fleas live in them. .... Which is the 
wiser of the two 1 . . . . 

* Ah, but — man is fallen. .... Well — and the flea is not. 
So much better he than the man ; for he is what he was intended 



Digitized by 



Googk 



154 HYPATIA [cuAF 

to be, and so fulfils the very definition of virtue .... which 
no one can say of us of the red-ochre vein. And even if the 
old myth be true, and the man only fell, because he was set to 
do higher work than the flea ; what does that prove — ^but that 
he could not do it 1 

*But his arts and his sciences? .... Apagel The very 

sound of those grown-children's rattles turns me sick 

One conceited ass in a generation increasing labour and sorrow, 
and dying after all even as the fool dies, and ten million brutes 
and slaves, just where their forefathers were, and where their 
children will be after them, to the end of the farce. .... The 
thing that has been, it is that which shall be ; and there is no 
new thing under the sun 

* And as for your palaces, and cities, and temples .... look 
at this Campagna, and judge. Flea-bites go down after a while 
— and so do they. What are they but the bumps which we 
human fleas make in the old earth's skin ) . . . . Make them ? 

We only cause them, as fleas cause flea-bites What are 

all the works of man, but a sort of cutaneous disorder in this 
unhealthy earth-hide, and we a race of larger fleas, running 
about among its fur, which we call trees ] Why should not the 
earth be an animal ? How do I know it is not % Because it is 
too big 1 Bah ! What is big, and what is little 1 Because it 
has not the shape of one 1 . . . . Look into a fisherman's net, 
and see what forms are there! Because it does not speak) 
.... Perhaps it has nothing to say, being too busy. Perhaps 

it can talk no more sense than we In both cases it 

shows its wisdom by holding its tongue. Because it moves in 
one necessary direction ) . . . . How do I know that it does ) 
How can I tell that it is not flirting with all the seven spheres 
at once, at this moment ? But if it does — so much the wiser of 
it, if that be the best direction for it. Oh, what a base satire 
on ourselves and our notions of the fair and fitting, to say that a 
thing cannot be alive and rational, just because it goes steadily 
on upon its own road, instead of skipping and scrambling fan- 
tastically up and down without method or order, like us and the 
fleas, from the cradle to the grave ! Besides, if you grant, with 
the rest of the world, that fleas are less noble than we, because 
they are our parasites, then you are bound to grant that we are 
less noble than the earth, because we are its parasites. .... 
Positively, it looks more probable than anything I have seen for 
many a day And, by-the-by, why should not earth- 
quakes, and floods, and pestilences, be only just so many ways 
which the cunning old brute eartix has of scratching herselj^ 
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when the hiiman fleas and their palace and city hites get too 
troublesome ) ' 

At a turn of the road he was aroused from this profitable 
meditation by a shriek^ the shrillness of which told him that it 
was a woman's. He looked up, and saw close to him, among 
the smouldering ruins of a farm-house, two ruffians driving 
before them a young girl, with her hands tied behind her, while 
the poor creature was looking back piteously after something 
among the ruins, and strugglmg in vain, bound as she was, to 
escape from her captors, and return. 

* Conduct unjustifiable in any fleas,— ^h. Bran 1 How do I 
know that^ though ) Why should it not be a piece of excellent 
fortune for her, if she had but the equanimity to see it ? Why 
— ^what will happen to her ? She will be tiien to Rome, and 

sold as a slave And in spite of a few discomforts in the 

transfer, and the prejudice which some persons have against 
standing an hour on the catasta to be handled horn head to foot 
in the minimum of clothing, she will most probably end in 
being far better housed, fed, bedizened, and pampered to hw 
heart's desire, than ninety-nine out of a hundred of her sister- 
fleas .... till she begins to grow old ... . which she must 

do in any case And if she have not contrived to wheedle 

her master out of her liberty, and to make up a pretty little 
purse of savings, by that time — why, it is her own fault Eh, 
Branl' 

But Bran by no means agreed with his view of the case ; for 
after watching the two ruMans, with her head stuck on one 
side, for a minute or two, she suddenly and silently, after the 
manner of mastiff, sprang upon them, and dragged one to the 
ground. 

* Oh ! that is the " fit and beautiful," in this case, as they say 
in Alexandria, is it 1 Well — I obey. You are at least a more 
practical teacher than ever Hypatia was. Heaven grant that 
there may be no more of them in the ruins 1 * 

And rushing on the second plunderer, he laid him dead with 
a blow of his dagger, and then turned to the first, whom Bran 
was holding down by the throat. 

* Mercy, mercy ! ' shrieked the wretch. * Life ! only life ! * 

* There was a fellow half-a-mile back begging me to kill him : 
with which of you two am I to agree? — for you can't both 
be right.' 

aife! Only life!' 

* A carnal appetite, which man muse learn to conquer,' said 
Raphael, as he raised the poniard In a moment it was 
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over, and Bran and he rose. — Where was the girl % She had 
rushed hack to the ruins, whither Raphael followed her j while 
Bran ran to the puppies, which he had laid upon a stone, and 
commenced her maternal cares. 

' What do you want, my poor girl ? ' asked he in Latin. * I 
will not hurt you' 

* My father ! My father ! ' 

He untied her hruised and swollen wrists ; and without 
stopping to thank him, she ran to a heap of fallen stones and 
beams, and began digging wildly with all her little strength, 
breathlessly calling * Father ! ' 

* Such is the gratitude of flea to flea ! What is there, now, 
in the mere fact of being accustomed to call another person 
father, and not master, or slave, which should produce such 
passion as that 1 . . . . Brute habit ! . . . . What services can 
the said man render, or have rendered, which make him worth 

Here is Bran! .... What do you think of that, my 

female philosopher?* 

Bran sat down and watched too. The poor girVs tender 
hands were bleeding from the stones, while her golden tresses 
rolled down over her eyes, and entangled in her impatient 
fingers : but still she worked frantically. Bran seemed suddenly 
to comprehend the case, rushed to the rescue, and began digging 
too, with all her might. 

Raphael rose with a shrug, and joined in the work. 



* Hang these brute instincts ! They make one very hot. 
What was that r 

A feeble moan rose from under the stones. A human limb 
was uncovered. The girl threw herself on the place, shrieking 
her father's name. Raphael put her gently back, and exerting 
his whole strength, drew out of the ruins a stalwart elderly man, 
in the dress of an ofl&cer of high rank. 

He still breathed. The girl lifted up his head and covered 
him with wild kisses. Raphael looked round for water ; found 
a spring and a broken sherd, and bathed the wounded man's 
temples till he opened his eyes, and showed signs of returning 
life. 

The girl still sat by him, fondling her recovered treasure, and 
bathing the grizzled face in holy tears. 

* It is no business of mine,' said Raphael. * Come, Bran ! * 
The girl sprang up, threw herself at his feet, kissed his hands, 

called Wm her saviour, her deliverer, sent by God. 
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' Kot in the least, my child. You must thank my teacher the 
dog, not me.' 

And she took him at his word, and threw her soft arms round 
Bran*8 neck ; and Bran understood it, and wagged her tail, and 
licked the gentlo face lovingly. 

' Intolerably absurd, all this ! ' said Raphael * I must be 
going. Bran.' 

* You will not leave us I You surely will not leave an old 
man to die here V 

* Why not ? What better thing could happen to him % * 

* Nothing,' murmured the officer, who had not spoken before. 

* Ah God ! he is my father ! ' 
*Welir 

* He is my father ! * 

* Weur 

* You must save him ! You shall, I say ! * And she seized 
Eaphael's arm in the imperiousness of her passion. 

He shrugged his shoulders : but felt, he knew not why, mar- 
vellously inclined to obey her. 

* I may as well do this as anything else, having nothing else 
to do. Whither now, sir ? * 

* Whither you wilL Our troops are disgraced, our eagles 
taken. We are your prisoners by right of war. We follow 
you.' 

* Oh my fortune ! A new responsibility ! Why cannot I 
stir, without live animals, from fleas upward, attaching them- 
selves to me ) Is it not enough to have nine blind puppies at 
my back, and an old brute at my heels, who will persist in 
saving my life, that I must be burdened over and above with 
a respectable elderly rebel and his daughter 1 Why am I not 
allowed by fate 'to care for nobody but myself? Sir, I give you 
both your freedom. The world Lb wide enough for us all I 
really ask no ransom.' 

* You seem philosophically disposed, my friend.' 

* I ? Heaven forbid ! I have gone right through that 
slough, and come out sheer on the other side. For sweeping 
the last lingering taint of it out of me, I have to thank, not 
sulphur and exorcisms, but your soldiers and their morn- 
ing's work. Philosophy is superfluous in a world where all are 
fools.' 

* Do you include yourself under that title 1 ' 

* Most certainly, my best sir. Don't fancy that I make any 
exceptions. If I can in any way prove my folly to you, I will 
do it.' 
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' Then help me and my daughter to Ostia.' 

* A very fair instance. Well — my dog happens t^ be going 
that way ; and, after all, you seem to have a sufficient share of 
human imbecility to be a very fit companion for me. I hope, 
though, you do not set up for a wise man ! * 

* God knows — no I Am I not of Heraclian's army ? ' 

* True; and the young lady, here, made herself so great a fool 
about you, that she actually infected the very dog.' 

* So we three fools will forth together.' 

' And the greatest one, as usual, must help the rest But I 
have nine puppies in my family already. How am I to carry 
you and them r 

* I will take them,' said the girl ; and Bran, after looking on 
at the transfer with a somewhat dubious face, seemed to satisfy 
herself that all was rights and put her head contentedly under 
the girl's hand. 

* Eh 1 You trust her, Bran ? * said Eaphael, in an undertone. 
'I must really emancipate myself from your instructions if 
you require a similar simplicity in me. Stay ! there wanders a 
mule without a rider; we may as well press him into the 
service.' 

He caught the mule, lifted the wounded man into the saddle, 
and the cavalcade set forth, turning out of the high-road into 
a by-lane, which the officer, who seemed to know the country 
thoroughly, assured him would lead them to Ostia by an unfre- 
quented route. 

* If we arrive there before sundown, we are saved,' said he. 

* And in the meantime,' answered Eaphael, ' between the dog 
and this dagger, which, as I take care to inform all comers, is 
delicately poisoned, we may keep ourselves clear of marauders. 
And yet, what a meddling fool I am ! ' he went on to himself. 
* What possible interest can I have in this uncircumcised rebeH 
The least evil is, that if we are taken, which we most probably 
shall be, I shall be crucified for helping him to escape. But 
even if we get safe off — here is a fresh tie between me and those 
very brother fleas, to be rid of whom I have chosen beggary 
and starvation. Who knows where it may end % Pooh ! The 
man is like other men. He is certain, before the day is over, 
to prove ungrateful, or attempt the mountebank-heroic, or give 
me some other excuse for bidding him good evening. And in 
the meantime, there is something quaint in the fact of finding 
so sober a respectability, with a young daughter too, abroad on 
this fool's errand, which really makes me curious to discover 
with what variety of flea I am to class him.' 
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But while Aben-Ezra was talking to himself about the father, 
he could not help, somehow, thinking about the daughter. 
Again and again he found himself looking at her. She was, 
undeniably, most beautifuL Her features were not as regu- 
larly perfect as Hypatia's, nor her stature so commanding ; but 
her face shone with a clear and joyful determination, and with 
a tender and modest thoughtfulness, such as he had never 
beheld before united in one countenance ; and as she stepped 
along, firmly and lightly, by her father's side, looping up her 
scattered tresses as she went, laughing at the struggles of her 
noisy burden, and looking up with rapture at her father's gra- 
dually brightening face, Raphael could not help stealing glance 
after glance, and was surprised to find them returned with a 
bright, honest, smiling gratitude, which met him full-eyed, as 
free from prudery as it was from coquetry. .... * A lady she 
is,' said he to himself; *but evidently no city one. There is 
nature — or something else, there, pure and unadulterated, with- 
out any of man's additions or beautitications.' And as he 
looked, he began to feel it a pleasure, such as his weaiy heart 
had not known for many a year, simply to watch her. .... 

'Positively there is a foolish enjoyment after all in making 
other fleas smile. .... Ass that I am I As if I had not drank 
all that ditch-water cup to the dregs years ago ! ' 

They went on for some time in silence, till the ofl&cer, turning 
to him — 

* And may I ask you, my quaint preserver, whom I would 
have thanked before but for this foolish fiBtintness, which is now 
going off, what and who you are ? ' 

* A flea, sir — a flea — ^nothing more.' 

* But a patrician flea, surely ; to judge by your language and 
manners ? * 

* Not that exactly. True, I have been rich, as the saying is ; 
I may be rich again, they tell me, when I am fool enough to 
choose.' 

* Oh if we were but rich I ' sighed the girL 

* You would be very unhappy, my dear young lady. Believe 
a flea who has tried the experiment thoroughly.' 

* Ah ! but we could ransom my brother ! and now we can find 
no money till we get back to Africa.' 

*And none then,' said the ofl&cer, in a low voice. *You 
forget, my poor child, that I mortgaged the whole estate to 
raise my legion. We must not shrink from looking at things 
as they are.' 

' Ah I and ho is prisoner ! he will be sold for a slave — 
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perhaps — ah ! perhaps crucified, for he is not a Roman I Oh, 
be will he crucified ! ' and she burst into an agony of weeping. 
.... Suddenly she dashed away her tears and looked up clear 
and bright once more. No ! forgive me, father ! Grod will 
protect his own ! ' 

* My dear young lady,* said Raphael, * if you really dislike 
such a prospect for your brother, and are in want of a few dirty 
coins wherewith to prevent it, perhaps I may be able to find 
i^ou them in Ostia.* 

She looked at him incredulously, as her eye glanced over his 
rags, and then, blushing, begged his pardon for her unspoken 
thoughts. 

* Well — as you choose to suppose. But my dog has been so 
civil to you already, that perhaps she may have no objection to 
make you a present of that necklace of hers. I will go to the 
Rabbis, and we will make all right ; so don't cry. I hate 
crying ; and the puppies are quite chorus enough for the present 
tragedy.' 

' The Rabbis ? Are you a Jew 1 ' asked the officer. 

* Yes, sir, a Jew. And you, 1 presume, a Christian : perhaps 
you may have scruples about receiving — your sect has generally 
none about taking — from one of our stubborn and unbelieving 
race. Don't be frightened, though, for your eonscience ; I 
assure you I am no more a Jew at heart than I am a Christian.' 

* God help you, then ! ' 

'Some one, or something, has helped me a great deal too 
much, for three-and-thirty years of pampering. But, pardon 
me, that was a strange speech for a Christian.' 

* You must be a good Jew, sir, before you can be a good 
Christian.' 

* Possibly. I intend to be neither — nor a good Pagan either. 
My dear sir, let us drop the subject. It is beyond me. If I 
can be as good a brute animal as my dog there — it being first 
demonstrated that it is good to be good — I shall be very well 
content' 

The officer looked down on him with a stately, loving sorrow. 
Raphael caught his eye, and felt that he was in the presence of 
no common man. 

' I must take care what I say here, I suspect, or 1 shall be 
entangled shortly in a regular Socratic dialogue .... And 
now, sir, may I return your question, and ask who and what 
are you ? I really have no intention of giving you up to any 
CflBsar, Antiochus, Tiglath-Pileser, or other flea-devouring flea 
.... They will fatten well enough without vour blood So I 
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oiilj ask as a student of the great nothing-in-general, which 
men call the universe.* 

* I was prefect of a legion this morning. What I am now, 
you know as well as L* 

* Just what I do not. I am in deep wonder at seeing your 
hilarity, when, hy all flea-analogies, you ought to be either 
behowling your fate like Achilles on the shores of Styx, or 
pretending to grin and bear it, as I was taught to do when I 
played at Stoicism. You are not of that sect certainly, for you 
confessed yourself a fool just now.' 

* And it would be long, would it not, before you made one of 
them do as much! Well, be it so. A fool I am ; yet, if Grod 
helps us as far as Ostia, why should I not be cheerful T 

* Why should you I" 

*What better thing can happen to a fool, than that God 
should teach him that he is one, when he fancied himself the 
wisest of the wise? Listen to mo, sir. Four months ago I 
was blessed with health, honour, lands, friends — all for which 
the heart of man could wish. And if, for an insane ambition, 
I have chosen to risk all those, against the solemn warnings of 
the truest friend, and the wisest saint, who treads this earth of 
God's — should I not rejoice to have it proved to me, even by 
such a lesson as this, that the friend who never deceived me 
before was right in this case too; and that the God who has 
checked and turned me for forty years of wild toil and warfare, 
whenever I dared to do what was right in the sight of my own 
eyes, has not forgotten me yet, or given up the thankless task 
of my education 1' 

* And who, pray, is this peerless friend 1 ' 
' Augustine of Hippo.' 

* Humph ! It had been better for the world in general, if 
the great dialectician had exerted his powers of persuasion on 
Heradian himself.' 

* He did so, but in vain.' 

' I don't doubt it. I know the sleek Count well enough to 
judge what effect a sermon would have ujipn that smooth 

vulpine determination of his '* An instrument in the 

hands of God, my dear brother Wo must obey His 

call, even to the death," &c. &c.' And Kapbael laughed bitterly. 

'You know the Countr 

* As well, sir, as I care to know any man.' 

* I am sorry for your eyesight, then, sir,' said the Prefect, 
severely, * if it has been able to discern no more than that in so 
august a character.' 

II 
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* ^y dear sir, I do not doubt his excellence — nay, his inspira- 
tion. How well he divined the perfectly lit moment for 
stabbing his old comrade Stilicho ! But really, as two men of 
the world, we must be aware by this time that every man has 
his price/ .... 

* Oh, hush! hush!* whispered the girL *You cannot guess 
how you pain him. He worships the Count. It was not 
ambition, as he pretends, but merely loyalty to him, which 
brought him here against his will.' 

' My dear madam, forgive me. For your sake I am silent.' . . . 

* For her sake! A pretty speech for me ! What next? ' said 
he to himself. * Ah, Bran, Bran, this is all your fault !' 

* For my sake 1 Oh, why not for your own sake ? fiow sad 
to hear one — one like you, only sneering and speaking evil!' 

* Why then ? If fools are fools, and one can safely call 
them so, why not do it ? ' 

'Ah — if God was merciful enough to send down His own 
Son to die for them, should w^e not be merciful enough not to 
judge their failings harshly]' 

* My dear young lady, spare a worn-out philosopher any new 
anthropologic theories. We really must push on a little faster, 
if we intend to reach Ostia to-night.' 

But, for some reason or other, Raphael sneered no more for 
a full half-hour. 

Long, however, ere they reached Ostia, the night had fallen; 
and their situation began to be more than questionably safe. 
Now and then a wolf, slinking across the road towards his 
ghastly feast, glided like a lank ghost out of the darkness, and 
into it again, answering Bran's growl by a gleam of his white 
teeth. Then the voices of some marauding party rang coarse 
and loud through the still night, and made them hesitate and 
stop a while. And at last, worst of all, the measured tramp of 
an imperial column began to roll like distant thunder along the 
plain below. They were advancing upon Ostia ! What if 
they arrived there before the routed ainiy could rally, and 
defend themselves long enough to re-embark ? . . . , What if — 
a thousand ugly possibilities began to crowd up. 

* Suppose we found the gates of Ostia shut, and the Imperial- 
ists bivouacked outside?' said Raphael half to himself. 

* God would protect His own,' answered the girl; and Raphael 
had no heart to rob her of her hope, though he looked upon 
their chances of escape as growing smaller and smaller every 
moment. The poor girl was weary ; the mule weary also ; and 
as they crawled along, at a pace which made it certain that the 
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f;ist passing column would be at Ostia an hour before ihem, to 
join the vanguard of the pursuers, and aid them in investing 
the town, she had to lean again and again on Eaphael's arm. 
Her shoes, unfitted for so rough a journey, had been long since 
torn off, and her tender feet were marking every step with 
blood. Eaphael knew it by her faltering gait; and remarked, 
too, that neither sigh nor murmur passed her lips. But as for 
helping her, he could not ; and began to curse the fancy which 
had led him to eschew even sandals as unworthy the self- 
dependence of a Cynic. 

And* so they crawled along, while Raphael and the Prefect, 
each guessing the terrible thoughts of the other, were thankful 
for the darkness which hid their despairing countenances from 
the young girl ; she, on the other hand, chatting cheerfully, 
almost laughingly, to her silent father. 

At last the poor child stepped on some stone more sharp 
than usual — and, with a sudden writhe and shriek, sank to the 
ground. Raphael lifted her up, and she tried to proceed, but 
sank down again What was to be done ? 

* I expected this,' said the Prefect, in a slow stately voice. 
* Hear me, sir! Jew, Christian, or philosopher, God seems to 
have bestowed on you a heart which I can trust. To your care 
I commit this girl — your property, like me, by right of war. 
Mount her upon this mule. Hasten with her — where you will 
— for God will be there also. And may -He so deal with you, 
as you deal with her henceforth. An old and disgraced soldier 
can do no more than die.' 

And he made an effort to dismount ; but fainting from his 
wounds, sank upon the neck of the mule. Raphael and his 
daughter caught him in their arms. 

* Father! Father! Impossible! Cmel! Oh — do you think 
that I would have followed you hither from Africa, against 
your own entreaties, to desert you nowT 

* My daughter, I command !' 
The girl remained firm and silent. 

* How long have you learned to disobey mo 1 Lift the old 
disgraced man down, sir, and leave him to die in the right 
place — on the battle-field where his general sent him.' 

The girl sunk down on the road in an agony of weeping. 
*I must help myself, I see,' said her father, dropping to the 
ground. 'Authority vanishes before old age and humiliation. 
Victoria! has your father no sins to answer for already^ that 
you will send him before his God with your blood too upon his 
head?' 

u 2 
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Still the girl sat weeping on the ground; while Eaphael, 
utterly at his wits' end, tried hard to persuade himself that it 
was no concern of his. 

' I am at the service of either or of both, for life or death ; 
only be so good as to settle it quickly .... Hell ! here it is 
settled for us, with a vengeance ! ' 

And as he spoke, the tramp and jingle of horsemen rang 
along the lane, approaching rapidly. 

In an instant Victoria had sprung to her feet — ^weakness and 
pain had vanished. 

* There is one chance — one chance for him ! Lift him over 
the bank, sir ! Lift him over, while I run forward and meet 
tliem. My death will delay them long enough for you to save 
him!' 

* Death % ' cried Kaphael, seizing her by the arm. * If that 
wjere all ' 

* God will protect His own,' answered she, calmly, laying bar 
finger on her lips; and then breaking from his grasp in the 
strength of her heroism, vanished into the night. 

Her father tried to follow her, but fell on his face, groaning. 
Baphael lifted him, strove to drag him up the steep bank : but 
his knees knocked together ; a faint sweat seemed to melt every 
limb .... There was a pause, which seemed ages long .... 
Nearer and nearer came the trampling .... A sudden gleam 
of the moon revealed 'Victoria standing with outspread arms, 
right before the horses* heads. A heavenly glory seemed to 
bathe her from head to foot .... or was it tears sparkling in 
his own eyesi .... Then the grate and jar of the horse-hoofs 
on the road, as they pulled up suddenly .... He turned his 
face away and shut his eyes .... 

* What are you?' thundered a voice. 

* Victoria, the daughter of Majoricus the Prefect.' 

The voice was low, but yet so clear and calm, that every 
syllable rang through Aben-Ezra's tingling ears. . . . 

A shout — a shriek — the confused murmur of many voices. 
.... He looked up, in spite of himself — a horseman had sprung 
to the ground, and clasped Victoria in his arms. The human 
heart of flesh, asleep for many a year, leaped into mad life 
within his breast, and drawing his dagger, he rushed into the 
throng — 

* Villains ! Hellhounds ! I will balk you ! She shall die 
first r 

And the bright blade gleamed over Victoria's head .... 
He was struck down — blinded — half-stunned — but rose again 
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with the energy of madness .... What was this 1 Soft arms 
around him .... Victoria's I 

* Save him ! spare him ! He ?aved us ! Sir I It is my 
brother 1 We are safe ! Oh, spare the dog ! It saved my 
fether !' 

* We have mistaken each other, indeed, sir ! ' said a gay young 
Tribune, in a voice trembling with joy. * Where is my father ? ' 

* Fifty yards behind. Down, Bran ! Quiet ! Oh Solomon 
mine ancestor, why did you not prevent me making such an 
egregious fool of myself 1 Why, I shall be forced, in self -justifi- 
cation, to carry through the farce!' 

There is no use telling what followed during the next 2lyq 
minutes, at the end of which time Eaphael found himself astride 
of a goodly war-hoi'se, by the side of the young Tribune, who 
carried Victoria before him. Two soldiers in the meantime 
were supporting the Prefect on his mule, and convincing that 
stubborn bearer of burdens that it was not quite so unable to 
trot as it had fancied, by the combined arguments of a drench 
of wine and two sword-points, while they heaped their general 
with blessings, and kissed his hands and feet. 

* Your father's soldiers seem to consider themselves in debt 
to him : not, surely, for taking them where they could best run 
away 1 ' 

* Ah, poor fellows ! ' said the Tribune ; * we have had as real 
a panic among us as I ever read of in Arrian or Polybius. 
But he has been a father rather than a general to them. It is 
not often that, out of a routed army, twenty gallant men will 
volunteer to ride back into the enemy's ranks, on the chance of 
an old man's breathing stilL' 

' Then you knew where to find us I ' said Victoria. 

* Some of them knew. And he himself showed us this very 
by-road yesterday, when we took up our ground, and told us it 
might be of service on occasion — and so it has been.' 

* But they told me that you were taken prisoner. Oh, the 
torture I have suffered for you ! ' 

* Silly child ! Did you fancy my father's son would be taken 
alive ) I and the first troop got away over the garden walls, and 
cut our way out into the plain, three hours ago.' 

' Did I not tell you,* said Victoria, leaning toward Raphael, 
' that God would protect His own % ' 

*You did,' answered he; and fell into a long and silent 
meditation. 
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CHAPTER XIY. 

THE BOCKS OF THE SIREXa 

THESE four months had been busy and eventful enough 
to Hypatia and to Philammon; yet the events and the 
business were of so gradual and uniform a tenour, that it is as 
well to pass quickly over them, and show what had happened 
principally by its effects. 

The robust and fiery desert- lad was now metamorphosed into 
the pale and thoughtful student, oppressed with the weight of 
careful thought and weary memory. But those remembrances 
were all recent ones. With his entrance into Hypatia*s lecture- 
room, and into the fairy realms of Greek thought, a new life 
had begun for him ; and the Laura, and Pambo, and Arsenius, 
seemed dim phantoms from some antenatal existence, which 
faded day by day before the inrush of new and startling 
knowledge. 

But though the friends and scenes of his childhood had fallen 
back so swiftly into the far horizon, he was not lonely. His 
heart found a lovelier, if not a healthier home, than it had ever 
known before. For during those four peaceful and busy months 
of study there had sprung up between Hypatia and the beautiful 
boy one of those pure and yet passionate friendships — call them 
rather, with St. Augustine, by the sacred name of love — which, 
fair and holy as they are when they link youth to youth, or girl 
to girl, reach their full perfection only between man and woman. 
The unselfish adoration with which a maiden may bow down 
before some strong and holy priest, or with which an enthu- 
siastic boy may cling to the wise and tender matron, who, amid 
the turmoil of the world, and the pride of beauty, and the cares 
of wifehood, bends down to him with counsel and encourage- 
ment — earth knows no fairer bonds than these, save wedded 
love itself. And that second relation, motherly rather than 
sisterly, had bound Philammon with a golden chain to the 
wondrous maid of Alexandria. 

From the commencement of his attendance in her lecture- 
room she had suited her discourses to what she fancied were his 
especial spiritual needs ; and many a glance of the eye towards 
him, on any peculiarly important sentence, set the poor boy's 
heart beating at that sign that the words were meant for him. 
But before a month was past, won by the intense attention 
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with wliich lie watched for every utterance of liers, she had 
persuaded her father to give him a place in the library as one ol 
his pupils, among the youths who were employed there daily in 
transcribing, as well as in studying, the authors then in fashion. 

She saw him at first but seldom — ^more seldom th&n she 
would have wished : but she dreaded the tongue of scandal, 
heathen as well as Christian, and contented herself with inquir- 
ing daily from her father about the progress of the boy. And 
when at times she entered for a moment the library, where he 
sat writing, or passed him on her way to the Museum, a look 
was interchanged, on her part of most gracious approval, and 
on his of adoring gi-atitude, which was enough for both. Her 
spell was working surely ; and she was too confident in her own 
cause and her own powers to wish to hurry that transformation 
for which she so fondly hoped. 

*He must begin at the beginning,' thought she to herself. 
* Mathematics and the Parmenides are enough for him as yet 
Without a training in the liberal sciences he cannot gain a faith 
worthy of those gods to whom some day I shall present him ; 
and I should find his Christian ignorance and fanaticism trans- 
ferred, whole and rude, to the service of those gods whose shrine 
is unapproachable save to the spiritual man, who has passed 
through the successive vestibules of science and philosophy.' 
• But soon, attracted herself, as much as wishing to attract 
him, she employed him in copying manuscripts for her own use. 
She sent back his themes and declamations, corrected with her 
own hand ; and Pliilammon laid them by in his little garret at 
Eudsemon's house as precious badges of honour, after exhibiting 
them to the reverential and envious gaze of the little porter. 
So he toiled on, early and late, counting himself well paid for a 
week's intense exertion by a single smile or word of approba- 
tion, and went home to pour out his soul to his host on the one 
inexhaustible theme which they had in common — Hypatia and 
her perfections. He would have raved often enough on the 
same subject to his fellow-pupils, but he shrank not only from 
their artificial city manners, but also from their morality, for 
suspecting which he saw but too good cause. He longed to go 
out into the streets, to proclaim to the whole world the treasure 
which he had found, and call on all to come and share it with 
him. For there was no jealousy in that pure love of his. 
Could he have seen her lavishing on thousands far greater 
favours than she had conferred on him, he would have rejoic/>rl 
in the thought that there were so many more blest beings upon 
earth, and have loved them all and every one as brothers, fo'* 



Digitized by 



Googk 



1C8 UrPATlA. IcuAP 

having deserved her notice. Her very beauty, when his first 
flush of wonder was past, he ceased to mention — ceased even to 
think of it. Of course she must be beautiful. It was her 
right ; the natural complement of her other graces : but it was 
to him only what the mother's smile is to the infant, the siin- 
light to the skylark, the mountain-breeze to the hunter — an 
inspiiing element, on which he fed unconsciously. Only when 
he doubted for a moment some especially startling or fanciful 
assertion, did he become really aware of the great loveliness of 
her who made it ; and then his heart silenced his judgment 
with the thought — Could any but true words come out of 
those perfect lips? — any but royal thoughts take shape within 
that queenly head 1 . . . . Poor fool ! Yet was it not natural 
enough ] 

Then, gradually, as she passed the boy, poring over his book, 
in some alcove of the Museum Gardens, she M'ould invite him 
by a glance to join the knot' of loungers and questioners who 
dangled about her and her father, and fancied themselves to be 
reproducing the days of the Athenian sages amid the groves of 
another Academus. Sometimes, even, she had beckoned him to 
her side as she sat in some retired arbour, attended only by her 
father ; and there some passing observation, earnest and personal, 
however lofty and measured, made him aware, as it was intended 
to do, that she had a deeper interest in him, a livelier sympathy 
for him, than for the many ; that he was in her eyes not merely 
a pupil to be instructed, but a soul whom she desired to educate. 
And those delicious gleams of sunlight grew more frequent and 
more protracted; for by each she satisfied herseK more and 
more that she had not mistaken either his powers or his sus- 
ceptibilities : and in each, whether in public or private^ Phil- 
ammon seemed to bear himself more worthily. For over and 
above the natural ease and dij^nity which accompanies physical 
beauty, and the modesty, seK-restraint, and deep earnestness 
which he had acquired under the discipline of the Laura, his 
Greek character was developing itself in all its quickness, 
subtlety, and versatility, until he seemed to Hypatia some young 
Titan, by the side of the flippant, hasty, and insincere talkers 
who made up her chosen circle. 

But man can no more live upon Platonic love than on the 
more prolific species of that common ailment ; and for the first 
month Philammon would have gone hungry to his couch full 
many a night, to lie awake from baser causes than philosophic 
meditation, had it not been for his magnanimous host, who 
never lost heart for a moment, either about himself or any 
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oiher human being. As for Fhilammon's going out with him 
to earn his bread, he would not hear of it Did he suppose 
that he could meet any of those monkish rascals in the street, 
without being knocked down and carried off by main force 1 
And beside, there was a sort of impiety in allowing so hopeful 
a student to neglect the * Divine Ineffable ' in order to supply 
the base necessities of the teeth. So he should pay no rent for 
his lodgings— positively none; and as for eatables — why, be 
must himself work a little harder in order to cater for both. 
Had not all his neighbours their litters of children to provide 
for, while he, thanks to the immortals, had been far too wise to 
burden the earth with animals who would add to the ugliness 
of their father the Tartarean hue of their mother 1 And after 
all, Philammon could pay him back when ho became a grait 
sophist, and made money, as of course he would some day or 
other ; and in the meantime, something might turn up — thin<{8 
were always turning up for those whom the gods favoured ; 
and besides, he had fully ascertained that on the day on which 
he first met Philammon, the planets were favourable, the 
Mercury being in something or other, he forgot what, with 
Helios, which portended for Philammon, in his opinion, a 
similar career with that of the glorious and devout Emperor 
Julian. 

Philammon winced somewhat at the hint ; which seemed t<; 
have an ugly verisimilitude in it : but still, philosophy he must 
learn, and bread he must eat ; so he submitted. 

But one evening, a few days after he had been admitted as 
Theon's pupil, he found, much to his astonishment, lying on the 
table in his garret, an undeniable glittering gold piece. He 
took it down to the porter the next morning, and begged him 
to discover the owner of the lost coin, and return it duly. But 
what was his surprise, when the little man, amid endless capers 
and gesticulations, informed him, with an air of mystery, that 
it was anything but lost; that his arrears of rent had been 
paid for him ; and that, by the bounty of the upper powers, a 
fresh piece of coin would be forthcoming every month I In vain 
Philammon demanded to know who was his benefactor. Eu- 
daemon resolutely kept the secret, and imprecated a whole 
Tartarus of unnecessary curses on his wife if she allowed her 
female garrulity — though the poor creature seemed never to 
open her lips from morning till night — to betray so great a 
mystery. 

Who was the unknown friend? There was but one person 
who could have done it And yet he dared not — the 
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thought was too delightful — think that it was she. It must 
have been her father. The old man had asked him more than 
once about the state of his purse. True, he had always returned 
evasive answers ; but the kind old man must have divined the 
truth. Ought he not — ^must he not — go and thank him ? No ; 
perhaps it was more courteous to say nothing. If he — she — 
for of course she had permitted, perhaps advised, the gift — had 
intended him to thank them, would they have so carefully 
concealed their own generosity? .... Be it so, then. Eut 
how would he not repay them for it ! How delightful to be in 
her debt for anything — for everything I Would that he could 
have the enjoyment of owing her existence itself 1 

So he took the coin, bought unto himself a cloak of the most 
philosophic fashion, and went his way, such as it was, rejoicing. 

But his faith in Christianity 1 What had become of that ? 

What usually happens in such cases. It was not dead ; but 
nevertheless it had fallen fast asleep for the time being. He 
did not disbelieve it; he would have been shocked to hear 
such a thing asserted of him : but he happened to be busy 
believing something else — ^geometry, conic sections, cosmogonies, 
psychologies and what not. And so it befel that he had not 
just then time to believe in Christianity. He recollected at times 
its existence ; but even then he neither affirmed nor denied it. 
When he had solved the great questions — those which Hypatia 
set- forth as the roots of all knowledge — how the Avorld was 
made, and what was the origin of evil, and what his own 
personality was, and — that being settled — whether he had one, 
with a few other preliminary matters, then it would be time to 
return, with his enlarged light, to the study of Christianity; 
and if, of course, Christianity should be found to be at variance 
with that enlarged light, as Hypatia seemed to think .... 
AVhy, then — ^What then] .... He would not think about 
such disagreeable possibilities. Sufficient for the day was the 
evil thereof. Possibilities? It was impossible Phi- 
losophy could not mislead. Had not Hypatia defined it, as 
man's search after the imseen ? And if he found the unseen by 
it, did it not come to just the same thing as if the unseen had 
revealed itself to him? And he must find it — for logic and 
mathematics could not err. If every step was correct, the 
conclusion must be correct also ; so he must end, after all, in the 
right path — that is, of course, supposing Christianity to be the 
right path — and return to fight the church's battles, with the 

sword which ho had wrested from Goliath the Philistine 

But he had not won the sword yet: and in the meanwhile, 
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learning was weary work ; and sufficient for the day was the 
good, as well as the evil, thereof. 

So, enabled by his gold coin each month to devote himself 
entirely to study, he became very much what Peter would have 
coarsely termed a heathen. At first, indeed, he slipped into 
the Christian churches, from a habit of conscience. But habits 
soon grow sleepy ; the fear of discovery and recapture made 
his attendance more and more of a labour. And keeping him- 
self apart as much as possible from the congregation, as a lonely 
and secret worshipper, he soon found himself as separate from 
them in heart as in daily life. He felt that they, and even 
more than they, those flowery and bombastic pulpit rhetoricians, 
who were paid for their sermons by the clapping and cheering 
of the congregation, were not thinking of, longing after, ihe 
same things as himself. Besides, he never spoke to a Christian; 
for the negress at his lodgings seemed to avoid him — ^whether 
from modesty or terror, he could not tell ; and cut off thus from 
the outward * communion of saints,* he found himseK fast 
parting away from the inward one. So he went no more to 
church ; and looked the other way, he hardly knew why, when- 
ever he passed the CaBsarenm ; and Cyril, and all his mighty 
oi'ganization, became to him another world, with which he had 
even less to do than with those planets over his head, whose 
mysterious movements, and symbolisms, and influences Hypatia's 
lectures on astronomy were just opening before his bewildered 
imagination. 

Hypatia watched all this with growing self-satisfaction, and 
fed herself with the dream that through Philammon she might 
see her wildest hopes realized. After the manner of women, she 
crowned him, in her own imagination, with all powers and 
excellences which she would have wished him to possess, as 
well as with those which he actually manifested, till Philammon 
would have been as much astonished as self- glorified could he 
have seen the idealized caricature of himself which the sweet 
enthusiast had painted for her private enjoyment. They were 
blissful months those, to poor Hypatia, Orestes, for some 
reason or other, had neglected to urge his suit, and the Iphigenia- 
sacrifice had retired mercifully into the background. Perhaps 
she should be able now to accomplish all without it. And yet 
— it was so long to wait I Years might pass before Philammon's 
education was matured, and with them golden opportunities 
Avhich might never recur again. 

* Ah 1 ' she sighed at times, * that Julian had lived a genera- 
tion later? That I could have brought all my hard-earned 
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treasures to the feet of the Poet of the Sun, and cried, " Taka 
me ! — Hero, warrior, statesman, sage, priest of the God of Light ! 
Take thy slave ! Command her — send her — to martyrdom, if 
thou wilt ! " A petty price would that have been wherewith to 
buy the honour of being the meanest of thy apostles, the fellow- 
labourer of lamblichus, Maximus, Libanius, and the choir of 
sages who upheld the throne of the last true Caesar I ' 



CHAPTER XV. 



NBFHELOCOCCUGUIA. 



HYPATIA had always avoided carefully discussing with 
Philammon any of those points on which she differed 
from his former faith. She was content to let the divine light 
of philosophy penetrate by its own power, and educe its own 
conclusions. But one day, at the very time at which this 
history re-opens, she was tempted to speak more openly to her 
pupil than she yet had done. Her father had introduced him, 
a few days before, to a new work of hers on Mathematics ; and 
the delighted and adoring look with which the boy welcomed 
her, as he met her in the Museum Gardens, pardonably tempted 
her curiosity to inquire what miracles her own wisdom might 
have already worked. She stopped in her walk, and motioned 
her father to begin a conversation with Philammon. 

* Well 1 * asked the old man, with an encouraging smile, * and 
how does our pupil like his new ' 

* You mean my conic sections, father ? It is hardly fair to 
expect an unbiassed answer in my presence.' 

* Why so ] ' said Philammon. * Why should I not tell you, 
as well as all the world, the fresh and wonderful field of thought 
which they have opened to me, in a few short hours 1 ' 

* What then 1 ' asked Hypatia, smiling, as if she knew what 
the answer would be. * In what does my commentary differ 
from the original text of ApoUonius, on which I have so faith- 
fully based it T 

* Oh, as much as a living body differs from a dead one. 
Instead of mere dry disquisitions on the properties of lines and 
curves, I found a mine of poetry and theology. Every dull 
mathematical formula seemed transfigured, as if by a miracle, 
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into the symbol of some deep and noble principle of the unseen 
world.' 

* And do you think that he of Perga did not see as much I 
or that we can pretend to surpass, in depth of insight, the sages 
of the elder world? Be sure that they, like the jwets, meant 
only spiritual things, even when they seem to talk only of 
physical ones, and concealed heaven under an earthly garb, only 
to hide it from the eyes of the profane ; while we, in these 
degenerate days, must interpret and display each detail to the 
dull ears of men. ' 

*Do you think, my young friend,' asked Thcon, * that mathe- 
matics can be valuable to the philosopher otherwise than as 
vehicles of spiritual truth ? Are we to study numbers merely 
that we may be able to keep accounts ; or as Pythagoras did, in 
order to deduce from their laws the ideas by which the universe, 
man, Divinity itself, consists 1 ' 

* That seems to me certainly to bo the nobler purpose.* 

* Or conic sections, that we may know better how to con- 
struct machinery j or rather to devise from them symbols of the 
relations of Deity to its various emanations ] ' 

* You use your dialectic like Socrates himself, my father,' said 
Hypatia. 

' If I do, it is only for a temporary purpose. I should be 
sorry to accustom Philammon to suppose that the essence of 
philosophy was to be found in those minute investigations of 
words and analyses of notions, which seem to constitute Plato's 
chief power in the eyes of those who, like the Christian sophist 
Augustine, worship his letter while they neglect his spirit ; not 
seeing that those dialogues, which they fancy the shrine itself, 
are but vestibules ' 

* Say rather, veils, father.' 

* Veils, indeed, which were intended to baffle the rude gaze of 
the carnal-minded; but still vestibules, through which the 
enlightened soul might be led up to the inner sanctuary, to the 
Hesperid gardens and golden fruit of the Timeeus and the 

oracles And for myself, were but those two books left, 

I care not whether every other writing in the world perished 
to-morrow.' * 

* You must except Homer, father.' 

* Yes, for the herd But of what use would he be to 

them without some spiritual commentary ] * 



* This astounding speech is usually attributed to Proclus, Ilypatia'a 
* great ' successor. 
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* He would tell them as little, perhaps, as the circle tells to the 
carpenter -who draws one with his compasses.' 

* And what is the meaning of the circle ] ' asked Philammon. 
*It may have infinite meanings, like every other natural 

phenomenon ', and deeper meanings in proportion to the exalta- 
tion of the soul which beholds it But,, consider, is it not, as the 
one perfect figure, the very symbol of the totality of the spiritual 
world ; which, like it, is invisible, except at its circumference, 
where it is limited by the dead gross phenomena of sensuous 
matter ! And even as the circle takes its origin from one centre, 
itself unseen, — a point, as Euclid defines it, whereof neither 
parts nor magnitude can be predicated, — does not the world of 
spirits revolve rouad one abysmal being, unseen and indefinable 
— in itself, as I have so often preached, nothing, for it is con- 
ceivable only by the negation of all properties, even of those of 
reason, virtue, force : and yet, like the centre of the circle, the 
cause of aU other existences ? ' 

* I see,' said Philammon ; for the moment, certainly, the said 
abysmal Deity struck him as a somewhat chill and barren notion 
.... but that might be caused only by the dulness of his own 
spiritual perceptions. At all events, if it was a logical conclusion, 
it must be right. 

* Let that be enough for the present. Hereafter you may be 
- — I fancy that I know you well enough to prophesy that you 
will be — able to recognise in the equilateral triangle inscribed 
within the circle, and touching it only with its angles, the three 
supra-sensual principles of existence, which are contained in 
Deity as it manifests itself in the physical universe, coinciding 
with its utmost limits, and yet, like it, independent on that 
unseen central One which none dare name.' 

* Ah ! ' said poor Philammon, blushing scarlet at the sense of 
his own dulness, * I am, indeed, not worthy to have such wisdom 
wasted upon my imperJfect apprehension. .... But, if I may 
dare to ask .... does not Apollonius regard the circle, like all 
other curves, as not depending primarily on its own centre for its 
existence, but as generated by the section of any cone by a plane 
at right angles to its axis ? ' 

* But must we not draw, or at least conceive a circle, in order 
to produce that cone ? And is not the axis of that cone deter 
mincsl by the centre of that circle ? * 

Philammon stood rebuked. 

* Do not be ashamed ; you have only, unwittingly, laid open 
motlicr, and, perhaps, as deep a symbol. Can you guess what it is'?.' 

Philammon puzzled in vain. 
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^Does it not show you this I That, as every conceivable 
i*ight section of the cone discloses the circle, so in all which is 
fair and symmetric you will discover Deity, if you but analyse 
it in a right and symmetric direction ? ' 

* Beautiful 1 * said Philammon, while the old man added : 
*And does it not show us, too, how the one perfect and 

original philosophy may be discovered in all great writers, if 
we have but that scientific knowledge, which will enable us to 
extract it ] ' 

* True, my father : but just now, I wish Philammon, by such 
thoughts as I have suggested, to rise to that higher and more 
spiritual insight into nature, which reveals her to us as instinct 
throughout — all fair and noble forms of her at least — with 
Deity itself ; to make him feel that it is not enough to say, 
with the Christians, that God has made the world, if we make 
that very assertion an excuse for believing that His presence has 
been ever since withdrawn from it.* 

* Christians, I think, would hardly say that,' said Philammon. 
*Kot in words. But, in fact, they regard Deity as the 

maker of a dead machine, which, once made, will move of 
itfielf thenceforth, and repudiate as heretics every philosophic 
thinker, whether Gnostic or Platonist, who, unsatisfied with 
so dead, barren, and sordid a conception of the glorious all, 
wishes to honour the Deity by acknowledging His universal 
presence, and to believe, honestly, the assertion of their own 
Scriptures, that He lives and moves, and has His being in the 
universe.' 

Philammon gently suggested that the passage in question was 
worded somewhat differently in the Scripture. 

* True. But if the one be true, its converse will be true also. 
If the universe lives and moves, and has its being in Him, must 
He not necessarily pervade all things 1 ' 

* Why ? — Forgive my dulness, and explain.' 

* Because, if He did not pervade all things, those things which 
He did not pervade would be as it were interstices in His being, 
and in so far, without Him.* 

* True, but still they would be within His circumference.' 

* Well argued. But yet they would not live in Him, but in 
themselves. To live in Him they must be pervaded by His 
life. Do you think it possible — do you think it even reverent 
to affirm that there can be anything within the infinite glory of 
Deity which has the power of excluding from the space which 
it occupies that very being from which it draws its worth, 
and which must have originally pervaded that thing, in order 
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to bestow on it its organization and its life 1 Does He retire 
after creating, from the spaces "which He occupied during 
creation, reduced to the base necessity of making room for His 
own universe, and endure the suflfering — ^for the analogy of all 
material nature tells us that it is suflfering — of a foreign body, 
like a thorn within the flesh, subsisting within His own sub- 
stance 1 Rather believe that His wisdom and splendour, like a 
subtle and piercing fire, insinuates itself eternally with resistless 
force through every organized atom, and that were it withdrawn 
but for an instant from the petal of the meanest flower, gross 
matter, and the dead chaos from which it was formed, would be 
all which would remain of its lovehness. . . . 

* Yes' — she went on, after the method of her school, who 
preferred, like most decaying ones, harangues to dialectic, and 

synthesis to induction * Look at yon lotus-flower, rising 

like Aphrodite from the wave in which it has slept throughout 
the night, and saluting, with bending swan-neck, that sun 
which it will follow lovingly around the sky. Is there no 
more there than brute matter, pipes and fibres, colour and 
shape, and the meaningless life-in-death which men call vege 
tation] Those old Egyptian priests knew better, who could 
see in the number and the form of those ivory petals and 
golden stamina, in that mysterious daily birth out of the wave, 
in that nightly baptism, from which it rises each morning 
re-bom to a new life, the signs of some divine idea, some 
mysterious law, common to the flower itself, to the white-robed 
priestess who held it in the temple-rites, and to the goddess to 

whom they both were consecrated The flower of Isis I 

. . ,. . Ah ! — well. Nature has her sad symbols, as well as her 
fair ones. And in proportion as a misguided nation has 
forgotten the worship of her to whom they owed their great- 
ness, for novel and barbaric superstitions, so has her sacred 
flower grown rarer and more rare, till now — fit emblem of the 
worship over which it used to shed its perfume — it is only to 
be found in gardens such as these — a curiosity to the vulgar, 
and, to such as me, a lingering monument of wisdom and of 
glory past away.* 

Philammon, it may be seen, was far advanced by this time ; 
for he bore the allusions to Isis without the slightest shudder. 
Nay — he dared even to offer consolation to the beautiful 
mourner. 

* The philosopher,' he said, * will hardly lament the loss of a 
mere outward idolatry. For i^ as you seem to think, there 
were a root of spiritual truth in the symbolism of nature, that 
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cannot die. And thus the lotus-flower must still retain its 
meaning, as long as its species exists on earth.' 

* Idolatry ! ' answered she, with a smile. * My pupil must 
not repeat to me that worn-out Christian calumny. Into 
whatsover low superstitions the pious vulgar may have fallen, 
it is the Christians now, and not the heathens, who are idolaters 
They who ascribe miraculous power to dead men's bones, who 
make temples of charnel-houses, and bow before the images of 
the meanest of mankind, have surely no right to accuse of 
idolatry the Greek or the Egyptian, who embodies in a form of 
symbolic beauty ideas beyond the roach of words ! 

* Idolatry ? Do I worship the Pharos when I gaze at it, as I 
do for hours, with loving awe, as the token to me of the all- 
conquering might of Hellas 1 Do I worship the roll on which 
Homer*s words are written, when I welcome with delight the 
celestial truths which it unfolds to me, and even prize and love 
the material book for the sake of the message which it brings ? 
Do you fancy that any but the vulgar worship the image itself, 
or dream that it can help or hear them 1 Does the lover mis- 
take his mistress's picture for the living, speaking reality ? We 
worship the idea of which the image is a symbol. Will you 
blame us because we use that symbol to represent the idea to 
our own affections and emotions, instead of leaving it a barren 
notion, a vague imagination of our own intellect V 

* Then,' asked Philammon, with a faltering voice, yet unable 
to restrain his curiosity, 'then you do reverence the heatKon 
gods r 

Why Hypatia should have felt his question a sore one, 
puzzled Philammon ; but she evidently did feel it as such, for 
she answered haughtily enough — 

* If Cyril had asked me that question, I should have dis- 
dained to answer. To you I will tell, that before I can answer 
your question you must learn what those whom you call heathen 
gods are. The vulgar, or rather those who find it their interest 
to calumniate the vulgar for the sake of confounding philoso- 
phers with them, may fancy them mere human beings, subject 
like man to the sufferings of pain and love, to the limitations 
of personality. We, on the other hand, have been taught by 
the primeval philosophers of Greece, by the priests of ancient 
Egypt, and the sages of Babylon, to recognise in them the uni- 
versal powers of nature, those children of the all-quickening 
spirit, which are but various emanations of the one primeval 
unity — say rather, various phases of that unity, as it has been 
variously conceived, according to the differences of climate and 

Is 
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race, by the wise of different nations. And thus, in our eyes, 
he who reverences the many, worships by that very act, with 
the highest and fullest adoration, the one of whose perfection 
they are the partial antitypes ; perfect each in themselves, but 
each the image of only one of its perfections.' 

' Why, then,' said Philammon, much relieved by this expla- 
nation, ' do you so dislike Christianity % may it not be one of the 
many methods V 

'Because,' she answered, interrupting him impatiently, 'be- 
cause it denies itself to be one of those many methods, and 
stakes its existence on the denial ; because it arrogates to itself 
the exclusive revelation of the Divine, and cannot see, in its 
self-conceit, that its own doctrines disprove that assumption by 
their similarity to those of all creeds. There is not a dogma 
of the Galileans Avhich may not be found, under some form or 
other, in some of those very religions from which it pretends to 
disdain borrowing.' 

* Except,' said Theon, * its exaltation of all which is human 
and low-bom, illiterate and levelling.* 

* Except that But look ! here comes some one whom I 

cannot— do not choose to meet. Turn this way — quick !' 

And Hypatia, turning pale as death, drew her father with 
unphilosophic haste down a side- walk. 

*Yes,' she went on to herself, as soon as she had recovered 
her equanimity. *Were this Galilean superstition content to 
take its place humbly among the other "religiones licitas" of 
the empire, one might tolerate it well enougli, as an anthropo 
morphic adumbration of divine things fitted for the base and 
toiling herd; perhaps peculiarly fitted, because peculiarly flat- 
tering to them. But now ' 

* There is Miriam again,' said Philammon, * right before us 1 ' 

* Miriam?' asked Hypatia, severely. * You know her, then 1 
Howls that?' 

* She lodges at Eudeemon's house, as I do,' answered Philam- 
mon, frankly. *Not that I ever interchanged, or wish to 
interchange, a word with so base a creature.' 

'Do not! I charge you !' said Hypatia, almost imploringly. 
But there was now no way of avoiding her, and perforce Hypatia 
and her tormentress met face to face. 

*One word! one moment, beautiful lady,' began the old 
woman, with a slavish obeisance. * Nay, do not push by so 
cruelly. I have — see what I have for you !' and she held out, 
with a mysterious ab, *The Rainbow of Solomon.' 

* Ah ! I knew you would stop a moment — not for the ring's 
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sake, of coone, nor eyen for the sake of one who once offered 
it to yon. — ^Ah ! and where is he now t Dead of bye, perhaps ! 
At leasts here is his last token to the fairest one, the cruel one. 
• . • . Well, perhaps she is right .... To be an empress — 
an empress ! . . . . Far finer than anything the poor Jew could 
have offered. .... But stilL .... An empress need not be 
aboye hearing her subject's petition.' .... 

All this was uttered rapidly, and in a wheedling undertone, 
with a continual snaky writhing of her whole body, except her 
eye, which seemed, in the intense fixity of its glare, to act as a 
fulcrum for all her limbs ; and from that eye, as long as it kept 
its mysterious hold, there was no escaping. 

* What do you mean 1 What have I to do with this ring t' 
asked Hypatia, half frightened. 

* He who owned it once, offers it to you now. You recollect 

a little black agate — a paltry thing If you have not 

tlirown it away, as you most likely have, he wishes to redeem 
it with this opal .... a gem surely more fit for such a hand 
as that' 

* He gave me the agate, and I shall keep it.' 

* But this opal — worth, oh worth ten thousand gold pieces — 
in exchange for that paltry broken thing not worth one 1 ' 

'I am not a dealer, like you, and have not yet learnt to value 
things by their money price. If that agate had been worth 
money, I would never have accepted it.' 

* Take the ring, take it, my darling,' whispered Theon impa- 
tiently ; * it will pay all our debts.' 

* Mi^ that it will — ^pay them all,' answered the old woman, 
who seemed to have mysteriously overheard him. 

* What ! — my father ! Would you, too, counsel me to be so 
mercenary t My good woman,' she went on, turning to Miriam, 
' I cannot expect you to understand the reason of my refusal. 
Ton and I have a different standard of worth. But, for the 
sake of the talisman engraven on that agate, if for no other 
reason, I cannot give it up.' 

*Ahl for the sake of the talisman! That is wise, now! 
That is noble! Like a philosopher! Oh, I will not say a 
word mora Let the beautiful prophetess keep the agate, and 
take the opal too ; for see, there is a charm on it also ! The 
name by which Solomon compelled the demons to do his bid- 
ding. Look ! What might you not do now, if you knew how 
to use that! To have great glorious angels, with six wings 
each, bowing at your feet whensoever you called them, and 
saying, " Here am I, mistress ; send mo." Only look at it ! ' 

K 2 
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Hypatia took the tempting bait, and examined it with more 
curiosity than she would have wished to confess j while the old 
woman went on : — 

* But the wise lady knows how to use the black agate, of 
course 1 Aben-Ezra told her that, did he not I' 

Hypatia blushed somewhat j she was ashamed to confess that 
Aben-Ezra had not revealed the secret to her, probably not 
believing that there was any, and that the talisman had been 
to her only a curious plaything, of which she liked to believe 
one day that it might possibly have some occult virtue, and the 
next day to laugh at the notion as unphilosophical and bar- 
baric ; so she answered, rather severely, that her secrets were 
her own property. 

* Ah, then ! she knows it all — the fortunate lady ! And the 
talisman has told her whether Heraclian has lost or won Eome 
by this time, and whether she is to be the mother of a new 
dynasty of Ptolemies, or to die a virgin, which the Four Angels 
avert ! And surely she has had the great daemon come to her 
already, when she rubbed the flat side, has she not?* 

* Go, foolish woman 1 I am not, like you, the dupe of childish 
superstitions.' 

* Childish superstitions ! Ha ! ha ! ha !' said the old woman, 
as she turned to go, with obeisances more lowly than ever. 
* And she has not seen the Angels yet ! . . . . Ah well ! per- 
haps some da}^ when she wants to know how to use the talis- 
man, the beautiful lady will condescend to let the poor old 
Jewess show her the way.* 

And Miriam disappeared down an alley, and plunged into 
the thickest shrubberies, while the three dreamers went on 
their way. 

Little thought Hypatia that the moment the old woman had 
found herself alone, she had dashed herself down on the turf, 
rolling and biting at the leaves like an infuriated wild beast 
. . . . ' I will have it yet 1 I will have it, if I tear out het 
heart with it!' 
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CHAPTER XYI. 

VENUS AND PALLAS. 

AS Hypatia was passing across to her lecture-room that 
afternoon, she was stopped midway by a procession of some 
twenty Goths and damsels, headed by Pelagia herself, in all her 
glory of jewels, shawls, and snow-white mule j while by her side 
rode the Amal, his long legs, like those of Gang-Rolf the 
Norseman, all but touching the ground, as he crushed down 
with his weight a delicate little barb, the best substitute to be 
found in Alexandria for the huge black chargers of his native 
land. 

On they came, followed by a wondering and admiring mob, 
straight to the door of the Museum, and stopping began to dis- 
mount, while their slaves took charge of the mules and horses. 

There was no escape for Hypatia ; pride forbade her to follow 
her own maidenly instinct, and to recoil among the crowd 
bchina her ; and in another moment the Amal had lifted Pelagia 
from her mule, and the rival beauties of Alexandria stood, for 
the first time in their lives, face to face. 

* May Athene befriend you this day, Hypatia ! * said Pelagia, 
with her sweetest smile. * I have brought my guards to hear 
somewhat of your wisdom, this afternoon. I am anxious to 
know whether you can teach them anything more worth listen- 
ing to than the foolish little songs which Aphrodite taught me, 
when she raised me from the sea-foam, as she rose herself, and 
named me Pelagia.' 

Hypatia drew herself up to her stateliest height, and returned 
no answer. 

* I think my body-guard will well bear comparison with yours. 
At least they are the princes and descendants of deities. So it 
is but fitting that they should enter before your provincials. 
"Will you show them the way 1 ' 

No answer. < 

* Then I must do it myself. Come, Amal !' and she swept up 
the steps, followed by the Goths, who put the Alexandrians 
aside right and left, as if they had been children. 

* Ah ! treacherous wanton that you are 1 ' cried a young man's 
voice out of the murmuring crowd. * After having plundered 
us of every coin out of which you could dupe us, here you are 
squandering our patrimonies on barbarians 1 * 
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* Give us back our presents, Pelagia,' cried another, * and you 
are welcome to your herd of wild bulls ! ' 

* And I will!' cried she, stopping suddenly; and clutching at 
her chains and bracelets, she was on the point of dashing them 
among the astonished crowd — 

* There ! take your gifts ! Pelagia and her girls scorn to be 
debtors to boys, while tliey are worshipped by men like these ! ' 

But the Amal, who, luckily for the students, had not under- 
stood a word of this conversation, seized her arm, asking if she 
were mad. 

*No, no!' panted she, inarticulate with passion. * Give me 
gold — every coin you have. These wretches are twitting me 
with what they gave me before — before — oh Amal, you under- 
stand me 1 ' And she clung imploringly to his arm. 

* Oh ! Heroes ! each of you throw his purse among these 
fellows ! they say that we and our ladies are living on their 
spoils !' And he tossed his purse among the crowd. 

In an instant every Goth had followed his example : more 
than one following it up by dashing a bracelet or necklace into 
the face of some hapless philosophaster. 

* I have no lady, my young friends,' said old Wulf, in good 
enough Greek, * and owe you nothing ; so I shall keep my 
money, as you might have kept yours ; and as you might, too, 
old Smid, if you had been as wise as L' 

* Didn't be stingy. Prince, for the honour of the Groths,' said 
Smid, laughing. 

*If I take in gold I pay in iron,' answered Wul^ drawing 
half out of its sheath the huge broad blade, at the ominous 
brown stains of which the studentry recoiled ; and the whole 
party swept into the empty lecture-room, and seated themselves 
at their ease in the front ranks. 

Poor Hypatia ! At first she determined not to lecture — then 
to send for Orestes — then to call on her students to defend the 
sanctity of the Museum ; but pride, as well as prudence, advised 
her better ; to retreat would be to confess herself conquered — 
ko disgrace philosophy — to lose her hold on the minds of all 
waverers. No ! she would go on and brave everything, insults, 
even violence ; and with trembling limbs and a pale cheek, she 
mounted the tribune and began. 

To her surprise and delight, however, her barbarian auditors 
were perfectly well behaved. Pelagia, in childish good humour, 
at her triumph, and perhaps, too, determined to show her con- 
tempt for her adversary by giving her every chance, enforced 
silence and attention, and checked the tittering of the girlSi for 
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a full balf-hour. But at the end of that time the heavy breath- 
ing of the slumbering Amal, who had been twice awoke by her, 
i-esounded unchecked through the lecture-room, and deepened 
into a snore ; for Pelagia herself was as fast asleep as he. But 
now another censor took upon himself the oflBce of keeping 
order. Old Wul^ from the moment llypatia had begun, had 
never taken his eyes off her face ; and again and again the 
maiden's weak heart had been cheered, as she saw the smile of 
sturdy intelligence and honest satisfaction which twinkled over 
that scarred and bristly visage ; while every now and then the 
greybeard wagged approval, until she found herself, long before 
the end of tiie oration, addressing herself straight to her new 
admirer. 

At last it was over, and the students behind, who had sat 
meekly through it all, without the slightest wish to * upset ' the 
intruders, who had so thoroughly upset them, rose hurriedly, 
glad enough to get safe out of so dangerous a neighbourhood. 
But to their astonishment, as well as to that of Hypatia, old 
AVulf rose also, and stumbling along to the foot of the tribune, 
pulled out his purse, and laid it at Hypatia's feet 

' What is this ? ' asked she, half terrified at the approach of a 
figure more rugged and barbaric than she had ever beheld 
before. 

*My fee for what I have heard to-day. You are a right 
noble maiden, and may Freya send you a husband worthy of 
you, and make you the mother of kings 1 ' 

And Wulf retired with his party. 

Open homage to her rival, before her very face I Pelagia felt 
quite inclined to hate old Wulf. 

But at least he was the only traitor. The rest of the Goths 
agreed unanimously that Hypatia was a very foolish person, who 
was wasting her youth and beauty in talking to donkey-riders ; 
and Pelagia remounted her mule, and the Goths their horses, 
for a triumphal procession homeward. 

And yet her heart was sad, even in her triumph. Right and 
wrong were ideas as unknown to her as they were to hundreds 
of thousands in her day. As far as her own consciousness was 
concerned, she was as destitute of a soul as the mule on which 
she rode. Gifted by nature with boundless frolic and good- 
humour, wit and cunning, her Greek taste for the physically 
beautiful and graceful developed by long training, untU she had 
become, without a rival, the most perfect pantomime, dancer, 
and musician who catered for the luxurious tastes of the Alex- 
andrian theatres, she had L'ved since her childhood only for 
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enjoyment and yanity, and "wished for nothing more. But her 
new affection, or rather worship, for the huge manhood of her 
Gothic lover had awoke in her a new ohject — to keep him^to 
live for him — to follow him to the ends of the earth, even if ho 
tired of her, ill-used her, despised her. And slowly, day hy 
day, Wulfs sneers had awakened in her a dread that perhaps 

the Amal might despise her Why, she could not guess : 

but what sort of women were those Alrunas, of whom Wnlf 
sung, of whom even the Amal and his men spoke with reve- 
rence, as something nobler, not only than her, but even than 
themselves 1 And what was it which Wulf had recognised in 
Hypatia which had bowed the stern and coarse old warrior 
before her in that public homage ? .... It was not difficult to 

say what But why should that make Hypatia or any 

one else attractive 1 .... And the poor little child of nature 
gazed in deep bewilderment at a crowd of new questions, as a 
butterfly might at the pages of the book on which it has settled, 
and was sad and discontented — ^not with herself, for was she not 
Pelagia the perfect 1 — but with these strange fancies which came 
into other people's heads. — ^Why should not every one be as 
happy as they could ? And who knew better than she how tc 
be happy, and to make others happy 1 . . . . 

* Look at that old monk standing on the pavement, Amalric ! 
"Why does he stare so at me ? Tell him to go away.' 

The person at whom she pointed, a delicate-featured old man, 
with a venerable white beard, seemed to hear her ; for he turned 
with a sudden start, and then, to Pelagia's astonishment, put his 
hands before his face, and burst convulsively into tears. 

* What does he mean by behaving in that way ? Bring him 
here to me this moment ! I will know ! ' cried she, petulantly 
catching at the new object, in order to escape from her own 
thoughts. 

In a moment a Goth had led up the weeper, who came without 
demur to the side of Pelagia*s mule. 

* Why were you so rude as lo burst out crying in my face 1 * 
asked she, petulant]y. 

The old man looked up sadly and tenderly, and answered in 
a low voice, meant only for her ear, — 

*And how can I help weeping, when I see anvthtng as 
beautiful as you are destined to the flames of hell for evei f * 

' The flames of hell?' said Pelagia, with a shudder. * WUt fori' 

* Do you not know % ' asked the old man, with a look of sad 
surprise. * Have you forgotten what you are ]* 

*I1 I never hurt a fly r 
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* Why do you look so terrified, my darling! What have you 
heon saying to her, you old villain T and the Amid raised his 
whip. 

* Oh ! do not strike him. Come, come to-morrow, and tell 
me what you mean.' 

* No, we will have no monks within our doors, frightening 
silly women. Off, sirrah ! and thank the lady that you have 
escaped with a whole skin.' And the Amal caught the bridle 
of Pelagians mule, and pushed forward, leaving the old man 
gazing sadly after them. 

But the beautiful sinner was evidently not the object which 
had brought the old monk of the desert into a neighbourhood 
so strange and ungenial to his habits j for, recovering himself in 
a few moments, he hurried on to the door of the Museum, and 
there planted himself, scanning earnestly the faces of the passers- 
out, and meeting, of course, with his due share of student 
ribaldry. 

* Well, old cat, and what mouse are you on the watch for, at 
the hole's mouth here % ' 

* Just come inside, and see whether the mice will not singe 
your whiskers for you.' .... 

* Here is my mouse, gentlemen,* answered the old monk, with 
a bow and a smile, as he laid his hand on Philammon's arm, and 
presented to his astonished eyes the delicate features and high 
retreating forehead of Arsenius. 

* My father,' cried the boy, in the first impulse of affectionate 
recognition ; and then — ^he had expected some such meeting all 
along, but now that it was come at last, he turned pale as death. 
The students saw his emotion. 

* Hands off, old Heautontimoroumenos ! He belongs to our 
guild now I Monks have no more business with sons than with 
wives. Shall we hustle him for you, Philammon % ' 

* Take care how you show off, gentlemen : the Goths are not 
yet out of hearing ! ' answered Philammon, who was learning 
fast how to give a smart answer ; and then, fearing the temper 
of the young dandies, and shrinking from the notion of any 
insult to one so reverend and so beloved as Arsenius, he drew 
the old man gently away, and walked up the street with him in 
silence, dreading what was coming. 

* And are these your friends!' 

* Heaven forbid ! I have nothing in common with such 
animals but flesh and blood, and a seat in the lecture-ioom ! ' 

* Of the heathen woman ! ' 

Philammon, after the fashion of young men in fear, rushed 
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desperately into the subject himself, just because ho dreaded 
Arsenius's entering on it quietly. 

* Yes, of the heathen woman. Of course you have seen Cyril 
before you came hither ? ' 

* I have, and * 

*And,* went on Philammon, interrupting him, *you have 
been told every lie which prurience, stupidity, and revenge can 
invent. That I have trampled on the cross — sacrificed to all 
the deities in the pantheon — and probably' — (and he blushed 
scarlet) — *that that purest and holiest of beings — who, if she 
were not what people call a pagan, would be, and deserves to 

be, worshipped as the queen of saints — that she — and I * 

and he stopped. 

* Have I said that I believed what I may have heard 1 ' 

* Ko — and therefore, as they are all simple and sheer false- 
hoods, there is no more to be said on the subject. Not that I 
shall not be delighted to answer any questions of yours, my 
dearest father—' 

* Have I asked any, my child 1 * 

* No. So we may as well change tho subject for the present,' 
— and he began overwhelming the old man with inquiries about 
himself, Pambo, and each and all of the inhabitants of the 
Laura : to which Arsenius, to the boy's infinite relief, answered 
cordially and minutely, and even vouchsafed a smile at some 
jest of Philammon's on the contrast between the monks of 
Nitria and those of Scetis. 

Arsenius was too wise not to see well enough what all this 
flippancy meant ; and too wise, also, not to know that Philam- 
mon's version was probably quite as near the truth as Peter's 
and Cyril's ; but for reasons of his own, merely replied by an 
affectionate look, and a compliment to Philammon's growth. 

* And yet you seem thin and pale, my boy.' 

* Study,' said Philammon, * study. One cannot burn the mid- 
night oil without paying some penalty for it However, 

I am richly repaid already ; I shall be more so hereafter.' 

' Let us hope so. But who are those Goths whom I passed 
in the streets just now ? ' 

* Ah ! my fether,' said Philammon, glad in his heart of any 
excuse to turn the conversation, and yet half uneasy and sus- 
picious at Arsenius's evident determination to avoid the very 
object of his visit. * It must have been you, then, whom I saw 
stop and speak to Pelagia at the fexther end of the street What 
words could you possibly have had wherewith to honour such 
a creature 9 ' 
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' Grod knows. Some secret sympathy touched my heart 

Alas ! poor child 1 But how came you to know her t ' 

'All Alexandria knows the shsmieless abomination,' inter- 
rupted a voice at their elbow — ^none other than that of the little 
porter, who had been dodging and watching the pair the whole 
way, and could no longer restrain his longing to meddle. * And 
well it had been for many a rich young man had old Miriam 
never brought her over, in an evil day, from Athens hither.' 

* Miriam r 

' Yes, monk ; a name not unknown, I am told, in palaces as 
well as in slave-markets.' 

* An evil-eyed old Jewess % ' 

*A Jewess she is, as her name might have informed you; 
and as for her eyes, I consider them, or used to do so, of course — 
for her injured nation have been long expelled from Alexandria 
by your fanatic tribe — as altogether divine and demoniac, let 
the base imagination of monks call them what it likes.' 

* But how did you know this Pelagia, my son ] She is no fil 
company for such as you.' 

Philammon told, honestly enough, the story of his Nile 
journey, and Pelagia's invitation to him. 

* You did not surely accept it ? ' 

* Heaven forbid that Hypatia's scholar should so degrade 
himself r 

Arsenius shook his head sadly. 

* You would not have had me go ? ' 

' No, boy. But how long hast thou learned to call thyself 
Hypatia's scholar, or to call it a degradation to visit the most 
sinful, if thou mightest thereby bring back a lost lamb to the 
Good Shepherd 1 Nevertheless, thou art too young for such 
employment — and she meant to tempt thee, doubtless.' 

'I do not think it. She seemed struck by my talking 
Athenian Greek, and having come from Athens.* 

* And how long since she came from Athens ) ' said Arsenius, 
after a pause. * Who knows ? ' 

* Just after it was sacked by the barbarians,* said the little 
porter, who, beginning to suspect a mystery, was peaking and 
peering like an excited parrot. *The old dame brought her 
hither among a cargo of captive boys and girls.* 

' The time agrees. .... Can this Miriam be found f ' 
'A sapient and courteous question for a monk to ask f Do 
you not know that Cyril has expelled all Jews four months i^o ? * 

* True, true Alas I ' said the old man to himself * how 

little the rulers of this world guess their own power! They 
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move a finger carelessly, and forget that that finger may crash 
to death hundreds whose names they never heard — and every 
Boul of them as precious in Grod*s sight as Cyril's own.' 

* What is the matter, my father 1 ' asked Philammon. * You 
seem deeply moved about this woman.' .... 

* And she is Miriam's slave ? ' 

* Her freed woman this four years past,' said the porter. ' The 
good lady — for reasons doubtless excellent in themselves, though 
not altogether patent to the philosophic mind — thought good to 
turn her loose on the Alexandrian republic, to seek what she 
might devour.' 

* God help her ! And you are certain that Miriam is not in 
Alexandria ? ' 

The little porter turned very red, and Philammon did so 
likewise ; but he remembered his promise, and kept it. 

* You both know something of her, I can see. You cannot 
deceive an old statesman, sir ! ' — turning to the little porter with 
a look of authority — 'poor monk though he be now. If you 
think fitting to tell mo what you know, I promise you that 
neither she nor you shall be losers by your confidence in me. 
If not, I shall find means to discover.' 

I3oth stood silent. 

* Philammon, my son ! and art thou too in league against — 
no, not against me ; against thyself, poor misguided boy 1 ' 

'Against myself?' 

* Yes— I have said it. But unless you will trust me, I 
cannot trust you.' 

* I have promised.' 

*And I, sir statesman, or monk, or both, or neither, have 
sworn by the immortal gods!' said the porter, looking very big. 
Arsenius paused. 

* There are those who hold that an oath by an idol, being 
nothing, is of itself void. I do not agree with them. If thou 
thinkest it sin to break thine oath, to thee it is sin. And for 
thee, my poor child, thy promise is sacred, were it made to 
Iscariot himsel£ But hear me. Can either of you, by asking 
this woman, be so far absolved as to give me speech of her % 
Tell her — that is, if she be in Alexandria, which God grant — 
all that has passed between us here, and tell her, on the solemn 
oath of a Christian, that Arsenius, whose name she knows 
well, will neither injure nor betray her. Will you do 
this]' 

'Arsenius?' said the little porter, with a look of mingled 
awe and pity. 
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The old man smiled. 'Arsenius, who was once called the 
Father of the Emperors. Even she will trust that name.' 

* I will go this moment, sir ; I will flj ! * and off rushed the 
little porter, 

*The little fellow forgets/ said Arsenius, with a smile, 'to 
how much he has confessed already, and how easy it were now 
to trace him to the old hag's lair .... Philammon, my son 
.... I have many tears to weep over thee — but they must 
wait a while. I have thee safe now,* and the old man clutched 
his arm. *Thou wilt not leave thy poor old father? Thou 
wilt not desert me for the heathen woman ? ' 

* I will stay with you, I promise you, indeed ! if — if you wiU 
not say unjust things of her.' 

* I will speak evil of no one, accuse ho one, but myself. I 
will not say one harsh word to thee, my poor boy. But listen 
now 1 Thou knowest that thou earnest from Athens. Knowest 
thou that it was I who brought thee hither 1 ' 

'Your 

' I, my son : but when I brought thee to the Laura, it 
seemed right that thou, as the son of a noble gentleman, 
shouldest hear nothing of it But tell me : dost thou recollect 
father or mother^ brother or sister ; or anything of thy home in 
Athens r 

'No!' 

' Thanks be to God. But Philammon, if thou hadst had a 
sister — hush ! And if — I only say if ^ 

' A sister I ' interrupted Philammon. ' Pelagia 1 * 

' God forbid, my son ! But a sister thou hadst once — some 
three years older than thee she seemed.' 

' What ! did you know her 1 * 

' I saw her but once — on one sad day. — Poor children both I 
I will not sadden you by telling you where and how.' 

'And why did you not bring her hither with me? You 
surely had not the heart to part us 1 ' 

' Ah, my son, what right had an old monk with a fair young 
girl ] And, indeed, even had I had the courage, it would have 
been impossible. There were others, richer than I, to whose 
covetousness her youth and beauty seemed a precious prize. 
When I saw her last, she was in company with an ancient 
Jewess. Heaven grant that this Miriam may prove to be the one ! ' 

' And I have a sister ! ' gasped Philammon, his eyes bursting 
with tears. ' We must find her ! You will help me ] — 'Now — 
this moment ! There is nothing else to be thought of, spoken 
of, done, henceforth, till she is found I ' 
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' Ahy my son, my son ! Better, better, perhaps, to leave her 
in the hands of God ! What if she were dead % To discover 
that, would be to discover needless sorrow. And what if— 
God grant that it be not so ! she had only a name to live, and 
were dead, worse than dead, in sinful pleasure) * 

' We would save her, or die trying to save her 1 Is it not 
enough for me that she is my sister ) ' 

Arsenius shook his head. He little knew ihe strange new 
light and warmth which his words had poured in upon the 
young heart beside him. .... * A sister ! ' What mysterious 
virtue was there in that simple word, which made Philammon's 
brain reel and his heart throb madly % A sister ! not merely a 
friend, an equal, a helpmate, given by God himself, for loving 
whom none, not even a monk, could blame him. — Not merely 
something delicate, weak, beautiful — for of course she must be 
beautiful — whom he might cherish, guide, support^ deliver, die 
for, and find death delicious. Yes — all that, and more than 
that, lay in the sacred word. For those divided and partial 
notions had flitted across his mind too rapidly to stir such 
passion as moved him now ; even the hint of her sin and 
danger had been heard heedlessly, if heard at alL It was the 
word itself which bore its own message, its own spell to the 
heart of the fatherless and motherless foundling, as he faced for 
the first time the deep, everlasting, divine reality of kindred. 
.... A sister ! of his own flesh and blood — born of the same 
father, the same mother — ^his, his, for ever ! How hollow and 
fleeting seemed all 'spiritual sonships,' * spiritual daughter- 
hoods,' inventions of the changing fancy, the wayward will of 
man ! Arsenius — Pambo — ^ay, Hypatia herself — what were 

they to him now % Here was a real relationship A 

sister 1 What else was worth caring for upon earth ) 

* And she was at Athens when Pelagia was ' — he cried at 
last — * perhaps knew her — let us go to Pelagia herself! ' 

' Heaven forbid ! ' said Arsenius. * We must wait at least till 
Miriam's answer comes.' 

' I can show you her house at least in the meanwhile ; and 
you can go in yourself when you wilL I do not ask to enter. 
Come 1 I feel certain that my finding her is in some way 
bound up with Pelagia. Had I not met her on the Nile, had 
you not met her in the street, I might never have heard that I 
had a sister. And if she went with Miriam, Pelagia must 
know her — she may be in that very house at this moment I ' 

Arsenius had his reasons for suspecting that Philammon 
was but too right But he contented himself with yielding to 
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the bo/s excitement, and set off with him in the direction of 
the dancer^s house. 

They were within a few yards of the gate, when harried 
footsteps behind them, and yoiees calling them by name, made 
them turn ; and behold, eridently to the disgust of Arsenius as 
much as Philammon himself Peter the Header and a large 
party of monks ! 

Philammon's first impulse was to escape; Arsenius himself 
caught him by the arm, and seemed inclined to hurry on. 

'No!' thought the youth, 'am 1 not a free man, and a 
philosopher V and facing round, he awaited the enemy. 

' Ah, young apostate ! So you have found him, reverend and 
ill-used sir. Praised be Heaven for this rapid success !* 

' My good friend,' asked Arsenius, in a trembling voice, ' what 
brings you here T 

'Heaven forbid that I should have allowed your sanctity 
and age to go forth without some guard against the insults and 
violence of this wretched youth and his profligate companions. 
We have been following you afSar off all the morning, with 
hearts full of filial solicitude.* 

' Many thanks ; but indeed your kindness has been super* 
fluous. My son here, from whom I have met with nothing 
but affection, and whom, indeed, I believe far more innocent 
than report declared him, is about to return peaceably with 
ma Are you not, Philammon r 

'Alas! my father,' said Philammon, with an effort^ 'how 
can I find courage to say it? — but I cannot return with 
you.' 

'Cannot return 1' 

'1 vowed that 1 would never again cross that threshold 
tfll ' 

* And Cyril does. He bade me, indeed he bade mo, assur* 
you that he would receive you back as a son, and forgive and 
forget all the past' 

' Forgive and forget % That is my part — ^not his. "Will he 
right me against that tyrant and his crew % Will he proclaim 
me openly to be an innocent and persecuted man, unjustly 
beaten and driven forth for obeying his own commands \ Till 
he does that, I shall not forget that I am a free man.' 

*A free man!' said Peter, with an unpleasant smile; 'that 
remains to be proved, my gay youth; and will need more 
evidence than that smart philosophic cloak and those well- 
«urled locks which you have adopted since I saw you last.* 

' Eemains to be proved V 
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Arsenius made an imploring gesture to Peter to be silent. 

* Nay, sir. As I foretold to you, this one way alone remains ; 
the blame of it, if there be blame, must rest on the unhappy 
youth whose perversity renders it necessary.' 

* For God's sake, spare me ! ' cried the old man, dragging 
Peter aside, while Philammon stood astonished, divided between 
indignation and vague dread. 

* Did I not teU you again and again that I never could bring 
myself to call a Christian man my slave ] And him, above all, 
my spiritual son]' 

*And, most reverend sir, whose zeal is only surpassed by 
your tenderness and mercy, did not the holy patriarch assure 
you that your scruples were groundless? Do you think that 
either he or I can have less horror than you have of slavery 
in itself 1 Heaven forbid ! But when an immortal soul is at 
stake — ^when a lost lamb is to be brought back to the fold — 
surely you may employ the authority which the law gives you 
for the salvation of that precious charge committed to youl 
What could be more conclusive th^ his Holiness's argument 
this morning 1 " Christians are bound to obey the laws of this 
world for conscience* sake, even though, in the abstract, they 
may disapprove of them, and deny their authority. Then, by 
parity of reasoning, it must be lawful for them to take the 
advantage which those same laws oflfer them, when by so doing 
the glory of God may be advanced." ' 

Arsenius still hung back, with eyes brimming with tears; 
but PhUammon himself put an end to the parley. 

'What is the meaning of all this] Are you, too, in a 
conspiracy against me ] Speak, Arsenius ! ' 

* This is the meaning of it, blinded sinner !' cried Peter. 
* That you are by law the slave of Arsenius, lawfully bought 
with his money in the city of Eavenna ; and that he has the 
power, and, as I trust, for the sake of your salvation, the will 
also, to compel you to accompany him.' 

Philammon recoiled across the pavement, with eyes flash- 
ing defiance. A slave I The light of heaven grew black to 

him Oh, that Hypatia might never know his shame ! 

Yet it was impossible. Too dreadful to be true 

'You lie I' almost shrieked he. 'I am the son of a noble 
citizen of Athens. Arsenius told me so, but this moment, with 
his own lips !' 

* Ay, but he bought you — ^bought you in the pniblic market ; 
and he can prove it ! ' 

* Hear me — hear me. my son !* cried the old man, springing 
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toward him. Philammon, in his fury, mistook the gesture 
and thrust him fiercely back. 

' Your son % — ^your slave ! Do not insult the name of son 
by applying it to me. Yes, sir ; your slave in body, but not in 
Boul! Ay, seize me — drag home the fugitive — scourge him — 
brand him — chain him in the mill, if you can ; but even for 
that the free heart has a remedy. If you will not let me live as 
a philosopher, you shall see me die like one 1 ' 

* Seize the fellow, my brethren !' cried Peter, while Arsenius, 
utterly unable to restrain either party, hid his face and wepl 

* Wretches!' cried the boy; *you shall never take me alive, 
while I have teeth or nails left. Treat me as a brute beast, 
and I will defend myself as such !' 

*Out of the way there, rascals! Place for the Prefect! 
What are you squabbling about here, you unmannerly monks f 
shouted peremptory voices from behind. The crowd parted, 
and disclosed the apparitors of Orestes, who followed in hiS' 
robes of ofl&ce. 

A sudden hope flashed before Philammon, and in an instant 
he had burst through the mob, and was clinging to the Prefect's 
chariot. 

'I am a free-born Athenian, whom these monks wish to 
kidnap back into slavery ! I claim your protection !* 

* And you shall have it, right or wrong, my handsome fellow. 
By Heaven, you are much too good-looking to be made a monk 
of ! What do you mean, you villains, by attempting to kidnap 
free men ] Is it not enough for you to lock up every mad girl 
whom you can dupe, but you must ^ 

' His master is here present, your Excellency, who will swear 
to the purchase.' 

' Or to anything else for the glory of God. Out of the way ! 
And take care, you tall scoundrel, that I do not get a handle 
against you. You have been one of my marked men for many 
a month. Off!' 

^ His master demands the rights of the law as a Boman 
citizen,' said Peter, pushing forward Arsenius. 

' If he be a Eoman citizen, let him come and make his claim 
at the tribune to-morrow, in legal form. But I would have 
you remember, ancient sir, that I shall require you to prove 
your citizenship before we proceed to the question of purchase.* 

* The law does not demand that,' quoth Peter. 

* Knock that fellow down, apparitor!' Whei*eat Peter 
vanished, and an ominous gro^d rose from the mob of 
monka. 
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•What am I to do, most noble sir?' said Philammon. 

* Whatever you lie, till the third hour to-morrow — ^if you 
are fool enough to appear at the tribune. If you will take my 
advice, you will knock down these fellows right and left, and 
run for your life.* And Orestes drove on. 

Philammon saw that it was his only chance, and did so; 
and in another minute he found himself rushing headlong into 
the archway of Pelagians house, with a dozen monks at his heels. 

As luck would have it, the outer gates, at which the Goths 
had just entered, were still open ; but the inner ones which led 
into the court beyond were fast. He tried them, but in vain. 
There was an open door in the wall on his right : he rushed 
through it, into a long range of stables, and into the arms of 
Wulf and Smid, who were unsaddling and feeding, like true 
warriors, their own horses. 

' Souls of my fathers !' shouted Smid, * here's our young monk 
come back ! What brings you here head over heels in this way, 
young curly-pate?' 

' Save me from those wretches !' pointing to the monks, who 
were peeping into the doorway. 

Wulf seemed to understand it all in a moment ; for, snatching 
up a heavy whip, he rushed at the foe, and with a few tremen- 
dous strokes cleared the doorway, and shut-to the door. 

Philammon was going to explain and thank, but Smid stopped 
his mouth. 

' Never mind, young one, you are our guest now. Come in, 
and you shall be as welcome as ever. See what comes of run- 
ning away from us at first' 

* You do not seem to have benefited much by leaving me 
for the monks,' said old Wul£ *Come in by the inner door. 
Smid ! go and turn those monks out of the gateway.' 

But the mob, after battering the door for a few minutes, 
had yielded to the agonized entreaties of Peter, who assured 
them that if those incarnate fiends once broke out upon them, 
they would not leave a Christian alive in Alexandria. So it 
was agreed to leave a few to watch for Philammon's coming 
out ; and the rest, balked of their prey, turned the tide of their 
wrath against the Prefect, and rejoined the mass of their party, 
who were still hanging round his chariot, ready for mischief. 

In vain the hapless shepherd of the people attempted to 
drive on. The apparitors were frightened and hung back ; and 
without th§ir help it was impossible to force the horses through 
the mass of tossing arms and beards in front. The matter was 
evidently growing serious. 
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* The bitterest ruffians in all Mtria, your Excellency/ whis- 
pered one of the guards, TTith a pale face ; ' and two hundred of 
them, at the least The very same set, I will be sworn, who 
nearly murdered Dioscuros.* 

*K you will not allow me to proceed, my holy brethren,* 
said Orestes, trying to look collected, * perhaps it will not be 
contrary to the canons of the church if I turn back. Leave 
the horses' heads alone. Why, in (Jod's name, what do you 
want 1 ' 

* Do you fancy we have forgotten Hieracas I ' cried a voice 
from the rear ; and at that name, yell upon yell arose, till the 
mob, gaining courage from its own noise, burst out into open 
threats. * Revenge for the blessed martyr, Hieracas ! * * Re- 
venge for the wrongs of the church ! ' * Down with the Mend 
of Heathens, Jews, and Barbarians ! ' ' Down with the &vourite 
ofHypatia!' 'Tyrant!' 'Butcher!* 

And the last epithet so smote the delicate fancy of the crowd, 
that a general cry arose of * Kill the butcher ! ' and one furious 
monk attempted to clamber into the chariot An apparitor 
tore him down, and was dragged to the ground in his turn. 
The monks closed in. The guards, finding the enemy number 
ten to their one, threw down their weapons in a panic, and 
vanished ; and in another minute the hopes of Hypatia and the 
gods would have been lost for ever, and Alexandria robbed of 
the blessing of being ruled by the most finished gentleman 
south of the Mediterranean, had it not been for unexpected 
succour ; of which it will be time enough, considering who and 
what is in danger, to speak in a future chapter. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

A STRAY GLEAM. 

THE last blue headland of Sardinia was fading fast on the 
north-west horizon, and a steady breeze bore before it 
innumerable ships, the wrecks of Heraclian's armament, plung- 
ing and tossing impatiently in their desperate homeward race 
toward the coast of Africa. Far and wide, under a sky of 
cloudless blue, the white sails glittered on the glittering sea, as 
gaily now, above their loads of shame and disappointment, 
terror, and pain, as when, but one short month before, they 

o 3 
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bore with them only wild hopes and gallant daring. Who 
can calculate the sum of miseiy in that hapless flight t . . . . 
And yet it was but one, and that one of the least known and 
most trivial, of the tragedies of that age of woe ; one petty 
death-spasm among the unnumbered throes which were shaking 
to dissolution the Babylon of the West. Her time had 
come. Even as Saint John beheld her in his vision, by 
agony after agony, she was rotting to her well-earned doom. 
Tyrannizing it luxuriously over all nations, she had sat upon 
the mystic beast — building her power on the brute animal 
appetites of her dupes and slaves : but she had duped herself 
even more than them. She was finding out by bitter lessons 
that it was * to the beast,' and not to her, that her vassal kings 
of the earth had been giving their power and strength ; and the 
ferocity and lust which she had pampered so cunningly in them, 

had become her curse and her destruction Drunk with 

the blood of the saints ; blinded by her own conceit and jealousy 
to the fact that she had been crushing and extirpating out of 
her empire for centuries past all which was noble, purifying, 
regenerative, divine, she sat impotent and doting, the prey of 

every fresh adventurer, the slave of her own slaves 

* And the kings of the earth who had sinned with her, hated 
the harlot, and made her desolate and naked, and devoured her 
flesh, and burned her with fire. For God had put into their 
hearts to fulfil His will, and to agree, and to give their kingdom 
to the beast, until the words of God should be fulfilled.' .... 
Everywhere sensuality, division, hatred, treachery, cruelty, un- 
certainty, terror ; the vials of God's wrath poured out. Where 
was to be the end of it alH asked every man of his neigh- 
hour, generation after generation; and received for answer 
only, * It is better to die than to live.' 

And yet, in one ship out of that sad fleet, there was peace ; 
peace amid shame and terror ; amid the groans of the wounded, 
and the sighs of the starving ; amid all but blank despair. 
The great triremes and quinqueremes rushed onward past the 
lagging transports, careless, in the mad race for safety, that 
they were leaving the greater number of their comrades de- 
fenceless in the rear of the flight ; but from one little fishing 
craft alone no base entreaties, no bitter execrations greeted the 
passing flash and roll of their mighty oars. One after another, 
day by day, they came rushing up out of the northern oflfing, 
each like a huge hundred-footed dragon, panting and quivering, 
as if with terror, at every loud pulse of its oars, hurling the 
wild water right and left with the mighty share of its beak, 
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while from the bows some gorgon or chimffiia^ elephant or boar 
stared out with brazen eyes toward the coast of Africa, as if it, 
too, like the human beings which it carried, was dead to every 
care but that of dastard flight. Past they rushed, one after 
another ; and off the poop some shouting voice chilled all hearts 
for a moment, with the fearful news that the Emperor's Neapo- 
litan fleet was in full chase And the soldiers on board 

that little vessel looked silently and steadfastly into the silent 
steadfast face of the old Prefect, and Victoria saw him shudder, 
and turn his eyes away — and stood up among the rough fight- 
ing men, like a goddess, and cried aloud that ' the Lord would 
protect His own ; ' and they believed her, and were still ; till 
many days and many ships were passed, and the little fishing- 
craft, outstripped even by the transports and merchantmen, as 
it strained and crawled along before its single square-sail, was 
left alone upon the sea. 

And where was Eaphael Aben-Ezra % 

He was sitting, with Bran's head between his knees, at the 
door of a temporary awning in the vessel's stem, which shielded 
the wounded men from sun and spray ; and as he sat he could 
hear from within the tent Uie gentle voices of Victoria and 
her brother, as they tended the sick like ministering angels, or 
read to them words of divine hope and comfort — in which his 
homeless heart felt that he had no share 

' As I live, I would change places now with any one of those 
poor mangled ruffians, to have that voice speaking such words 
to me ... . and to believe them.' . . » . And he went on 
perusing the manuscript which he held in his hand. 



' Well ! ' he sighed to himself after awhile, ' at least it is the 
most complimentary, not to say hopeful, view of our destinies 
with which I have met since I threw away my nurse's belief 
that the seed of David was fated to conquer the whole earth, 
and set up a second Koman Empire at Jerusalem, only worse 
than the present one, in that the devils of superstition and 
bigotry would be added to those of tyranny and rapine.' 

A hand was laid on his shoulder, and a voice asked, ' And 
what may this so hopeful view be ? ' 

* Ah ! my dear General ! ' said Eaphael, looking up. * I have 
a poor bill of fare whereon to exercise my culinary powers this 
morning. Had it not been for that shark who was so luckily 
deluded last night, I should have been reduced to the necessity 
of stewing my friend the fsit decurion's big boots.' 
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* They would have heen savoury enough, I wiU warrant, after 
they had passed under your magical hand.' 

* It is a comfort, certainly, to find that after all one did learn 
something useful in Alexandria I So I will even go forward at 
once, and employ my artistic skill.' 

* Tell me first what it was about which I heard you just 
now soliloquizing, as so hopeful a view of some matter or 
other r 

' Honestly — if you will neither betray me to your son and 
daughter, nor consider me as having in anywise committed 
myself — ^it was Paul of Tarsus' notion of the history and 
destinies of our stiff-necked nation. See what your daughter 
has persuaded me into reading ! ' And he held up a manuscript 
of the Epistle to the Hebrews. 

' It is execrable Greek. But it is sound philosophy, I cannot 
deny. He knows Plato better than all the ladies and gentlemen 
in Ale3Mindria put together, if my opinion on the point be worth 
having.' 

* I am a plain soldier, and no judge on that point, sir. He 
may or may not know Plato ; but I am right sure that he 
knows God.' 

'Not too fast,' said Eaphael, with a smile. *You do not 
know, perhaps, that I have spent the last ten years of my life 
among men who professed the same knowledge ) ' 

' Augustine, too, spent the best ten years of his life among 
such ; and yet he is now combating the very errors which he 
once taught.' 

' Having found, he fsuicies, something better 1 ' 

* Having found it, most truly. But you must talk to him 
yourself, and argue the matter over, with one who can argue. 
To me such questions are an unknown land.' 

'Well .... Perhaps I may be tempted to do even that. 
At least a thoroughly converted philosopher — ^for poor dear 
Synesius is half heathen still, I often fancy, and hankers after 
the wisdom of the Egyptian — will be a curious sight ; and to 
talk with so famous and so learned a man would always be a 
pleasure ; but to argue with him, or any other human being, 
none whatsoever.' 

* Why, then r 

* My dear sir, I am sick of syllogisms, and probabilities, and 
pros and contras. What do I care if, on weighing both sides, 
the nineteen pounds' weight of questionable arguments against, 
are overbalanced by the twenty pounds' weight of equally 
qucs'tionable arguments fori Do you not see that my belief 
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of the victorious proposition will be proportioned to the one 
over-balancing pound only, while the whole other nineteen will 
go for nothing 1 ' 

* I really do not.' 

* Happy are you, then, I do, from many a sad experience. 
No, my worthy sir. I want a faith past arguments ; one which, 
whether I can prove it or not to the satisfaction of the lawyers, 
I believe to my own satisfaction, and act on it as undoubtingly 
and unreasoningly as I do upon my own newly rediscovered 
personal identity. I don't want to possess a faith. I want a 
faith which will possess me. And if I ever arrived at such a 
one, believe me, it would be by some such practical demonstration 
as this very tent has given me.' 

* This tent r 

* Yes, sir, this tent ; within which I have seen you and your 
children lead a life of deeds as new to me the Jew, as they 
would be to Hypatia the Grentile. I have watched you for 
many a day, and not in vain. When I saw you an experienced 
officer, encumber your flight with wounded men, I was only 
surprised. But since I have seen you and your daughter, and, 
strangest of all, your gay young Alcibiades of a son, starving 
yourselves to feed those poor ruffians — performing for them, 
day and night, the offices of menial slaves— comfortiDg them, 
as no man ever comforted me — blaming no one but your- 
selves, caring for every one but yourselves, sacrificing nothing 
but yourselves ; and all this without hope of fame or reward, 
or dream of appeasing the wrath of any god or goddess, but 
simply because you thought it right. .... When I saw that, 
sir, and more which I have seen ; and when, reading in this 
book here, I found most unexpectedly those very grand moral 
rules which you were practising, seeming to spring unconsciously, 
as natural results, from the great thoughts, true or false, which 
had preceded them ; then, sir, I began to suspect that the creed 
which could produce such deeds as I have watched within the 
last few days, might have on its side not merely a slight pre- 
ponderance of probabilities, but what we Jews used once to 
call, when we believed in it— or in anything — the mighty power 
of God.' 

And as he spoke, he looked into the Prefect's face with the 
look of a man wrestling in some deadly struggle; so intense 
and terrible was the earnestness of his eye, that even the old 
soldier shrank before it. 

* And therefore,' he went on, * therefore, sir, beware of your 
own actions, and of your children's. If, by any folly or base- 
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ness, such as I have seen in every human being whom I ever 
met as yet upon this accursed stage of fools, you shall crush my 
new-budding hope that there is something somewhere which 
will make me what I know that I ought to be, and can be — 
If you shall crush that, I say, by any misdoing of yours, you 
had better have been the murderer of my firstborn ; with such 
a hate — a hate which Jews alone can feel — will I hate you and 
yours/ 

' God help us and strengthen us !' said the old warrior in a 
tone of noble humility. 

* And now,' said Eaphael, glad to change the subject, after 
this unwonted outburst, * we must once more seriously consider 
whether it is wise to hold on our present course. If you return 
to Carthage, or to Hippo ' 

* I shall be beheaded.' 

' Most assuredly. And how much soever you may consider 
such an event a gain to yourself^ yet for the sake of your son 
and your daughter ' 

* My dear sir,* interrupted the Prefect, ' you mean kindly. But 
do not, do not tempt me. By the Count's side I have fought 
for thirty years, and by his side I will die, as I deserve.' 

*VictoriusI Victoria!' cried Eaphael; 'help me! Your 
father,' he went on, as they came out from the tent, * is still 
decided on losing his own head, and throwing away ours, by 
going to Carthage.' 

* For my sake — ^for our sakes — ^father !' cried Victoria, clinging 
to him. 

' And for my sake, also, most excellent sir,' said Eaphael, 
smiling quietly. * I have no wish to be so uncourteous as to 
urge any help which I may have seemed to afford you. But I 
hope that you will recollect that I have a life to lose, and that 
it is hardly fair of you to imperil it, as you intend to do. If you 
could help or save Heraclian, I should be dumb at once. But 
now, for a mere point of honour to destroy fifty good soldiers, 
who know not their right hands from their left — Shall I ask 
their opinion?' 

* Will you rabe a mutiny against me, sir ? ' asked the old man, 
sternly. 

* Why not mutiny against Philip drunk, in behalf of Philip 
sober 1 But really, I will obey you .... only you must obey 

us What is Hesiod's definition of the man who will 

neither counsel himself nor be counselled by his friends ? . . . 
Have you no trusty acquaintances in Cyrenaica, for instance 1 ' 

The Prefect was silent. 
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' Ob, hear us, my father ! Why not go to Euodlus % He is 
your old comrade — a well-wisher, too, to this .... this expe- 
dition And recollect, Augustine must be there now. He 

was about to sail for Berenice, in order to consult Synesius and 
fche Pentapolitan bishops, when we left Carthage.' 

And at the name of Augustine the old man paused. 

* Augustine will be there ; true. And this our friend must 
meet him. And thus at least I should have his advice. If he 
thinks it my duty to return to Carthage, I can but do so, after 
all. But the soldiers ! ' 

' Excellent sir,' said Raphael, ' Synesius and the Pentapolitan 
landlords — who can hardly call their lives their own, thanks to 
the Moors — ^will be glad enough to feed and pay them, or any 
other brave fellows with arms in their hands, at this moment. 
And my friend Victorius, here, will enjoy, I do not doubt, a 
little wild campaigning against marauding blackamoors.' 

The old man bowed silently. The battle was won. 

The young tribune, who had been watching his father's face 
with the most intense anxiety, caught at the gesture, and hur- 
rying forward, announced the change of plan to the soldiery. 
It was greeted with a shout of joy, and in another five minutes 
the sails were about, the rudders shifted, and the ship on her 
way toward the western point of Sicily, before a steady north- 
west breeze. 

* Ah ! ' cried Victoria, delighted. * And now you will see 
Augustine 1 Tou must promise me to talk to him ! ' 

'This, at least, I will promise, that whatsoever the great 
sophist shall be pleased to say, shall meet with a patient hearing 
from a brother sophist. Do not be angry at the term. Recol- 
lect that I am somewhat tired, like my ancestor Solomon, of 
wisdom and wise men, having found it only too like madness 
and folly. And you cannot surely expect me to believe in man, 
while I do not yet believe in God ] ' 

Victoria sighed. *I will not believe you. Why always 
pretend to be worse than you are?' 

* That kind souls like 3 ou may be spared the pain of finding 

me worse than I seem There, let us say no more ; except 

that I heartily wish that you would hate me ! ' 

* Shall I try?' 

* That must bo my work, I fear, not yours. However, I shall 
give you good cause enough before long, doubt it not.' 

Victoria sighed again, and retired into the tent to nurse the 
sick. 

' And now, sir,' said the Prefect, turning to Raphael and his 
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son ; * do not mistake me. I may have been weak, as worn-out 
and hopeless men are wont to be ; but do not think of me as 
one who has yielded to adversity in fear for his own safety. As 
God hears me, I desire nothing better than to die ; and I only 
turn out of my course on the understanding that if Augustine 
so advise, my children hold me free to return to Carthage and 
meet my fate. All I pray for is, that my life may be spared 
until I can place my dear child in the safe shelter of a 
nunnery.' 

* A nunnery 1 ' 

' Yes, indeed ; I have intended ever since her birth to dedi- 
cate her to the service of God. And in such times as these, 
what better lot for a defenceless girl % ' 

' Pardon me ! ' said Eaphael ; ' but I am too dull to compre- 
hend what benefit or pleasure your Deity will derive from the 
celibacy of your daughter. .... Except, indeed, on one sup- 
position, which, as I have some faint remnants of reverence and 
decency re-awakening in me just now, I must leave to be uttered 
only by the pure lips of sexless priests.' 

* You forget, sir, that you are speaking to a Christian.' 

* I assure you, no ! I had certainly been forgetting it till the 
last two minutes, in your very pleasant and rational society. 
There is no danger henceforth of my making so silly a mistake.' 

* Sir !' said the Prefect, reddening at the undisguised contempt 

of Raphael's manner * When you know a little more of 

St. Paul's Epistles, you will cease to insult the opinions and 
feelings of those who obey them, by sacrificing their most pre- 
cious treasures to God.* 

* Oh, it is Paul of Tarsus, then, who gives you the advice 1 
I thank you for informing me of the feet ; for it will save me 
the trouble of any future study of his works. Allow me, there- 
fore, to return by your hands this manuscript of his with many 
thanks from me to that daughter of yours, by whose perpetutd 
imprisonment you intend to give pleasure to your Deity. 
Henceforth the less communication which passes between me 
and any member of your family, the better.' And he turned 
away. 

* But, my dear sir !' said the honest soldier, really chagrined, 
* you must not ! — we owe you too much, and love you too well 
to part thus for the caprice of a moment. If any word of mine 
has offended you — rforget it, and forgive me, I beseech you !' and 
he caught both Raphael's hands in his own. 

* My very dear sir,' answered the Jew, quietly ; * let me ask 
the same forgiveness of you ; and believe me, for the sake of 
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past pleasant passages, I shall not forget my promise about the 
mortgage. .... But— here we must part. To tell you the 
truth, I half an hour ago was fearfully near becoming neither 
more nor less than a Christian. I had actually deluded myself 
into the fancy that the Deity of the Gralileans might be, after all, 
the God of our old Hebrew forefSathers— of Adam and Eve, of 
Abraham and David, and of the rest who believed that children 
and the &uit of the womb were an heritage and gift which cometh 
of the Lord — and that Paul was right — actually right — ^in his 
theory that the church was the development and fulfilment of 

our old national polity I must thank you for opening 

my eyes to a mistake which, had I not been besotted for the 
moment, every monk and nun would have contradicted by the 
mere fact of their existence, and reserve my nascent faitJi for 
some Deity who takes no delight in seeing his creatures stultify 
the primary laws of their being. Farewell ! ' 

Aiid while the Prefect stood petrified with astonishment, he 
retired to the further extremity of the deck, muttering to 
himself — 

' Did I not know all along that this gleam was too sudden 
and too bright to last 1 Did I not know that he, too, would 
prove himself like all the rest — an ass ? ... . Fool !. to have 
looked for common sense on such an earth as this I . . . . Back 
to chaos again, Eaphael Aben-Ezra, and spin ropes of sand to 
the end of the farce ! ' 

And mixing with the soldiers, he exchanged no word with 
the Prefect and his children, till they reached the port of 
Berenice ; and then putting the necklace into Victoria's hands, 
vanished among the crowds upon the quay, no one knew 
whither. 



CHAPTEK XVIIL 

THB PRBFBOT TBSTBD 

WHEN we lost sight of Philammon, his destiny had hurled 
him once more among his old friends the Goths, in search 
of two important elements of human comfort^ freedom and a 
sister. The former he found at once, in a large hall where 
sundry Goths were lounging and toping, into the nearest comer 
of which he shrank, and stood, his late terror and rage forgotten 
altogether in the one new and absorbing thought — His sister 
might be in that house ! . . . . and yielding to so sweet a 
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dream, he began fancying to himseK which of all those gay 
maidens she might be who had become in one moment more 
dear, more great to him, than all things else in heaven or 
earth. That fair-haired, rounded Italian 1 That fierce, lus- 
cious, aquiline-faced Jewess? That delicate, swart, sidelong- 
eyed Copt ? No. She was Athenian, like himself. That tall, 
lazy Greek girl, then, from beneath whose sleepy lids flashed, 
once an hour, sudden lightnings, revealing depths of thought 
and feeling uncultivated, perhaps even unsuspected, by their 
possessor] Her? Or that, her seeming sister? Or the 
next? .... Or — ^Was it Pelagia herself, most beautiful and 
most sinful of them all ? Fearful thought ! He blushed 
scarlet at the bare imagination : yet why, in his secret heart, 
was that the most pleasant hypothesis of them all? And 
suddenly flashed across him that observation of one of the 
girls on board the boat, on his likeness to Pelagia. Strange, 
that he had never recollected it before ! It must be so I Aid 
yet on what a slender thread, woven of scattered hints and 
surmises, did that * n^iust ' depend ! He would be sane ! he 
would wait ; he would have patience. Patience, with a sister 
yet unfound, perhaps perishing ? Impossible ! 

Suddenly the train of his thoughts was changed perforce : — 

* Come ! come and see ! There's a fight in the streets,' called 
one of the damsels down the stairs, at the highest pitch of her 
voice. 

*I shan't go,* yawned a huge fellow, who was lying on his 
back on a sofa. 

*0h come up, my hero,* said one of the girls. 'Such a 
charming riot, and the Prefect himself in the middle of it 1 We 
have not had such a one in the street this month.' 

* The princes won't let me knock any of these donkey-riders 
on the head, and seeing other people do it only makes me envious. 
Give me the wine-jug — curse the girl ! she has run upstairs ! ' 

The shouting and trampling came nearer; and in another 
minute Wulf came rapidly down stairs, through the hall into 
the harem-court, and into the presence of the Amal. 

* Prince — ^here is a chance for us. These rascally Greeks are 
murdering their Prefect under our very windows.' 

* The lying cur ! Serve him right for cheating us. He has 
plenty of guMxis. Why can't the fool take care of himself ? ' 

* They have all run away, and I saw some of them hiding 
among the mob. As I live, the man will be killed in five 
minutes more.* 

' Why not ? ' 
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' Why should he, when we can save him and win his favour 
for ever ? The men's fingers are itching for a fight ; it's a bad 
plan not to give hounds blood now and then, or they lose the 
knack of hunting.' 

* Well, it wouldn't take five minutes.' 

'And heroes should show that they can forgive when an 
enemy is in distress.' 

' Very true ! Like an Amal too ! ' And the Araal sprang up 
and shouted to his men to follow him. 

* Good-bye, my pretty one. Why, Wulf,' cried he, as he burst 
out into the court, * here's our monk again ! By Odin, you're 
welcome, my handsome boy ! come along and fight too, young 
fellow ; what were those arms given you for 1 ' 

* He is my man,' said Wulf, laying his hand on Philammon's 
shoulder, ' and blood he shall taste.' And out the three hurried, 
Philammon, in his present reckless mood, ready for anything. 

' Bring your whips. Never mind swords. Those rascals are 
not worth it,' shouted the Amal, as he hurried down the 
passage brandishing his heavy thong, some ten feet in length, 
threw the gate open, and the next moment recoiled from a 
dense crush of people who surged in — and surged out again as 
rapidly, as the Goth, with the combined force of his weight and 
arm, hewed his way straight through them, felling a wretch at 
every blow, and followed up by his terrible companions. 

They were but just in time. The four white blood-horses 
were plunging and rolling over each other, and Orestes reeling 
in his chariot, with a stream of blood running down his face, 
and the hands of twenty wild monks clutching at him. * Monks 
again ! ' thought Philammon ; and as he saw among them more 
than one hateful face, which he recollected in Cyril's court-ytird 
on that fatal night, a flush of fierce revenge ran through him. 

* Mercy ! ' slmeked the miserable Prefect — * I am a Christian ! 
I swear that I am a Christian ! the Bishop Atticus baptized me 
at Constantinople ! ' 

* Down with the butcher ! down with the heathen tyrant, 
who refuses the adjuration on the Grospels rather than be re- 
conciled to the patriarch ! Tear him out of the chariot ! ' yelled 
the monks. 

* The craven hound ! ' said the Amal, stopping short, * I won\ 
help him ! ' But in an instant Wulf rushed forward, and struck 
right and left ; the monks recoiled, and Philammon, burning 
to prevent so shameful a scandal to the faith to which he still 
clung convulsively, sprung into the chariot and caught Orestes 
in his. arms. 
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' You are safe, my lord ; don't struggle,' whispered he, while 
the monks flew on him. A stone or two struck him, but they 
only quickened his determination, and in another moment the 
whistliog of the whips round his head, and the yell and hack 
ward rush of the monks, told him that he was safe. He 
carried his burden safely within the doorway of Pelagia's house, 
into the crowd of peeping and shrieking damsels, where twenty 
pair of the prettiest hands in Alexandria seized on Orestes, and 
drew him into the court. 

* Like a second Hylas, carried ofiF by the nymphs ! ' simpered 
he, as he vanished into the harem, to reappear in five minutes, 
his head bound up with silk handkerchiefs, and with as much 
of his usual impudence as he could muster. 

*Your Excellency — heroes all — I am your devoted slava 
I owe you life itself; and more, the valour of your succour is 
only surpassed by the deliciousness of your cure. I would 
gladly undergo a second wound to enjoy a second time the 
services of such hands, and to see such feet busying themselves 
on my behalf.' 

* You wouldn't have said that five minutes ago,' quoth the 
Amal, looking at him very much as a bear might at a monkey. 

'Never mind the hands and feet, old fellow, they are none 
of yours I ' bluntly observed a voice from behind, probably 
Smid's, and a laugh ensued. 

* My saviours, my brothers ! ' said Orestes, politely ignoring 
the laughter. *How can I repay you? Is there anything in 
which my office here enables me — I will not say to reward, for 
that would be a term beneath your dignity as free barbarians — 
but to gratify you?* 

* Give us three days* pillage of the quarter ! * shouted some 
one. 

*Ah, true valour is apt to underrate obstacles; you forget 
your small numbers.* 

* I say,' quoth the Amal ; * I say, take care, Prefect. — If you 
mean to tell me that we forty couldn't cut all the throats in 
Alexandria in three days, and yours into the bargain, and keep 
your soldiers at bay all the time ' 

*Half of them would join us ! ' cried some one. 'They are 
half our own flesh and blood after all I ' 

* Pardon me, my friends, I do not doubt it a moment. I 
know enough of the world never to have found a sheep-dog yet 
who would not, on occasion, help to make away with a little of 
the mutton which he guarded. Eh, my venerable sir 1 * turning 
to Wulf, with a knowing bow. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



xviii.] THE PREFECT TESTED. 207 

Wulf chuckled grimly, and said something to the Amal in 
German about being civil to guests. 

' You will pardon me, my heroic friends,* said Orestes, ' but, 
with your kind permission, I will observe that I am somewhat 
faint and disturbed by late occurrences. To trespass on your 
hospitality further would be an impertinence. If, therefore, I 
might send a slave to find some of my apparitors * 

* No, by all the Gods ! ' roared the Amal ; * you're my guest 
now — my lady's at least. And no one ever went out of my 
house sober yet if I could help it. Set the cooks to work, my 
men ! The Prefect shall feast with us like an emperor, and we'll 
send him home to-night as drunk as he can wish. Come along, 
your Excellency ; we're rough fellows, we Goths ; but by the 
Valkyrs, no one can say that we neglect our guests ! ' 

' It is a sweet compulsion,' said Orestes, as be went in. 

* Stop, by the by ! Didn't one of you men catch a monk 1 ' 

* Here he is, prince, with his elbows safe behind him.' And 
a t«ll, haggard, half-naked monk was dragged forward. 

* Capital ! bring him in. His Excellency shall judge him 
while dinner's cooking, and Smid shall have the hanging of him. 
He hurt nobody in the scuffle ; he was thinking of his dinner.* 

* Some rascal bit a piece out of my leg, and I tumbled down,' 
grumbled Smid. 

* Well, pay out this fellow for it> then. Bring a chair, slaves ! 
Here, your Highness, sit there and judge.' 

' Two chairs ! ' said some one ; ^ the Amal shan't stand, before 
the emperor himself.' 

* By all means, my dear friends. The Amal and I will act 
as the two CsBsars, with divided empire. I presume we shall 
have little difference of opinion as to the hanging of this 
worthy.' 

* Hanging's too quick for him.' 

* Just what I was about to remark — ^there are certain judicial 
formalities, considered generally to be conducive to the stability, 
if not necessary to the existence, of the Roman empire ' 

' I say, don't talk so much,' shouted a Goth. * If you want 
to have the hanging of him yourself, do. We thought we would 
save you trouble.' 

* Ah, my excellent friend, would you rob me of the delicate 
pleasure of revenge % I intend to spend at least four hours 
to-morrow in killing this pious martyr. He will have a good 
time to think, between the beginning and the end of the rack.' 

' Do you hear that» master monk ? ' said Smid, chucking him 
under the chin, while the rest of the party seemed to think the 
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whole business an excellent joke, and divided their ridicule 
openly enough between the Prefect and his victim. 

* The man of blood hsis said it. I am a martyr/ answered the 
monk, in a dogged voice. 

* You will take a good deal of time in becoming one.' 

* Death may be long, but glory is everlasting.' 

* True. I forgot that, and will save you the said glory, if I 
can help it, for a year or two. Who was it struck me with the 
stone r 

No answer. 

' Tell me, and the moment he is in my lictors' hands I pardon 
you freely.' 

The monk laughed. * Pardon? Pardon me eternal bliss, 
and the things unspeakable, which Grod has prepared for those 
who love Him ? Tyrant and butcher ! I struck thee, thou 
second Dioclesian — I hurled the stone — I, Ammonius. Would 
to heaven that it had smitten thee through, thou Sisera, like the 
nail of Jael the Kenite ! ' 

* Thanks, my friend. Heroes, you have a cellar for monks as 
well as for wine ? I will trouble you with this hero's psalm- 
singing to-night, and send my apparitors for him in the 
morning.* 

* If he begins howling when we are in bed, your men won't 
find much of him left in the morning,' said the Amal. * But 
here come the slaves, announcing dinner.' 

* Stay,' said Orestes ; * there is one more with whom I have 
an account to settle — ^that young philosopher there.' 

* Oh, he is coming in, too. He never was drunk in his life, 
I'll warrant, poor fellow, and it's high time for him to begin.* 
And the Amal laid a good-natured bear's paw on Philammon's 
shoulder, who hung back in perplexity, and cast a piteous look 
towards Wul£ 

Wulf answered it by a shake of the head, which gave Phil- 
ammon courage to stammer out a courteous refusal. The Amal 
swore an oath at him which made the cloister ring again, and 
with a quiet shove of his heavy hand, sent him staggering half 
across the court : but Wulf interposed. 

* The boy is mine, prince. He is no drunkard, and I will not 
let him become one. Would to heaven,' added he, under his 
breath, * that I could say the same to some others. Send us out 
our supper here, when you are done. Half a sheep or so will 
do between us ; and enough of the strongest to wash it down 
with. Smid knows my quantity.' 

' Why m. heaven's name are you not coming in % * 
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* That mob will be trying to burst the gates again before two 
hours are out ; and as some one must stand sentry, it may as 
well be a man who will not have his ears stopped up by wine 
and women's kisses. The boy will stay with me.* 

So the party went in, leaving Wulf and Philammon alone in 
the outer hall. 

There the two sat for some half-hour, casting stealthy glances 
at each other, and wondering, perhaps, each of them vainly 
enough, what was going on in the opposite brain. Philammon, 
though his heart was full of his sister, could not help noticing 
the air of deep sadness which hung about the scarred and 
weatherbeaten features of the old warrior. The grimness which 
he had remarked on their first meeting seemed to be now 
changed into a settled melancholy. The furrows round his 
mouth and eyes had become deeper and sharper. Some per- 
petual indignation seemed smouldering in the knitted brow and 
protruding upper lip. He sat there silent and motionless for 
some half-hour, his chin resting on his hands, and they again 
upon the butt of his axe, apparently in deep thought, and 
listening with a silent sneer at the clinking of glasses and dishes 
within. 

Philammon felt too much respect both for his age, and his 
stately sadness, to break the silence. At last some louder burst 
of merriment than usual aroused him. 

* What do you call that ? * said he, speaking in Greek. 

* EoUy and vanity.' 

* And what does she there — ^the Alruna — the prophet-woman, 
callitr 

* Whom do you mean ? * 

' Why the Greek woman whom we went to hear talk this 
morning.* 

* Folly and vanity.' 

* Why can't she cure that Eoman hairdresser there of it, thenf 
Philammon was silent — * Why not, indeed ! ' 

* Do you think she could cure any one of it T 
*0f whatr 

* Of getting drunk, and wasting their strength and their fame^ 
and their hard-won treasures upon eating and drinking, and fine 
clothes, and bad women.* 

' She is most pure herself, and she preaches purity to all who 
hear her.* 

* Curse preaching. I have preached for these four months.* 
'Perhaps she may have some more winning argum^^ncs — 

perhaps * 
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' I know. Such a beautiful bit of flesh and blood as she is 
might get a hearing, when a grizzled old head- splitter like mo 
was called a dotard. £h1 WelL It's natural' 

A long silence. 

' She is a grand woman. I never saw such a one, and I have 
seen many. There was a propheteas once, lived in an island in 
the Weser-stream — and when a man saw her, even before she 
spoke a word, one longed to crawl to her feet on all fours, and 
say, " There, tread on me ; I am not fit for you to wipe your 
feet upon." And many a warrior did it. . . . Perhaps I may 
have done it myself, before now. .... And this one is strangely 
like her. She would make a prince's wife, now.* 

Philammon started. What new feeling was it, which made 
him so indignant at the notion % 

* Beauty % What's body without soul ? What's beauty with- 
out wisdom 1 Whaf s beauty without chastity f Beast I fool I 
wallowing in the mire which every hog has fouled ! ' 

' like a jewel of gold in a swine's snout, so is a fair woman 
who is without discretion.' 
'Who said that r 

* Solomon, the king of IsraeL' 

* I never heard of him. But he was a right Sagaman, who- 
ever said it. And she is a pure maiden, that other one ? ' 

* Spotless as the ' — blessed Virgin, Philammon was going to 
say — ^but checked himself. There were sad recollections about 
the words. 

Wulf sat silent for a few minutes, while Philammon's thoughts 
reverted at once to the new purpose for which alone life seemed 
worth having. . • . • To find his sister ! That one thought 
had in a few hours changed and matured the boy iuto the man. 
Hitherto he had been only the leaf before the wind, the -puppet 
of every new impression; but now circumstance, which had 
been leading him along in such soft fetters for many a month, 
was become his deadly foe ; and all his energy and cunning, all 
his little knowledge of man and of society, rose up sturdily and 
shrewdly to fight in this new cause. Wulf was now no longer 
a phenomenon to be wondered at, but an instrument to be 
used. The broken hints which he had just given of discontent 
with Pelagia's presence inspired the boy with sudden hope, and 
cautiously he began to hmt at the existence of persons who 
would be glad to remove her. Wulf caught at the notion, and 
replied to it with searching questions, till Philammon, finding 
plain speaking the better part of cunning, told him openly the 
whole events of the morning, and the mystery which Arsenius 
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hdd half revealed ; and then shuddered with mingled joy and 
horror as WuUj after ruminating over the Inatter for a weary five 
minutes, made answer — 

* And what if Pelagia herself were your sister 1 * 
Philammon was bursting forth in some passionate answer, 

when the old man stopped him, and went on slowly, looking him 
through and through — 

' Because, when a penniless young monk claims kin with a 
woman who is drinking out of the wine-cups of the CsBsars, 
and filling a place for a share of which kings' daughters have 
been thankful — and will be again before long — why then, though 
an old man may be too good-natured to call it ^ a lie at first 
sight, he can't help supposing that the young monk has an eye 
to his own personal profit, eh % ' 

* My profit % * cried poor Philammon, starting up. ' Grood 
Grod ! what object on earth can I have, but to rescue her from 
this infamy to purity and holiness 1 * 

He had touched the wrong chord. 

* Infamy ] you accursed Egyptian slave ! ' cried the Prince, 
starting up in his turn, red with passion, and clutching at the 
whip which hung over his head. * Infamy? As if she, and 
you too, ought not to consider yourselves blest in her being 
allowed to wash the feet of an Ajnal I ' 

^ Oh, forgive me ! * said Philammon, terrified at the fruits of 
his own clumsiness. * But you forget — you forget, she is not 
married to him ! ' 

'Married to him? Afreedwoman? No; thank Freya ! he 
has not fallen as low as that, at least ; and never shall, if I kill 
the witch with my own hands. A freed woman ! * 

Poor Philammon ! And he had been told but that morning 
that he was a slave. He hid his face in his hands, and burst 
into an agony of tears. 

'Come, come,' said the testy warrior, softened at once. 
* Woman's tears don't matter ; bat somehow I never could bear 
to make a man cry. When you are cool, and have learnt com- 
mon courtesy, we'll talk more about this. So ! Hush ; enough 
is enough. Here comes the supper, and I am as hungry as 
Loke.' 

And he commenced devouring like his namesake, * the grey 
beast of the wood,' and forcing, in his rough hospitable way, 
Philammon to devour also, much against his will and stomach. 

* There. I feel happier now ! ' quoth Wulf, at last * There 
is nothing to be done in this accursed place but to eat. I get 
no fighting, no hunting. I hate women as they hate me. I 

p 2 
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don't know anything, indeed, that I don't hate, except eating 
and singing. And now, what with those girls* vile unmanly 
harps and flutes, no one cares to listen to a true rattling war- 
song. There they are at it now, with their catterwauling, 
squealing all together like a set of starlings on a foggy morn- 
ing ! We'll have a song, too, to drown the noise.' And he 
burst out with a wild rich melody, acting, in uncouth gestures 
and a suppressed tone of voice, the scene which the words 
described : — 

An elk looked out of the piue forest ; 
He snuffed up east, he snuffed down west, 
Stealthy and still. 

His mane and his horns were heavy with snow ; 
I laid my arrow across my bow, 

Stealthy and stiU. 

And then, quickening his voice, as his whole face blazed up 
into fierce excitement — 

The bow it rattled, the arrow flew, 
It smote his blade-bones through and through, 
Hurrah ! 

I sprang at his throat like a wolf of the wood. 

And I warmed my hands in the smoking blood, 

Hurrah! 

And, with a shout that echoed and rang from wall to wall, and 
pealed away above the roofs, he leapt to his feet with a gesture 
and look of savage frenzy which made Philammon recoil. But 
the passion was gone in an instant, and Wulf sat down again, 
chuckling to himself — 

* There — that is something like a warrior's song. That makes 
the old blood spin along again ! But this debauching furnace 
of a climate 1 no man can keep his muscle, or his courage, or 
his money, or anything else in it. May the gods curse the day 
when first I saw it ! ' 

Philammon said nothing, but sat utterly aghast at an out- 
break so unlike Wulf 's usual caustic reserve, and stately self- 
restraint, and shuddering at the thought that it might be an 
instance of that dsemoniac possession to which these barbarians 
were supposed by Christians and by Neo-Platonists to be pecu- 
liarly subject. But the horror was not yet at its height ] for 
in another minute the doors of the women's court flew open, 
and, attracted by Wulf's shout, out poured the whole Baccha- 
nalian crew, with Orestes, crowned with flowers, and led by 
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the Amal and Pelagia, reeling in the midst, wine-cup in 
hand. 

* There is my philosopher, my preserver, my patron saint ! ' 
hiccuped he. * Bring him to my arms, that I may encircle his 
lovely neck with pearls of India, and barbaric gold ! ' 

* For God's sake let me escape ! ' whispered he to Wulf, as the 
rout rushed upon him. Wulf opened the door in an instant, 
and he dashed through it. As he went, the old man held out 
his hand — 

* Come and see me again, boy ! Me only. The old warrior 
will not hurt you ! ' 

There was a kindly tone in the voice, a kindly light in the 
eye, which made Philammon promise to obey. He glanced one 
look back through the gateway as he fled, and just saw a wild 
whirl of Goths and' girls, spinning madly round the court in 
the world-old Teutonic waltz ; while, high above their heads, in 
the uplifted arms of the mighty Amal, was tossing the beautiful 
figure of Pelagia, tearing the garland from her floating hair to 
pelt the dancers with its roses. And that might be his sister ! 
He hid his face and fled, and the gate shut out the revellers 
from his eyes ; and it is high time that it should shut them out 
from ours also. 

Some four hours more had passed. The revellers were sleep- 
ing off their wine, and the moon shining bright and cold across 
the court, when Wulf came out, carrying a heavy jar of wine, 
followed by Smid, a goblet in each hand. 

'Here, comrade, out into the middle, to catch a breath of 
night-air. Are all the fools asleep 1 ' 

* Every mother's son of them. Ah ! this is refreshing after 
that room. What a pity it is that all men are not bom with 
heads like ours ! ' 

* Very sad indeed,' said Wulf, filling his goblet 

* What a quantity of pleasure they lose in this life ! There 
they are, snoring like hogs. Now, you and I are good to finish 
this jar, at least.' 

* And another after it, if our talk is not over by that tima 

* Why, are you going to hold a council of war 1 ' 

* That is as you take it. Now, look here, Smid. Whomsoever 
I cannot trust, I suppose I may trust you, eh ? ' 

* Well ! ' quoth Smid, surlily, putting down his goblet, * that 
is a strange question to ask of a man who has marched, and 
hungered, and plundered, and conquered, and been well beaten 
by your side for five-and-twenty years, through all lands between 
the Wesel and Alexandria 1 ' 
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*I am growing old, I suppose, and so I suspect every ona 
But hearken to me, for between wine and ill-temper out it must 
come. You saw that Alruna- woman 1 ' 

* Of course.' 
'Welir 
<Welir 

*Why, did not you think she would make a wife for any 
manr 
'Welir 

* And why not for our Amal ] ' 

* That's his concern as well as hers, and hers as well as ours.' 

* She ] Ought she not to think herself only too much honoured 
by marrying a son of Odin ] Is she going to be more dainty than 
Placidiar 

'What was good enough for an emperor's daughter must be 
good enough for her.' 

* Good enough % And Adolf only a Bait, while Amalric is a 
full-blooded Amal — Odin's son by both sides ] ' 

* I don't know whether she would understand that.' 

*Then we would make her. Why not carry her oflF, and 
marry her to the Amal whether she chose or not ] She would 
be well content enough with him in a week, I will warrant.' 

' But there is Pelagia in the way.' 

* Put her out of the way, then.' 

* Impossible.' 

* It was this morning ; a week hence it may not be. I heard 
a promise made to-night which will do it, if there be the spirit 
of a Goth left in the poor besotted lad whom we know of.' 

* Oh, he is aU right at heart ; never fear him. But what was 
the promise?' 

* I will not tell till it is claimed. I will not be the man to 
shame my own nation and the blood of the gods. But if that 
drunken Prefect recollects it — why let him recollect it And 
what is more, the monk-boy who was here to-night ' 

* Ah, what a well-grown lad that is wasted ! ' 

* More than suspects — and if his story is true, I more than 
suspect too — that Pelagia is his sister.' 

' His sister ! But what of that ] ' 

* He wants, of course, to cany her off, and make a nun of 
her.' 

' You would not let him do such a thing to the poor child 1 * 
' If folks get in my way, Smid, ihey must go down. So much 

the worse tor them ; but old Wulf wavs never turned back yet 

by man or beast, and he will not be now.' 
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'After all, it will serve the hussy right But Amalrict' 
' Out of sight, out of mind.' 

* But they say the Prefect means to marry the girl/ 

' He ? That scented ape % She would not he such a wretch.* 
' But he does intend ; and she intends too. It is the talk of 
the whole town. We should have to put him out of the way 
first/ 

*Why not? Easy enough, and a good riddance for Alex- 
andria. Yet if we made away with him we should he forced 
to take the city too; and I doubt whether we have hands 
enough for that.' 

* The guards might join us. I will go down to the barracks 
and try them, if you choose, to-morrow, I am boon-companion 
with a good many of them already. But, after aU, Prince Wulf 
— of course you are always right ; wo all know that — but whaf s 
the use of marrying this Hypatia to the Amal)' 

*Use?' said Wulf, smiting down his goblet on the pavement. 
* Use 1 you purblind old hamster-rat, who think of nothing but 
filling your own cheek-pouches ! — To give him a wife worthy of 
a hero, as he is, in spite of all — a wife who will make him sober 
instead of drunk, wise instead of a fool, daring instead of a 
sluggard — a wife who can command the rich people for us, and 
give us a hold here, which if once we get, let us see who will 
break it ! Why, with those two ruling in Alexandria, we might 
be masters of Africa in three months. We'd send to Spain for 
the Wendels, to move on Carthage ; we'd send up the Adriatic 
for the Longbeards to land in Pentapolis ; we'd sweep the whole 
coast without losing a man, now it is drained of troops by that 
fool Heraclian's Koman expedition ; make the Wendels and 
Longbeards shake hands here in Alexandria ; draw lots for their 
shares of the coast ; and then !' 

*And then what r 

* Why, when we had settled Africa, T would call out a crew 
of picked heroes, and sail away south for Asgard — Fd try that 
Red Sea this time — and see Odin face to face, or die searching 
for him.' 

' Oh ! ' groaned Smid. ' And I suppose you would expect me 
to come too, instead of letting me stop halfway, and settle there 
among the dragons and elephants. Well, well, wise men are 
like moorlands — ^ride as far as you will on the sound ground, 
you are sure to come upon a soft place at last. However, 
I will go down to the guards to-morrow, if my head don't 
ache.' 

< And I will see the boy about Pelagia, Drink to our plot ! ' 
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And the two old iron-heads drank on, till the stars paled out, 
and the eastward shadows of the cloister vanished in the blaze 
of dawn. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

JEWS AGAINST CHRISTIANS. 

THE little porter, after having carried Arsenius's message to 
Miriam, had run hack in search of Philammon and his 
foster-father ; and not finding them, had spent the evening in 
such frantic rushings to and fro, as produced gieat doubts of his 
sanity among the people of the quarter. At last hunger sent 
him home to supper ; at which meal he tried to find vent for 
his excited feelings in his favourite employment of beating his 
wife. Whereon Miriam's two Syrian slave-girls, attracted by 
her screams, came to the rescue, threw a pail of water over him, 
and turned him out of doors. He, nothing discomfited, likened 
himseK smilingly to Socrates conquered by Xantippe ; and, phi- 
losophically yielding to circumstances, hopped about like a tame 
magpie for a couple of hours at the entrance of the alley, pouring 
forth a stream of light raillery on the passers-by, which several 
times endangered his personal safety ; till at last Philammon, 
hurrying breathlessly home, rushed into his arms. 

*Hushl Hither with mel Your star still prospers. She 
calls for you.' 

'Whor 

* Miriam herself. Be secret as the grave. You she will see 
and speak with. The message of Arsenius she rejected in lan- 
guage which it is unnecessary for philosophic lips to repeat. 
Come ; but give her good words — as are fit to an enchantress 
who can stay the stars in their courses, and command the spirits 
of the third heaven.' 

Philammon hurried home with Eudsemon. Little cared he 

now for Hypatia's warning against Miriam Was he not 

in search of a sister? 

* So, you wretch, you are back again ! ' cried one of the girls, 
as they knocked at the outer door of Miriam's apartments. 
* What do you mean by bringing young men hore at this time of 
night r 

* Bettor go down, and beg pardon of that poor vnfe of yours. 
She has been weeping and praying for you to her crucifix all the 
evening, you ungrateful little ape ! ' 
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* Female superstitioiis — ^but I forgive her. .... Peace, ba?- 
barian women ! I bring this youthful philosopher hither by 
your mistress's own appointment' 

' He must wait, then, in the ante-room. There is a gentleman 
with my mistress at present.' 

So Philammon waited in a dark, dingy ante-room, luxuriously 
famished with faded tapestry, and divans which lined the walls ; 
and fretted and fidgeted, while the two girls watched him over 
their embroidery out of the corners of their eyes, and agreed that 
he was a very stupid person for showing no inclination to return 
their languishing glances. 

In the meanwhile, Miriam, within, was listening, with a 
smile of grim delight, to a swarthy and weather-beaten young 
Jew. 

* I knew, mother in Israel, that aU depended on my pace ; 
and night and day I rode from Ostia toward Tarentum : but 
the messenger of the uncircumcised was better mounted than I ; 
I therefore bribed a certain slave to lame his horse, and passed 
him by a whole stage on the second day. Nevertheless, by 
night the Philistine had caught me up again, the evil angels 
helping him ; and my soul was mad within me.' 

* And what then, Jonadab Bar-Zebudahl* 

* I bethought me of Ehud, and of Joab also, when he was 
pursued by Asahel, and considered much of the lawfulness of 
the deed, not being a man of blood. Nevertheless, we were 
together in the darkness, and I imote him.* 

Miriam clapped her hands. 

'Then putting on his clothes, and taking his letters and 
credentials, as was but reasonable, I passed myself off for the 
messenger of the emperor, and so rode the rest of that journey 
at the expense of the heathen ; and I hereby return you the 
balance saved.' 

* Never mind the balance. Keep it> thou worthy son of 
Jacob. What next r 

* When I came to Tarentum, I sailed in the galley which 
I had chartered from certain sea-robbers. Valiant men they 
were, nevertheless, and kept true faith with me. For when 
we had come halfway, rowing with all our might, behold 
another galley coming in our wake and about to pass us by, 
which I knew for an Alexandrian, as did the captain also, who 
assured me that she had come from hence to Brundusium with 
letters from Orestes.' 

'WeUr 

'It seemed to me both base to be passed, and more base 
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to waste all the expense wherewith you and our elders had 
charged themselves ; so I took counsel with the man of hlood, 
offering him, over and above our bargain, two hundred gold 
pieces of my own, which please to pay to my account with 
Kabbi Ezekiel, who lives by the Watergate in Pelusium. Then 
the pirates, taking counsel, agreed to run down the enemy; 
for our galley was a sharp-beaked Liburnian, while theirs was 
only a messenger trireme.' 

'And you did it r 

*Else bad I not been here. They were delivered into our 
hands, so that we struck them full in mid-length, and they 
sank like Pharaoh and his host.' 

*So perish all the enemies of the nation!* cried Miriam. 
* And now it is impossible, you say, for fresh news to arrive for 
these ten days?' 

* Impossible, the captain assured me, owing to the rising of 
the wind, and the signs of southerly storm.* 

' Here, take this letter for the Chief Eabbi, and the blessing 
of a mother in Israel. Thou hast played the man for thy 
people ; and thou shalt go to the grave full of years and 
honours, with men-servants and maid-servants, gold and silver, 
children and children's children, with thy foot on the necks of 
heathens, and the blessing of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, to 
eat of the goose which is fattening in the desert, and the 
Leviathan which lieth in the great sea, to be meat for all true 
Israelites at the last day.' 

And the Jew turned and went out, perhaps, in his simple 
fanaticism, the happiest man in Egypt at that moment. 

He passed out through the ante-chamber, leering at the 
slave-girls, and scowling at Philammon; and the youth was 
ushered into the presence of Miriam. 

She sat, coiled up like a snake, on a divan, writing busily 
in a tablet upon her knees, while on the cushions beside her 
glittered splendid jewels, which she had been fingering over as 
a child might its toys. She did not look up for a few minutes ; 
and Philammon could not help, in spite of his impatience, 
looking round the little room and contrasting its dirty splen- 
dour, and heavy odour of wine, and food, and perfumes, with 
the sunny grace and cleanliness of Greek houses. Against the 
wall stood presses and chests fretted with fantastic Oriental 
carving; illuminated rolls of parchment lay in heaps in a 
corner ; a lamp of strange form hung from the ceiling, and shed 
a dim and lurid light upon an object which chilled the youth's 
blood for a moment — a bracket against the wall, on which, in a 
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plate of gold, engraven with mystic signs, stood the mummy 
of an infant's head ; one of those teraphim, from which, as 
Philammon knew, the sorcerers of the East professed to evoke 
oracular responses. 

At last, she looked up, and spoke in a shrill, harsh 
voice. 

' Well, my fair boy, and what do you want with Jbhe poor old 
proscribed Jewess? Have you coveted yet any of the pretty 
things which she has had the wit to make her slave-demons 
save from the Christian robbers 1 ' 

Philammon's tale was soon told. The old woman listened, 
watching him intently with her burning eye ; and then answered 
slowly — 

* Well, and what if you are a slave ] ' 

* Am I one, then] Am I ]' 

' Of course you are. Arsenius spoke truth. I saw him buy 
you at Kavenna, just fifteen years ago. I bought your sister at 
the same time. She is two-and-twenty now. You were four 
years younger than her, I should say.' 

* Oh heavens ! and you know my sister still ! Is she 
Pelagial ' 

*You were a pretty boy,' went on the hag, apparently not 
hearing him. ' If I had thought you were going to grow up as 
beautiful and as clever as you are, I would have bought you 
myself. The Goths were just marching, and Arsenius gave 
only eighteen gold pieces for you — or twenty — I am growing 
old, and forget everything, I think. But there would have 
been the expense of your education, and your sister cost me in 
training — oh what sums! Not that she was not worth the 
money — no, no, the darling ! ' 

' Aiid you know where she is 1 Oh tell me^in the name of 
mercy, teU me ! ' 

'Why, thenr 

* Why, then ] Have you not the heart of a human being in 
you % Is she not my sister ] ' 

' Well ] You have done very weU for fifteen years without 
your sister — why can you not do as well now? You don't 
recollect her — you don't love her.' 

* Not love her? I would die for her— die for you if you will 
but help me to see her I ' 

*You would, would you? And if I brought you to her, 
what then ? What if she were Pelagia herself, what then ] 
She is happy enough now, and rich enough. Could you make 
her happier or richer % ' 
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* Can you ask 1 I must — I will — reclaim her from the infamy 
in which I am sure she lives.* 

' Ah ha, sir monk ! I expected as much. I know, none 
knows better, what those fine words mean. The burnt child 
dreads the fire : but the burnt old woman quenches it, you will 
find. Now listen. I do not say that you shaU not see her — 
I do not say^that Pelagia herself is not the woman whom you 
seek — ^but — you are in my power. Don't frown and pout. I 
can deliver you as a slave to Arsenius when I choosa One 
word from me to Orestes, and you are in fetters as a fugitive.' 

' I will escape ! ' cried he, fiercely. 

* Escape me?' — She laughed, pointing to the teraph — *Me, 
who, if you fled beyond Kaf, or dived to the depths of the 
ocean, could make these dead lips confess where you were, and 
command demons to bear you back to me upon their wings ! 
Escape me ! Better to obey me, and see your sister.* 

Philammon shuddered, and submitted. The spell of the 
woman's eye, the terror of her words, which he half believed, 
and the agony of longing, conquered him, and he gasped out — 

* I will obey you — only — only ' 

* Only you are not quite a man yet, but half a monk still, eh? 
I must know that before I nelp you, my pretty boy. Are you 
a monk still, or a man 1 ' 

* What do you mean 1 ' 

* Ah^ ha, ha 1 ' laughed she, shrilly. ' And these Christian 
dogs don't know what a man means ] Are you a monk, then ] 
leaving the man alone, as above your understanding.' 

* I ] — I am a student of philosophy.' 
' Eut no man V 

* I am a man, I suppose.' 

' I don't ; if you had been, you would have been making love . 
like a man to that heathen woman many a month ago.' 
a— to her r 

* Yes, I — ^to her ! ' said Miriam, coarsely imitating his tone of 
shocked humility. *I, the poor penniless boy-scholar, to her, 
the great, rich, wise, worshipped she-philosopher, who holds the 
sacred keys of the inner shrine of the east wind — and just 
because I am a man, and the handsomest man in Alexandria, 
and she a woman, and the vainest woman in Alexandria, and 
therefore I am stronger than she, and can twist her round my 
finger, and bring her to her knees at my feet when I like, as 
soon as I open my eyes, and discover that I am a man. Eh, 
boy ? Did she ever teach you that among her mathematics and 
metaphysics, and gods and goddesses ? * 
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Philammon stood blushing scarlet. The sweet poison had 
entered, and every vein glowed with it for the first time in his 
life. Miriam saw her advantage. 

* There, there — don't be frightened at your new lesson. 
After all, I liked you from the first moment I saw you, and 
asked the teraph about you, and I got an answer — such an 
answer ! — ^You shall know it some day. At aU events, it set 
the poor old soft-hearted Jewess on throwing away her money. 
Did you ever guess from whom your monthly gold-piece came 1 * 

Philammon started, and Miriam burst into loud, shrilj 
laughter. 

* From Hypatia, I'll warrant ! From the fair Greek woman, 
of course — vain child that you are— never thinking of the poor 
old Jewess.' 

*And did youl did youT gasped Philammon. * Have I 
to thank you, then, for that strange generosity ] ' 

* Not to thank me, but to obey me ; for mind, I can prove 
your debt to me, every obol, and claim it if I choose. Bui 
don't fear ; I won't be hard on you, just because you are in m} 
power. I hate every one who is not so. As soon as I have a 
hold on them, I begin to love them. Old folks, like children, 
are fond of their own playthings.' 

* And I am yours, then % ' said Philammon, fiercely. 

* You are indeed, my beautiful boy,' answered she, looking up 
with so insinuating a smile that he could not be angry. ' After 
all, I know how to toss my balls gently — and for these forty 
years I have only lived to make young folks happy; so you 
need not be afraid of the poor soft-hearted old woman. Now — 
you saved Orestes' life yesterday.' 

* How did you find out that 1 ' 

'II I know everything. I know what the swallows say 
when they pass each other on the wing, and what the fishes 
think of in the summer sea. You, too, will be able to guess 
some day, without the teraph's help. But in the meantime 
you must enter Oi'estes' service. Why % — What are you hesi- 
tating about? Do you not know that you are high in his 
favour? He will make you secretary — raise you to be cham- 
berlain some day, if you know how to make good use of your 
fortune.' 

Philammon stood in astonished silence ; and at last — 

* Servant to that man) What care I for him or his honours f 
Why do you tantalize me thusi I have no wish on earth but 
to see my sister ! ' 

* You will be far more likely to see her if you belong to the 
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court of a great officer — perhaps more than an officer — than ii 
you remain a penniless monk. Not that I believe you. Your 
only wish on earth, eh ] Do you not care, then, ever to see the 
fair Hypatia again ] ' 

* 1 1 Why should I not see her ? Am I not her pupil ? * 

* She will not have pupils much longer, my child. If you 
wish to hear her wisdom — and much good may it do you — you 
must go for it henceforth somewhat nearer to Orestes' palace 
than the lecture-room is. Ah ! you start. Have I found you 
an argument now ] No — ask no questions. I explain nothing 
to monks. But take these letters ; to-morrow morning at the 
third hour go to Orestes' palace, and ask for his secretary, Ethan 
the Chaldee. Say boldly that you bring important news of 
state ; and then foUow your star : it is a fairer one than you 
fancy. Go ! obey me, or you see no sister.' 

Philammon felt himself trapped ; but, after all, what might 
not this strange woman do for hiui] It seemed, if not his 
only path, still his nearest path to Pelagia ; and in the mean- 
while he was in the hag's power, and he must submit to his 
fate ; so he took the letters and went out. 

* And so you think that you are going to have her 1 ' chuckled 
Miriam to herself, when Philammon wont out. *To make a 
penitent of her, ehl — a nun, or a she-hermit; to set her to 
appease your God by crawling on all-fours among the mummies 
for twenty years, with a chain round her neck and a clog at her 
ankle, fancying herself all the while the bride of the Nazarene ? 
And you think that old Miriam is going to give her up to you 
for that ? No, no, sir monk ! Better she were dead ! . . . . 
Follow your dainty bait ! — ^follow it, as the donkey does the 
grass which his diiver offers him, always an inch from his nose. 
.... You in my power ! — and Orestes in my power! .... 
I must negotiate that new loan to-morrow, I suppose. .... I 
shall never be paid. The dog will ruin me, after all ! How 
much is it, now 1 Let me see.' .... And she began fumbling 
in her escritoire, over bonds and notes of hand. * I shall never 
be paid : but power ! — to have power ! To see those heathen 
slaves and Christian hounds plotting and vapouring, and fancy- 
ing themselves the masters of the world, and never dreaming 
that wo are pulling the strings, and that they are our puppets ! 
— ^we, the children of the promises — we. The Nation — we, the 
seed of Abraham ! Poor fools ! I could almost pity them, as 
I think of their faces when Messiah comes, and they find out 
who were the true lords of the world, after all ! ... . He must 
be Emperor of the South, though, that Orestes j he must^ though 
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I have to lend him Eaphaers jewels to make him so. For he 
must marry the Greek woman. He shall. She hates him, of 

course So much the deeper revenge for me. And she 

loves that monk. I saw it in her eyes there in the garden. So 
much the better for me, too. He will dangle willingly enough 
at Orestes' heels for the sake of being near her — poor fool! 
"We will make him secretary, or chamberlain. He has wit 
enough for it, they say, or for anything. So Orestes and he 
shall be the two jaws of my pincers, to squeeze what I want out 
of that Greek Jezebel .... And then — then for the black 
agate!' 

Was the end of her speech a bathos 1 * Perhaps not ; for as 
she spoke the last word, she drew from her bosom, where it 
hung round her neck by a chain, a broken talisman, exactly 
similar to the one which she coveted so fiercely, and looked at 
it long and lovingly — kissed it — wept over it— spoke to it — 
fondled it in her arms as a mother would a child — murmured 
over it snatches of lullabies j and her grim, withered features 
grew softer, purer, grander ; and rose ennobled, for a moment, 
to their long-lost might-have-been, to that personal ideal which 
every soul brings with it into the world, which shines, dim and 
potential, in the face of every sleeping babe, before it has been 
scarred, and distorted, and encrusted in the long tragedy of 
life. Sorceress she was, pander and slave-dealer, steeped to the 
lips in falsehood, ferocity, and avarice; yet that paltry stone 
brought home to her some thought, true, spiritual, impalpable, 
unmarketable, before which aU her treasures and all her ambi- 
tion were as worthless in her own eyes as they were in the eyes 
of the angels of God. 

But little did Miriam think that at the same moment a 
brawny, clownish monk was standing in Cyril's private chamber, 
and, indulged with the special honour of a cup of good wine 
in the patriarch's very presence, was telling to him and Arsenius 
the following history : — 

' So I, finding that the Jews had charteied this pirate-ship, 
went to the master thereof, and finding favour in his eyes, hired 
myself to row therein, being sure, from what I had overheard 
from the Jews, that she was destined to bring the news to 
Alexandria as quickly as possible. Therefore, fulfilling the 
work which his Holiiiess had intrusted to my incapacity, I 
embarked, and rowed continually among the rest; and being 
unskilled in such labour, received many curses and stripes in the 
cause of the Church — Uie which I tiiist are laid to my account 
hereafter. Moreover, Satan entered into me, desiring to slay 



Digitized by 



Googk 



224 UYPATIA, [CHAi. 

me, and almost tore me asunder, so that I vomited mucn^ ana 
loathed all manner of meat. Nevertheless, T rowed on valiantly, 
being such as I am, vomiting continually, till the heathens were 
moved with wonder, and forbore to beat me, giving me strong 
liquors in pity ; wherefore I rowed aU the more valiantly day 
and night, trusting that by my unworthiness the cause of the 
Catholic Church might be in some slight wise assisted.' 

* And so it is,* quoth CyriL * Why do you not sit down, 
manr 

* Pardon me,' quoth the monk, with a piteous gesture; *of 
sitting, as of aU carnal pleasure, cometh satiety at the last.' 

'And now,' said Cyril, *what reward am I to give you for 
your good service 1 ' 

* It is reward enough to know that I have done good service. 
Nevertheless, if the holy patriarch be so inclined without 
reason, there is an ancient Christian, my mother according to 
the flesh ' 

* Come to me to-morrow, and she shall be well seen to. And 
mind — look to it, if I make yon not a deacon of the city, when 
I promote Peter.' 

The monk kissed his superior's Hand, and withdrew. Cyril 
turned to Arsenius, betrayed for once into geniality by his 
delight, and smiting his thigh — 

* We have beaten the heathen for once, eh 1 ' And then, in 
the usual artificial tone of an ecclesiastic — *And what would 
my father recommend in furtherance of the advantage so merci- 
fully thrown into our hand 1 ' 

Arsenius was silent. 

* I,' went on Cyril, * should be inclined to announce the news 
this very night, in my sermon.' 

Arsenius shook his head. 

* Why not ? why not ] ' asked Cyril, impatiently. 

* Better to keep it secret till others tell it. Reserved know- 
ledge is always reserved strength ; and if the man, as I hope he 
does not, intends evil to the Church, let him commit himself 
before you use your knowledge against him. True, you may 
have a scruple of conscience as to the lawfulness of allowing a 
sin which you might prevent. To me it seems that the sin 
lies in the will rather than in the deed, and that sometimes — ^I 
only say sometimes — it may be a means of saving the sinner to 
allow his root of iniquity to bear fruit, and fill him with his 
own devices.' 

* Dangerous doctrine, my father.' 

*Like all sound doctrine — a savour of life or of death, 
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according as it is receiyed. I liave not said it to the multitude, 
but to a discerning brother. And even politically speaking — 
let him commit himself, if he be really plotting rebellion, and 
then speak, and smite his Babel tower.' 

< You think, then, that he does not know of Heraclian's defeat 
already 1 ' 

' If he does, he will keep it secret from the people ; and our 
chances of turning them suddenly will be nearly the same.' 

' Good. After all, the existence of the Catholic Church in 
Alexandria depends on this struggle, and it is well to be wary. 
Be it so. It is weU for me that I have you for an adviser.' 

And thus Cyril, usually the most impatient and intractable 
of plotters, gave in, as wise men should, to a wiser man than 
himself, and made up his mind to keep the secret, and to 
command the monk to keep it also. 

Philammon, after a sleepless night, and a welcome visit to 
the public baths, which the Koman tyranny, wiser in its gene- 
ration than modem liberty, provided so liberally for its victims, 
set forth to the Prefect's palace, and gave his message ; but 
Orestes, who had been of late astonishing the Alexandrian 
public by an unwonted display of alacrity, was already in the 
adjoining Basilica. Thither the youth was conducted by an 
apparitor, and led up the centre of the enormous hall, gorgeous 
with frescoes and coloured marbles, and surrounded by aisles 
and galleries, in which the inferior magistrates were hearing 
causes, and doing such justice as the complicated technicalities 
of Eoman law chose to mete out. Through a crowd of anxious 
loungers the youth passed to the apse of the upper end, in 
which the Prefect's throne stood empty, and then turned into 
a side chamber, where he found himself alone with the secretary, 
a portly Chaldee eunuch, with a sleek pale face, small pig's eyes, 
and an enormous turban. The man of pen and paper took the 
letter, opened it with solemn deliberation, and then, springing 
to his feet, darted out of the room in most undignified haste, 
leaving Philammon to wait and wonder. In half an hour he 
returned, his little eyes growing big with some great idea. 

* Youth ! your star is in the ascendant ; you are the fortunate 
l)earer of fortunate news ! His Excellency himself commands 
your presence.* And the two went out. 

In another chamber, the door of which was guarded by armed 
men, Orestes was walking up and down in high excitement, 
looking somewhat the worse for the events of the past nighty 
and making occasional appeals to a gold goblet which stood on 
the table. 
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' Ha ! No other than my preserver himself 1 Boy, I will 
make your fortune. Miriam says that you wish to enter my 
service.' 

Philammon, not knowing what to say, thought the best 
answer would be to bow as low as he could. 

*Ah, ha! Graceful, but not quite according to etiquette. 
You will soon teach him, eh. Secretary? Now to business. 
Hand me the notes to sign and seal To the Prefect of the 
Stationaiies * 

* Here, your Excellency.' 

' To the Prefect of the Corn-market — how many wheat-ships 
have you ordered to be unladen ] ' 

* Two, your Excellency.' 

' Well, that will be largess enough for the time being. To 
the Defender of the Plebs — the devil break his neck ! ' 

' He may be trusted, most noble ; he is bitterly jealous of 
Cyril's influence. And, moreover, he owes my insignificance 
much money.' 

'Good! Now the notes to the Gaol-masters, about the 
gladiators.' 

* Here, your Excellency.' 

' To Hypatia. No. I will honour my bride elect with my 
own illustrious presence. As I live, here is a morning's work 
for a man with a racking headache 1 ' 

* Your Excellency has the strength of seven. May you live 
for ever ! ' 

And really, Orestes' power of getting through business, when 
he chose, was surprising enough. A cold head and a colder 
heart make many things easy. 

But Philammon's whole soul was fixed on those words. ' His 
bride elect 1' . . . . Was it that Miriam's hints of the day 
before had raised some selfish vision, or was it pity and horror 
at such a fate for her — for his idol? — ^But he passed five 
minutes in a dream, from which he was awakened by the sound 
of another and still dearer name. 

* And now, for Pelagia. We can but try.' 

* Your Excellency might offend the Goth.' 

* Curse the Goth ! He shall have his choice of all the beau- 
ties in Alexandria, and be Count of Pentapolis if he likes. 
But a spectacle I must have ; and no one but Pelagia can dance 
Venus Anadyomene.' 

Philammon's blood rushed to his heart, and then back again 
to his brow, as he reeled with horror and shame. 

* The people will be mad with joy to see her on the stage 
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OTice more. Little they thought, the hrutes, how I was plotting 
for their amusement, even when as drunk as Silenus.' 

* Your nohility only lives for the good of your slaves/ 

* Here, hoy I So fair a lady requires a fair messenger. You 
shall enter on my service at once, and carry this letter to Pelagia. 
Why ? — ^why do you not come and take it 1 ' 

* To Pelagia 1 ' gasped the youth. * In the theatre % Puhlidy t 
Venus Anadyomene ?' 

* Yes, fool I Were you, too, drunk last night after all % * 

* She is my sister ! ' 

* Well, and what of that? Not that I helieve you, you irU« 
lain 1 So 1 ' said Orestes, who comprehended the matter in au 
instant ' A pparitors ! ' 

The door opened, and the guard appeared. 

' Here is a good hoy who is inclined to make a fool of him- 
self. Keep him out of harm's way for a few days. But don't 
hurt him ; for, after all, he saved my life yesterday, when you 
scoundrels ran away.' 

And, without further ado, the hapless youth was collared, 
and led down a vaulted passage into the guard-room, amid the 
jeers of the guard, who seemed only to owe him a grudge for 
his yesterda/s prowess, and showed great alacrity in fitting 
him with a heavy set of irons ; which done, he was thrust head 
foremost into a cell of the prison, locked in, and left to his 
meditations. 



CHAPTER XX. 

SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER. 

*T>^n^> fairest Hypatia, conceive yourself struck in the face hy 
J3 a great stone, several hundred howling wretches leaping 
up at you like wild beasts — two minutes more, and you are torn 
linih from limb. What would even you do in such a case ? ' 

* Let them tear me limb from limb, and die as I have lived.' 

* Ah, but ^When it came to fact, and death was staring 

you in the face 1 ' 

* And why should man fear death 1 ' 

* Ahem ! No, not death, of course ; but the act of dying. 
That may be, surely, under such circumstances, to say the least, 
disagreeable. If our ideal, Julian the Great found a little 
dissimulation necessary, and was even a better Christian than I 
have ever pretended to be, till he found himself abl» to throw 

Q 2 
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off the mask, why should not I % Consider me as a lower being 
than yourself— one of the herd, if you will ; but a penitent 
member thereof, who comes to make the fullest possible repara- 
tion, by doing any desperate deed on which you may choose to 
put him, and prove myself as able and willing, if once I haye 
the power, as Julian himsell' 

Such was the conversation which passed between Hypatia 
and Orestes half an hour after Fhilammon had taken possession 
of his new abode. 

Hypatia looked at the Prefect with calm penetration, not 
unmixed with scorn and fear. 

'And pray what has produced this sudden change in your 
Excellency's earnestness 1 For four months your promises have 
been lying fallow.' She did not confess how glad she would 
have been at heart to see them lying Mlow still. 

'Because This morning I have news; which I tell to 

you the first as a compliment. We will take care that all Alex- 
andria knows it before sundown. Heraclian has conquered.' 

* Conquered % ' cried Hypatia, springing from her seat. 
'Conquered, and utterly destroyed the emperor's forces at 

Ostia. So says a messenger on whom I can depend. And even 
if the news should prove false, I can prevent the contrary report 
from spreading, or what is the use of being prefect? You 
demur? Do you not see that if we can keep the notion alive 
but a week our cause is won ? ' 

'Howsor 

' I have treated already with all the officers of the city, and 
every one of them has acted like a wise man, and given me a 
promise of help, conditional of course on Haraclian's success, 
being as tired as I am of that priest-ridden court at Byzantium. 
Moreover, the stationaries are mine already. So are the sol- 
diery all the way up the Nile. Ah 1 you have been fancying 
me idle for these four months, but-- — You forget that you 
yourself were the prize of my toil Could I be a sluggard with 
that goal in sight 1 ' 

Hypatia shuddered, but was silent ; and Orestes went on : — 

' I have unladen several of the wheat-ships for enormous 
largesses of bread : though those rascally monks of Tabenne 
had nearly forestalled my benevolence, and I was forced to 
bribe a deacon or two, buy up the stock tbey had sent down, and 
retail it again as my own. It is really most officious of them 
to persist in feeding gratuitously haK the poor of the city ! 
What possible business have they with Alexandria?' 

* The wish for popularity, I presume^' 
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' Just 80 ; and then what hold can the govemmeut have on a 
set of rogues whose stomachs are filled without our hclpf 

' Julian made the same complaint to the high priest of Gala- 
iia, in that priceless letter of his.' 

*Ah, you will set that all right, you know, shortly. Then 
again, I do not fear Cyril's power just now. He has injured 
himself deeply, I am happy to say, in the opinion of the. 
wealthy and educated, by expelling the Jews. Aiid as for his 

mob, exactly at the right moment, the deities ^thero are no 

monks here, so I can attribute my blessings to the right source 
— ^have sent us such a boon as may put them into as good a 
humour as we need.' 

'And what is thatT asked Hypatia. 

* A white elephant.' 

* A white elephant ?' 

^Yes,' he answered, mistaking or ignoring the tone of her 
answer. * A real, live, white elephant ; a thing which has not 
been seen in Alexandria for a hundred years ! It was passing 
through with two tame tigers, as a present to the boy at Byzan- 
tium, from some hundred-wived kinglet of the Hyperborean 
Taprobane, or other no-man's-land in the far East. I took the 
liberty of laying an embargo on them, and, after a little argu- 
mentation and a few hints of torture, elephant and tigers are at 
our service.' 

'And of what service are they to bel' 

*My dearest madam Conceive .... How are we to 

win the mob without a show ] . . . . When were there more 
than two ways of gaining either the whole or part of the 
Eoman empire — by force of arms or force of trumpery ? Can 
even you invent a third % The former is unpleasantly exciting, 
and hardly practicable just now. The latter remains; and, 
thanks to the white elephant, may be triumphantly successful. 
I have to exhibit something every week. The people are 
getting tired of that pantomime; and since the Jews were 
driven out, the fellow has grown stupid and lazy, having lost 
the more enthusiastic half of his spectators. As for horse- 
racing, they are sick of it .... Now, suppose we announce, 
for the earliest possible day — a spectacle — such a spectacle as 
never was seen before in this generation. You and I-r-I as 
exhibitor, you as representative — for the time being only — of 
the Vestals of old — sit side by side. .... Some worthy Mend 
has his instructions, when the people are beside themselves 
with rapture, to cry, " Long live Orestes Caesar 1" . . . . Another 
reminds them of Heracllan's victory — ^another couples your 
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name with mine .... tlie people applaud . • • • some Mark 
Antony steps forward, salutes me as Imperator, Augustus — 
what you will — the cry is taken up — I refuse as meekly as 
Julius Caesar himself — am compelled, blushing, to accept the 
honour — I rise, make an oration about the future independence 
of the southern continent — union of Africa and Egypt — the 
empire no longer to be divided into Eastern and Western, but 
Northern and Southern. Shouts of applause, at two drachmas 
per man, shake the skies. Everybody believes that everybody 
else approves, and follows the lead . • . . And the thing ia 
won.* 

* And pray,* asked Hypatia, crushing down her contempt and 
despair, * how is this to bear on the worship of 4ihe gods V 

* Why .... why .... if you thought that people's minds 
were sufficiently prepared, you might rise in your turn, and 
make an oration — you can conceive one. Set forth how these 
spectacles, formerly the glory of the empire, had withered 
under Gralilaean superstition .... How the only path toward 
the full enjoyment of eye and ear was a frank return to those 
deities, from whose worship they originally sprung, and con- 
nected with which they could alone be enjoyed in their 
perfection. . . • . But I need not teach you how to do that 
which you have so often taught me : so now to consider our 
spectacle, which, next to the largess, is the most important 
part of our plans. I ought to have exhibited to them the 
monk who so nearly killed me yesterday. That would indeed 
have been a triumph of the laws over Christianity. He and 
the wild beasts might have given the people ten minutes' 
amusement. But wrath conquered prudence; and the fellow 
has been crucified these two hours. Suppose, then, we had a 
little exhibition of gladiators. They are forbidden by law, 
certainly.' 

.* Thank Heaven, they are I ' 

* But do you not see that is the very reason why we, to assert 
our own independence, should employ them ? ' 

* No I they are gone. Let them never reappear to disgrace 
the earth.' 

' My dear lady, you must not, in your present character, say 
that in public; lest Cyril should be impertinent enough to 
remind you that Christian emperors and bishops put them 
down.* 

Hypatia bit her lip, and was silent. 

* Well, I do not wish to urge anything unpleasant to you 
• ... If we could but contrive a few martyrdoms — but I 
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really fear we must wait a year or two longer, in tho present 
state of public opinion, before we can attempt that* 

*Wait1 wait for ever! Did not Julian — and he must be 
our model — forbid the persecution of the Galilseans, considering 
them sufficiently punished by their own atheism and self-tor- 
menting superstition )' 

'Another small error of that great man. He should have 
recollected that for three hundred years, nothing, not even the 
gladiators themselves, had been found to put the mob in such 
good humour as to see a few Christians, especially young and 
handsome women, burned alive, or thrown to the lions.* 

Hypatia bit her lip once more. 'I can hear no more of 
this, sir. You forget that you are speaking to a woman.' 

*Most supreme wisdom,' answered Orestes, in his blandest 
tone, * you cannot suppose that I wish to pain your ears. But 
allow me to observe, as a general theorem, that if one wishes 
to effect any purpose, it is necessary to use the means ; and on 
the whole, those which have been tested by four hundred years* 
experience will be the safest I speak as a plain practical 
statesman — but surely your philosophy will not dissent V 

Hypatia looked down in painful thought What could she 
answer? Was it not too true? and had not Orestes fact and 
experience on his side ? 

'Well, if you must — but I cannot have gladiators. Why 
not a — one of those battles with wild beasts? They are dis- 
gusting enough : but still they are less inhuman than the 
others; and you might surely take precautions to prevent the 
men being hurt* 

* Ah I that would indeed be a scentless rose ! If there is 
neither danger nor bloodshed, the charm is gone. But really 
wild beasts are too expensive just now ; and if I kill down my 
present menagerie, I can afford no more. Why not have some- 
thing which costs no money, like prisoners ?* 

* What ! do you rank human beings below brutes?* 
'Heaven forbid! But they are practically less expensive. 

Remember, that without money, we are powerless; we must 
husband our resources for the cause of the gods.' ^ 

Hypatia was silent 

* 25'ow, there are fifty or sixty Libyan prisoners just brought 
in from the desert. Why not let them fight an equal number 
of soldiers ? They are rebels to the empire, taken in war.* 

*Ah, then,* said Hypatia, catching at any thread of self- 
justification, * their lives are forfeit in any case.* 

* Of course. So the Christians could not complain of us for 
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that Did not the most Christian Emperor Constantino set 
some three hundred German prisoners to butcher each other 
in the amphitheatre of Treves 1 ' 

' But they refused, and died like heroes, each falling on his 
own sword.* 

* Ah — those Germans are always unmanageable. My guards, 
now, are just as stifl&iecked. To tell you the truth, I have 
asked them already to exhibit their prowess on these Libyans, 
and what do you suppose they answered 1 * 

* They refused, I hope.* 

' * They told me in the most insolent tone that they were men, 
and not stage-players ; and hired to fight, and not to butcher. 
I expected a Socratic dialogue after such a display of dialectic, 
and bowed myself out.* 

* They were right.* ' 

* Not a doubt of it, from a philosophic point of view ; from a 
practical one they were great pedants, and I an ill-used master. 
However, I can find unfortunate and misunderstood heroes 
enough in the prisons, who, for the chance of their liberty, wiU 
acquit themselves valiantly enough ; and I know of a few old 
gladiators still lingering about the wineshops, who will be 
proud enough to give them a week's training. So that may 
pass. Now for some lighter species of representation to follow 
— ^something more or less dramatic* 

* You forget that you speak to one who trusts to be, as soon 
as she has the power, the high-priestess of Athene, and who in 
the meanwhile is bound to obey her tutor Julian's commands 
to the priests of his day, and imitate the Galilasans as much in 
their abhorrence for the theatre as she hopes hereafter to do in 
their care for the widow and the stranger.* 

* Far be it from me to impugn that great man's wisdom. But 
allow me to remark, that to judge by the present state of the 
empire, one has a right to say that he failed.* 

* The Sun-Gk)d whom he loved took him to himself, too early, 
by a hero's death.' 

'And the moment he was removed, the wave of Christian 
barbarism rolled back again into its old channel.' 
' * Ah ! had he but lived twenty years longer I * 

*The Sun-God, perhaps, was not so solicitous as we are for 
the success of his high-priest's project.' 

Hypatia reddened — was Orestes, after all, laughing in his 
sleeve at her and her hopes 1 

* Do not blaspheme 1 ' she said, solemnly. 

' Heaven forbid 1 I only ofier ono possible explanation of a 
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plain fact. The other is, that as Julian was not going quite the 
right way to work to restore the worship of the Olympians, the 
Sun-God found it expedient to withdraw him from his post, 
and now sends in his place Hypatia the philosopher, who will 
be wise enough to avoid JuUan's error, and not copy the 
Galil«ans too closely, by imitating a severity of morals at which 
they are the only true and natural adepts.' 

* So Julian's error was that of being too virtuous 1 If it be 
so, let me copy him, and fail like him. The fault will then not 
be mine, but fate's.' 

* Not in being too virtuous himself, most stainless likeness of 
Athene, but in trying to make others so. He forgot one half 
of Juvenal's great dictum about " Panem and Circenses," as the 
absolute and overruling necessities of rulers. He tried to give 

the people the bread without the games And what 

thanks he received for his enormous munificence, let himself 
and the good folks of Antioch tell — ^you just quoted his Miso- 
pogon ' 

* Ay — the lament of a man too pure for his age.* 

' Exactly so. He should rather have been content to keep 
his purity to himself, and have gone to Antioch not merely as a 
philosophic high-priest, with a beard of questionable cleanliness, 
to offer sacrifices to a god in whom — forgive me — nobody in 
Antioch had believed for many a year. If he had made his 
entrance with ten thousand gladiators, and our white elephant, 
built a theatre of ivory and glass in Dapluue, and proclaimed 
games in honour of the Sun, or of any other member of the 
Pantheon ' 

* He would have acted unworthily of a philosopher.' 

'But instead of that one priest draggling up, poor devil, 
through the wet grass to the deserted aJtar with his solitary 
goose under his arm, he would have had every goose in Antioch 
-—forgive my stealing a pun from Aristophanes — ^running open- 
mouthed to worship any god, known or unknown — and to see 
the sights.' 

*Well,' said Hypatia, yielding perforce to Orestes' cutting 
arguments. 'Let us then restore the ancient glories of tiie 
Greek drama. Let us give them a trilogy of .^chylus or 
Sophocles.' 

* Too calm, my dear madam. The Eumenides might do cer- 
tainly, or Philoctetes, if we could but put Philoctetes to real 
pain, and make the spectators sure that he was yelling in good 
earnest.' 

* Disgusting ! ' 
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* But necessary, like many disgusting things,* 

* Why not try the Prometheus ? ' 

* A magnificent field for stage effect, certainly. What with 
those ocean nymphs in their winged chariot, and Ocean on hia 

griflin But I should hardly think it safe to re-introduce 

Zeus and Hermes to the people under the somewhat ugly light 
in which iEschylus exhibits them.* 

* I forgot that,* said Hypatia. * The Orestean trilogy will be 
best, after aU.' 

* Best ? perfect — divine ! Ah, that it were to be my fate to 
go down to posterity as the happy man who once more revived 

.^Eschylus's masterpieces on a Grecian stage ! But Is 

there not, begging the pardon of the great tragedian, too much 
reserve in the Agamemnon for our modern taste 1 If we could 
have the bath scene represented on the stage, and an Aga- 
memnon who could be really killed — though I would not insist 
on that, because a good actor might make it a reason for 
refusing the part — but still the murder ought to take place in 
public* 

'Shocking! an outrage on aU the laws of the drama. Does 
not even the Roman Horace lay down as a rule the — A^cc pueros 
coram popvlo Medea trucidet?* 

* Fairest and wisest, I am as willing a pupil of the dear old 
Epicurean as any man living — even to the furnishing of my 
chamber ; of which fact the Empress of Africa may some day 
assure hersel£ But we are not now discussing the art of 
poetry, but the art of reigning ; and, after all, wKile Horace was 
sitting in his easy-chair, giving his countrymen good advice, a 
private man, who knew somewhat better than he what the mass 
admired, was exhibiting forty thousand gladiators at his mother's 
funeral.* 

'But the canon has its foundation in the eternal laws of 
beauty. It has been accepted and observed.' 

' Not by the people for whom it was written. The learned 
Hypatia has surely not forgotten, that within sixty years after 
the Ars Poetica was written, Annseus Seneca, or whosoever 
wrote that very bad tragedy called the Medea, found it so neces- 
sary that she should, in despite of Horace, kill her children 
before the people, that he actually made her do it ! * 

Hypatia was still silent — foiled at every point, while Orestes 
ran on with provoking glibness. 

* And consider, too, even if we dare alter -^chylus a little, 
we could find no one to act him.* 

' Ahy true ! fallen, fallen days 1 ' 
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^And roally, after all^ omitting the questionable compliment 
to me, as candidate for a certain dignity, of haying my name- 
sake kill his mother, and then be hunted over the stage by 
furies ' 

*But ApoUo vindicates and purifies him at last. What a 
noble occasion that last scene would give for winning them back 
to their old reverence for the god ! ' 

* True, but at present the majority of spectators will believe 
more strongly in the horrors of matricide and furies than in 
Apollo's power to dispense therewith. So that I fear must bo 
one of your labours of the future.* 

'And it shall be,' said Hypatia. Bat she did not speak 
cheerfully. 

'Do you not think, moreover,' went on the tempter, 'that 
those old tragedies might give somewhat too gloomy a notion of 
those deities whom we wish to re-introduce — I beg pardon, to 
re-honour 1 The history of the house of Atreus is hardly more 
cheerful, in spite of its beauty, than one of Cyril's sermons on 
the day of judgment, and the Tartarus prepared for hapless rich 
people 1 ' 

* Well,' said Hypatia, more and more listlessly ; * it might be 
more prudent to show them first the fairer and more graceful 
side of the old Myths. Certainly the great age of Athenian 
tragedy had its playful reverse in the old comedy.' 

* And in certain Dionysiac sports and processions which shall 
be nameless, in order to awaken a proper devotion for the gods 
in those who might not be able to appreciate iEschylus and 
Sophocles.' 

* You would not re-introduce them 1 ' 

' Pallas forbid ! but give as fair a substitute for them as we can.' 

'And are we to degrade ourselves because the masses are 
degraded 1 ' 

*Kot in the leasi For my own part, this whole business, 
like the catering for the weekly pantomimes, is as great a bore 
to me as it could have been to Julian himself. But, my dearest 
madam — " Panem and Circenses " — ^they must be put into good 
humour ; and there is but one way — by " the lust of the flesh, 
and the lust of the eye, and the pride of life," as a certain Galilaean 
correctly defines the time-honoured Eoman method.' 

'Put them into good humour 1 I wish to lustrate them 
afresh for the service of the gods. If we must have oomio 
representations, we can only have them conjoined to tragedy, 
which, as Aristotle defines it^ will purify their afifections by pity 
and terror.' 
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Orestes smiled. ^ 

* I certainly can have no objection to so good a purpose. But 
do you not think that the battle between the gladiators and the 
Libyans will have done that sufi&ciently beforehand? I can 
conceive nothing more fit for that end, unless it be Nero's 
method of sending his guards among the spectators themselves, 
and throwing them down to the wild beasts in the arena. How 
thoroughly purified by pity and terror must every worthy 
shopkeeper have been, when he sat uncertain whether he 
might not follow his fat wife into the claws of the nearest 
lion!' 

* You are pleased to be witty, sir,* said Hypatia, hardly able 
to conceal her disgust. 

* My dearest bride elect, I only meant the most harmless of 
reductiones ad absurdum of an abstract canon of Aristotle, 
with which I, who am a Platonist after my mistress's model, do 
not happen to agree. But do, I beseech you, be ruled, not by 
me, but by your own wisdom. You cannot bring the people to 
appreciate your designs at the first sight. You are too wise, 
too pure, too lofty, too farsighted for them. And therefore you 
must get power to compel them. Julian, after all, found it 
necessary to compel — if he had lived seven years more he 
would have found it necessary to persecute.' 

'The gods forbid that — that such a necessity should ever 
arise here.' 

'The onl]^ way to avoid it, believe me, is to allure and to 
indulge. After all, it is for their good.' 

'True,' sighed Hypatia. * Have yoar way, sir.' 

* Believe me, you shall have yours in turn. I ask you to be 
ruled by me now, only that you may be in a position to rule me 
and Africa hereafter.' 

'And such an Africa 1 "Well, if they are born low and 
earthly, they must, I suppose, be treated as such ; and the fault 
of such a necessity is Nature's, and not ours. — ^Yet it is most 
degrading ! — But still, if the only method by which the philo- 
sophic few can assume their rights, as the divinely-appointed 
rulers of the world, is by indulging thpse lower beings whom 
they govern for their good — why be it so. It is no worse 
necessity than many another which the servant of the gods 
must endure in days like these.' 

*Ah,' said Orestes, refusing to hear the sigh, or to see the 
bitterness of the lip which accompanied the speech — 'now 
Hypatia is herself again ; and my counsellor, and giver of deep 
and celestial reasons for all things at which poor I can only 
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snatch and guess by vulpino cunning. So now fbr our lighted 
entertainment. What shall it be 1 ' 

'What you will, provided it be not, as most such are, unfit 
for the eyes of modest women. I have no skill in catering for 
folly.' 

' A pantomime, then ? We may make that as grand and as 
significant as we will, and expend too on it all our treasures in 
the way of gewgaws and wild beasts.' 

* As you like.' 

* Just consider, too, what a scope for mythologic learning a 
pantomime affords. Why not have a triumph of some deity % 
Could I commit myself more boldly to the service of the gods f 
JS'ow — who shall it be ] ' 

' Pallas-Sunless, as I suppose, she is too modest and too sober 
for your Alexandrians ? ' 

' Yes — it does not seem to me that she would be appreciated 
— at all events for the present. Why not try Aphrodite? 
Christians as well as Pagans will thoroughly understand her; 
and I know no one who would not degrade the virgin goddess 
by representing her, except a certain lady, who has already, I 
hope, consented to sit in that very character, by the side of her 
too much honoured slave ; and one Pallas is enough at a time 
in any theatre.' 

Hypatia shuddered. He took it all for granted, then — and 
tlaimed her conditional promise to the uttermost. Was there 
no escape ? She longed to spring up and rush away, into the 
streets, into the desert — anything to break the hideous net 
which she had wound around herself And yet — ^was it not the 
cause of the gods — the one object of her life 1 And after all, if 
he the hatefid was to be her emperor, she at least was to be an 
empress ; and do what she would — and half in irony, and half 
in the attempt to hurl herself perforce into that which she 
knew that she must go through, and forget misery in activity, 
she answered as cheerfully as she could. 

'Then, my goddess, thou must wait the pleasure of these 
base ones ! At least the young Apollo will have charms even 
for them.' 

*Ay, but who will represent him? This puny generation 
does not produce such figures as Pylades and Bathyllus — except 
among those Goths. Besides, Apollo must have golden hair; 
and our Greek race has intermixed itself so shamefully with 
these Egyptians, that our stage-troop is as dark as Andromeda, 
and we should have to apply again to those accursed Goths, 
who have nearly ' (with a bow) * all the beauty, and nearly all 
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tho money and the power, and will, I suspect, Lave the rest of 
it before I am safe out of this wicked world, because they have 
not nearly, but quite, all the courage. Now — Shall we ask a 
Goth to dance Apollo % for we can get no one else.' 

Hypatia smiled in spite of herself at the notion. * That 
would be too shameful I I must forego the god of light 
himself, if I am to see him in the person of a clumsy bar- 
barian.* 

*Then why not try my despised oad rejected Aphrodite 1 
Suppose we had her triumph, finishing with a dance of Venus 
Anadyomene. Surely that is a graceful myth enough.' 

* As a myth ; but on the stage in reality V 

* Not worse than what this Christian city has been looking at 
for many a year. We shall not run any danger of corrupting 
morality, be sure.' 

Hypatia blushed. 

* Then you must not ask for my help.' 

* Or for your presence at the spectacle 1 For that be sure is 
a necessary point You are too great a person, my dearest 
madam, in the eyes of these good folks to be allowed to absent 
yourself on such an occasion. If my little stratagem succeeds, 
it will be half owing to the fact of the people knowing that 

in crowning me, they crown Hypatia Come now — do 

you not see that as you must needs be present at their harmless 
scrap of mythology, taken from the authentic and undoubted 
histories of those very gods whose worship we intend to restore, 
you wiU consult your own comfort most in agreeing to it cheer- 
fully, and in lending me your wisdom towards arranging it 1 
Just conceive now, a triumph of Aphrodite, entering preceded 
by wild beasts led in chains by Cupids, the white elephant and 
all — what a field for the plastic art ! You might have a thou 
sand groupings, dispersions, regroupings, in as perfect bas-relief 
style as those of any Sophoclean drama. Allow me only to 
take this paper and pen ' 

And he began sketching rapidly group after group. 

* Not so ugly, surely ] ' 

' They are very beautiful, I cannot deny,' said poor Hypatia. 

* Ah, sweetest Empress ! you forget sometimes that I, too. 
world -worm, as I am, am a Greek, with as intense a love of the 
beautiful as even you yourself have. Do not fancy thai every 
violation of correct taste does not torture me as keenly as it 
does you. Some day, I hope, you will have learned to pity and 
to excuse the wretched compromise between that which ought 
to be and that which can be, in which we hapless statesmen 
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must struggle on, half-stunted, and wholly misunderstood — 
Ah, well! Look, now, at these fauns and dryads among the 
shrubs upon the stage, pausing in startled wonder at the first 
blast of music which proclaims the exit of the goddess from her 
temple.' 

* The temple 1 Why, where are you going to exhibit % ' 

* In the Theatre, of course. Where else pantomimes ? ' 

* But will the spectators have time to move all the way from 
the Amphitheatre after that — ^thoso — ? ' 

* The Amphitheatre ? We shall exhibit the Libyans, too, in 
the Theatre.' 

' Combats in the Theatre sacred to Dionusos )' 

* My dear lady' — penitently — * I know it is an offence against 
all the laws of the drama.' 

' Oh, worse than that ! Consider what an impiety toward the 
god, to desecrate his altar with bloodshed 1 ' 

* Pairest devotee, recollect that, after all, I may fairly borrow 
Dionusos' altar in this my extreme need ; for I saved its very 
existence for him, by preventing the magistrates from filling up 
Ae whole orchestra with benches fot the patricians, after the 
barbarous Roman fashion. And besides, what possible sort of 
representation, or misrepresentation, has not been exhibited in 
every theatre of the empire for the last four hundred years? 
Have we not had tumblers, conjurers, allegories, martyrdoms, 
marriages, elephants on the tight-rope, learned horses, and 
learned asses too, if we may trust Apuleius of Madaura ; with a 
good many other spectacles of which we must not speak in the 
presence of a vestal ) It is an age of execrable taste, and we 
must act accordingly.' 

*Ah ! ' answered Hypatia ; ' the first step in the downward 
career of the drama began when the successors of Alexander 
dared to profane theatres which had re-echoed the choruses of 
Sophocles and Euripides by degrading the altar of Dionusos 
into a stage for pantomimes ! ' 

* Which your pure mind must, doubtless, consider not so 
very much better than a little fighting. But, after all, the 
Ptolemies could not do otherwise. You can only have 
Sophoclean dramas in a Sophoclean age ; and theirs was no 
more of one than ours is, and so the drama died a natural 
death ; and when that happens to man or thing, you may weep 
over it if you will, but you must, after all, bury it, and get 
something else in its place — except, of course, the worship of 
the gods.' 

*I am glad that you except that, at least,' said Hypatia, 
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somewhat "bitterly. *But why not use the amphitheatre for 
both spectacles % * 

' What can I do 1 I am over head and ears in debt already; 
and the amphitheatre is half in ruins, thanks to that fanatic 
edict of the late emperor's against gladiators. There is no 
time or money for repairing it ; and besides, how pitiful a poor 
hundred of combatants will look in an arena built to hold two 
thousand ! Consider, my dearest lady, in what fallen times 
we live !' 

' I do, indeed ! ' said Hypatia. * But I wiU not see the alter 
polluted by blood. It is the desecration which it has under- 
gone already which has provoked the god to withdraw the 
poetic inspiration.' 

*I do not doubt the fact. Some curse from Heaven, 
certainly, has fallen on our poets, to judge by their exceeding 
badness. Indeed, I am inclined to attribute the insane 
vagaries of the water- drinking monks and nuns, like those of 
the Argive women, to the same celestial anger. But I will see 
that the sanctity of the altar is preserved, by confining the 
combat to the stage. And as for the pantx)mime which will 
follow, if you would only fall in with my fancy of the triumph 
of Aphrodite, Dionusos would hardly refuse his altar for the 
glorification of his own lady-love.' 

*Ah — that myth is a late, and in my opinion a degraded 
one.* 

* Be it so : but recollect, that another myth makes her, and 
not without reason, the mother of all living beings. Be sure 
that Dionusos will have no objection, or any other god either, 
to allow her to make her children feel her conquering might ; 
for they all know weU enough, that if we can once get her 
well worshipped here, all Olympus will follow in her train.' 

* That was spoken of the celestial Aphrodite, whose symbol 
is the tortoise, the emblem of domestic modesty and chastity : 
not of that baser Pandemic one.' 

* Then we will take care to make the people aware of whom 
they are admiring by exhibiting in the triumph whole legions 
of tortoises ; and you yourself shall write the chant, while I will 
see that the chorus is worthy of what it has to sing. No more 
squeaking double flute and a pair of boys : but a whole army of 
Cyclops and graces, with such trebles and such bass-voices ! It 
shall make Cyril's ears tingle in his palace ! ' 

* The chant ! A noble office for me, truly ! That is tne 
very part of the absurd spectacle to which you used to say the 
people, never dreamed of attending. All which is worth 
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settling you seem to have settled for yourself before you deigned 
to consult me.' 

' I said so ) Surely you must miBiake. But if any liired 
poetaster's chant do pass unheeded^ what has that to do with 
Hypatia's eloquence and science, glowing with the treble 
inspiration of Athene, Phoebus, and Dionusos? And as for 
having arranged beforehand — my adorable mistress, what more 
delicate compliment could I have paid you ? * 

' I cannot say that it seems to me to be one.' 

* How ? . After saving you every trouble which I could, and 
racking my overburdened wits for stage-eflfects and properties, 
have I not brought hither the darling children of my own 
bitiin, and laid them down ruthlessly, for life or death, before 
the judgment-seat of your lofty and unsparing criticism ]* 

Hypatia felt herself tricked : but there was no escape now. 

*And who, pray, is to disgrace herself, and me, as Venus 
Anadyomene ? ' 

' Ah ! that is the most exquisite article in all my bill of fare ! 
What if the kind gods have enabled me to exact a promise 
from — whom, think youT 

*What care I] How can I tell?' asked Hypatia, who 
suspected and dreaded that she could telL 

* Pelagia herself I ' 
Hypatia rose angrily. 

* This, sir, at least, is too much I It was not enough for you, 
it seems, to claim, or rather to take for granted, so impe- 
riously, so mercilessly, a conditional promise — weakly, weakly 
made, in the vain hope that you would help forward aspirations 
of mine which you have let lie fallow for months — in which I 
do not believe that you sympathise now 1 — It was not enough 
for you to declare yourself publicly yesterday a Christian, and 
to come hither this morning to flatter me into the belief that 
you will dare, ten days hence, to restore the worship of the 
gods whom you have abjured ! — It was not enough to plan 
without me all those movements in which you told me I was ta 
be your fellow-counsellor — the very condition which you your* 
self offered ! — It was not enough for you to command me to sit 
in that theatre, as your bait, your puppet, your victim, blush- 
ing and shuddering at sights unfit for the eyes of gods ancj 
men: — but, over and above all this, I must assist in the 
renewed trium;>h of a woman who has laughed down my 
teaching, seduced away my scholars, braved me in my very 
lecture-room — who for four years has done more than even 
uyril himself to destroy all the virtue and truth which I hava 
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toiled to sow — ^and toiled in rain ! Oh, beloved gods ! where 
will end the tortures through which your martyr must witness 
for you to a fallen race ? ' 

And, in spite of all her pride, and of Orestes' presence, hei 
eyes filled with scalding tears. 

Orestes' eyes had sunk before the vehemence of her just 
passion : but as she added the last sentence in a softer and 
sadder tone, he raised them again, with a look of sorrow and 
entreaty, as his heart whispered — 

* Fool ! — fanatic ! But she is too beautiful ! Win her I must 
and will 1 ' 

'Ah! dearest, noblest Hypatia! what have I donet Un- 
thinking fool that I was ! In the wish to save you trouble — 
in the hope that I could show you, by the aptness of my own 
plans, that my practical statesmanship was not altogether an 
unworthy helpmate for your loftier wisdom — wretch that I am, 
1 have oifendod you ; and I have ruined the cause of those very 
gods for whom, I swear, I am as ready to sacrifice myself as 
ever you can be ! * 

The last sentence had the effect which it was meant to 
have. 

'Euined the cause of the gods?' asked she, in a startled 
tone. 

* Is it not ruined, without your help % And what am I to 
understand from your words but that — ^hapless man that I 
am . — ^you leave me and them henceforth to our own unassisted 
strength 1 ' 

* The unassisted strength of the gods is omnipotence.' 

* Be it so. But — ^why is Cyril, and not Hypatia, master of 
the masses of Alexandria this day ? Why but because he and 
his have fought, and suffered, and died too, many a liundred of 
them, for their god, omnipotent as they believe him to be? 
Why are the old gods forgotten, my fairest logician? — ^for 
forgotten they are.' 

Hypatia trembled from head to foot, and Orestes went on 
more blandly than ever. 

* I will not ask an answer to that question of mine. All I 
entreat is forgiveness for — what for I know not : but I have 
sinned, and that is enough for me. What if I have been too 
confident — too hasty? Are you not the prize for which I 
strain? and will not the preciousness of the victor's wreath 
excuse some impatience in his struggle for it? Hypatia has 
forgotten who and what the gods have made her — she has not 
even consulted her own mirror, when she blames one of her 
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inuomerable adorois for a forwardness which ought to be rather 
imputed to him as a virtue.' 

And Orestes stole meekly such a glance of adoration, that 
FIjpatia blushed, and turned her face away. .... After all, 

she was woman. .... And she was a fanatic And she 

was to be an empress. .... Ar.d Orestes' voice was as melo- 
dious, and his manner as graceful, as ever charmed the heart of 
woman. 

* But Pelagia 1 ' she said, at last, recovering herself 

* Would that I had never seen the creature ! But, after all, 
I really fancied that in doing what I have done I should gratify 
you.' 

'Mer 

* Surely if revenge be sweet, as they say, it could hardly find 
a more delicate satisfaction than in the degradation of one 
who ^ 

'Eevenge, sir) Do you dream that I am capable of so base a 
passion 1 ' 

* 1 1 Pallas forbid ! ' said Orestes, finding himself on the 
wrong path agaiijL * But recollect that the allowing this spec- 
tacle to take place might rid you for ever of an unpleasant — I 
will not say rival' 

* How, then]' 

* Will not her re-appeaiance on the stage, after all her proud 
professions of contempt for it, do something towards reducing 
her in the eyes of this scandalous little town to her true and 
native level] She will hardly dare thenceforth to go about 
parading herself as the consort of a god-descended hero, or 
thrusting herself unbidden into Hypatia's presence, as if she 
were the daughter of a consul.' 

*But I cannot — I cannot allow it even to her. After all, 
Orestes, she is a woman. And can I, philosopher as I am, help 
to degrade her even one step lower than she lies already 1 ' 

Hypatia had all but said 'a woman even as I am :' but Neo- 
Platonic philosophy taujjht her better; and she checked the 
hasty assertion of anything like a common sex or common 
humanity between two beings so antipodal 

' Ah,' rejoined Orestes, * that unlucky word degrade I Un- 
thinking that I was, to use it, forgetting that she herself will 
be no more degraded in her own eyes, or any one's else, by 
hearing again the plaudits of those "dear Macedonians," on 
whose breath she has li\ ed for years, than a peacock when he 
displays his train. Unbounded vanity and self-conceit are not 
unpleasant passions, after all, for their victim. After all, she is 

p 9 
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what she is, and her being so is no fault of yours. Oh, it mast 
be ! indeed it must ! ' 

Poor Hypatia ! The bait was too delicate, the tempter too 
wily ; and yet she was ashamed to speak aloud the philosophic 
dogma which flashed a ray of comfort and resignation through 
her mind, and reminded her that after all there was no harm in 
allowing lower natures to develop themselves freely in that 
direction which Nature had appointed for them, and in which 
only they could fulfil the laws of their being, as necessary 
varieties in the manifold whole of the universe. So she cut the 
interview short with — 

* If it must be, then .... I will now retire, and write the 
ode. Only, I refuse to have any communication whatsoever 
with — I am ashamed of even mentioning her name. I will 
send the ode to you, and she must adapt her dance to it as best 
she can. By her taste, or fancy rather, I will not be ruled.' 

'And I,' said Orestes, with a profusion of thanks, * will retire 
to rack my faculties over the " dispositions." On this day week 
we exhibit — and conquer ! Farewell, queen of wisdom ! Your 
philosophy never shows to better advantage than when you thus 
wisely and gracefully subordinate that which is beautiful in 
itself to that which is beautiful relatively and practically.' 

He departed ; and Hypatia, half dreading her own thoughts, 
sat down at once to labour at the ode. Certainly it was a mag- 
nificent subject What etymologies, cosmogonies, allegories, 
myths, symbolisms between all heaven and earth, might she not 
introduce — if she could but banish that figure of Pelagia dancing 
to it all, which would not be banished, but hovered, like a 
spectre, in the background of aU her imaginations. She became 
quite angry, first with Pelagia, then with herself, for being weak 
enough to think of her. Was it not positive defilement of her 
mind to be haunted by the image of so defiled a being 1 She 
would purify her thoughts by prayer and meditation. But to 
whom of all the gods should she address herseKI To her chosen 
favourite, Athene 1 She who had promised to be present at that 
spectacle 1 Oh, how weak she had been to yield ! And yet she 
had been snared into it Snared — there was no doubt of it — 
by the very man whom she had fancied that she could guide 
and mould to her own purposes. He had guided and moulded 
her now against her self-respect, her compassion, her innate 
sense of right Already she was his tool. True, she had sub- 
mitted to be so for a great purpose. But suppose she had to 
submit again hereafter — always henceforth? And what made 
the thought more poignant was, her knowledge that he was 
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ngbt ; tliat he knew what to do, and how to do it. She could 
not help admiring him for his address, his quickness, his clear 
practical insight : and yet she despised, mistrusted, all but hated 
him. But what if his were the very qualities which were 
destined to succeed 1 What if her purer and loftier aims, her 
resolutions — now, alas ! broken — never to act but on the deepest 
and holiest principles and by the most sacred means, were 
destined never to exert themselves in practice, except conjointly 
with miserable stratagems and cajoleries such as these ? What 
if statecraft, and not philosophy and religion, were the appointed 
rulers of mankind? Hideous thought! And yet — she who 
had all her life tried to be self-dependent, originative, to face 
and crush the hostile mob of circumstance and custom, and do 
battle single-handed with Christianity and a fallen age — how 
was it that in her first important and critical opportunity of 
action she had been dumb, irresolute, passive, the victim, at 
last, of the very corruption which she was to exterminate 1 She 
did not know yet that those who have no other means for 
regenerating a corrupted time than dogmatic pedantries con- 
cerning the dead and unreturmng past, must end, in practice, 
by borrowing insincerely, and using clumsily, the very weapons 
of that novel age which they deprecate, and * sewing new cloth 
into old garments,' till the rent become patent and incurable. 
But in the meanwhile, such meditations as these drove jfrom her 
mind for that day both Athene, and the ode, and philosophy, and 
aU things but — Pelagia the wanton. 

In the meanwhile, Alexandrian politics flowed . onward in 
their usual pure and quiet course. The public buildings were 
placarded with the news of Heraclian's victory ; and groups of 
loungers expressed, loudly enough, their utter indiflference as to 
who might rule at Eome — or even at Byzantium. Let Heraclian 
or Honorius be emperor, the capitals must be fed ; and while 
the Alexandrian wheat-trade was uninjured, what matter who 
received the tribute? Certainly, as some friends of Orestes 
found means to suggest, it might not be a bad thing for Egypt, 
if she could keep the tribute in her own treasury, instead of 
sending it to Rome without any adequate return, save the pre- 
sence of an expensive army. .... Alexandria had been once 

the metropolis of an independent empire Why not 

again? Then came enormous largesses of com, proving, more 
satisfactorily to the mob than to the shipowners, that Egyptian 
wheat was better employed at home than abroad. Nay, there 
were even rumours of a general amnesty for all prisoners ; and 
as, of course, every evil-doer had a kind of friend, who considered 
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him an injured martyr, all parties were well content, on their 
own accounts at least, with such a move. 
' And so Orestes* bubble swelled, and grew, and glittered every 
day with fresh prismatic radiance ; while Hypatia sat at homo, 
with a heavy heart, writing her ode to Venus Urania, and 
submitting to Orestes' daily visita 

One cloud, indeed, not without squalls of wind and rain, dis- 
figured that sky which the Prefect had invested with such 
serenity by the simple expedient^ well known to politicians, of 
painting it bright-blue, since it would not assume that colour of 
its own accord. For, a day or two after Ammonius's execution, 
the Prefect's guards informed him that the corpse of the crucified 
man, with the cross on which it hung, had vanished. The 
Nitrian monks had come down in a body, and carried them off 
before the very eyes of the sentinels. Orestes knew well enough 
that the fellows must have been bribed to allow the theft ; but 
he dare not say so to men on whose good humour his very life 
might depend : so, stomaching the affront as best he could, he 
vowed &esh vengeance against Cyril, and went on his way. 
But, behold ! — within four-and-twenty hours of the theft, a pro- 
cession of all the rascality, followed by all the piety, of Alex- 
andria, — monks from Nitria counted by the thousand, — priests, 
deacons, archdeacons, Cyril himself, in full pontificals, and, 
borne aloft in the midst, upon a splendid bier, the missing 
corpse, its nail-pierced hamds and feet left uncovered for the 
pitying gaze of the Church. 

Under the very palace windows, from which Orestes found 
it expedient to retire for the time being, out upon the quays^ 
and up the steps of the Csesareum, defiled that new portent ; 
and in another half-hour, a servant entered, breathlessly, to 
inform the shepherd of people, that his victim was lying in 
state in the centre of the nave, a martyr duly canonized, — 
Ammonius now no more, but henceforth Ihaumasius the won- 
derful, on whose heroic virtues and more heroic faithfulness unto 
the death, Cyril was already descanting from the pulpit, amid 
thunders of applause at every allusion to Sisera at the brook 
Kishon, Sennacherib in the house of Nisroch, and the rest of 
the princes of this world who come to nought. 

Here was a storm I To order a cohort to enter the church 
and bring away the body, was easy enough : to make them do 
it, in the face of certain death, not so easy. Besides, it was 
too early yet for so desperate a move as would be involved in 
the violation of a church. .... So Orestes •added this fresh 
item to the long column of accounts which he intended to settle 
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witli the patriarch ; cursed for half an honr in the name of all 
divinities, saints, and martyrs, Christian and Pagan ; and wrote 
off a lamentable history of his wrongs and sufferings to the very 
Byzantine court against which he was about to rebel, in the 
comfortable assurance that Cyril had sent, by the same post, a 

counterstatement, contradicting it in every particular 

Never miud In case he failed in rebelling, it was as 

well to be able to prove his allegiance up to the latest possible 
date ; and the more completely the two statements contradicted 
each other, the longer it would take to sift the truth out of 
them ; and thus so much time was gained, and so much the 
more chance, meantime, of a new leaf being turned over in that 
SibyDine oracle of politicians — the Chapter of Accidents. And, 
for the time being, he would make a pathetic appeal to respect- 
ability and moderation in general, of which Alexandria, wherein 
some hundred thousand tradesmen and merchants had property 
to lose, possessed a goodly share. 

EespectabUity responded promptly to the appeal; and loyal 
addresses and deputations of condolence flowed in from every 
quarter, expressing the extreme sorrow with which the citizens 
had beheld the late disturbances of civil order, and the, contempt 
which had been so unfortunately evinced for the constituted 
authorities : but taking, nevertheless, the liberty to remark, 
that while the extreme danger to property which might ensue 
from the further exasperation of certain classes, prevented their 
taking those active steps on the side of tranquillity to which 
their feelings inclined them, the known piety and wisdom of 
their esteemed patriarch made it presumptuous in them to offer 
any opinion on his present conduct, beyond the expression of 
their firm belief that he had been unfortunately misinformed as 
to those sentiments of affection and respect which his excellency 
the Prefect was well known to entertain towards him. They 
ventured, therefore, to express a humble hope that, by some 
mutual compromise, to define which would be an unwarrantable 
intrusion on their part, a happy reconciliation would be effected, 
and the stability of law, property, and the Catholic Faith, 

ensured All which Orestes heard with blandest smiles, 

whUe his heart was black with curses ; and Cyril answered by 
a very violent though a very true and practical harangue on the 
text, *How hardly shall they that have riches enter into the 
kingdom of heaven.' 

So respectability and moderation met with its usual haplesa 
fate, and, soundly cursed by both parties, in the vain attempt 
Vi please both, wisely left the upper powers to settle their own 



Digitized by 



Googk 



248 UTPATIA. [chap 

affairs, and went home to their desks and counters, and did a 
very brisk business all that week on the strength of the 
approaching festival One hapless innkeeper only tried to carry 
out in practice the principles which the deputation from his 
guild had so eloquently advocated; and being convicted of giving 
away bread in the morning to the Nitrian monks, and wine in 
the evening to the Prefect's guards, had his tavern gutted, and 
his head broken by a joint plebiscitum of both the parties 
whom he had conciliated, who afterwards fought a little together, 
and then, luckily for the general peace, mutually ran away from 
each other. 

Cyril in the meanwhile, though he was doing a foolish thing, 
-was doing it wisely enough. Orestes might curse, and respect- 
ability might deplore, those nightly sermons, which shook the 
mighty arcades of the Caesareum, but they could not answer 
them. Cyril was right, and knew that he was right. Orestes 
was a scoundrel, hateful to God, and to the enemies of God. 
The middle classes were lukewarm covetous cowards ; the whole 
system of government was a swindle and an injustice ; all men's 
hearts were mad with crying, *Lord, how long]' The fierce 
bishop had only to thunder forth text on text, from every book 
of scripture, old and new, in order to array on his side not merely 
the common sense and right feeling, but the bigotry and ferocity 
of the masses. 

In vain did the good Arsenius represent to him not only the 
scandal but the unrighteousness of his new canonization. * I 
mu»*j have fuel, my good father,' was his answer, * wherewith to 
keep alight the flame of zeaL If I am to be silent as to Hera- 
ciian's defeat, I must give them some other irritant, which will 
put them in a proper temper to act on that defeat^ when they 
are told of it. If they hate Orestes, does he not deserve it? 
Even if he is not altogether as much in the wrong in this par- 
ticular case as they fancy he is, are there not a thousand other 
crimes of his which deserve their abhorrence even more % At 
all events, he must proclaim the empire, as you yourself say, or 
we shall have no handle against him. He will not dare to pro- 
claim it, if he knows that we are aware of the truth. And if 
we are to keep the truth in reserve, we must have something else 
to serve meanwhile as a substitute for it.* 

And poor Arsenius submitted with a sigh, as he saw Cyril 
making a fresh step in that alluring path of evil-doing that 
good might come, which led him in after-years into many a 
fearful sin, and left his name disgraced, perhaps for ever, in the 
judgment of generations, who know as little of the pandemo- 
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nium against which he fought, as they do of the intense belief 
which sustained him in his warfare ; and who have therefore 
neither understanding nor pardon for the occasional outrages 
and errors of a man no worse, even if no better, than 
themselves. 



CHAPTER XXI. 



THE SQUIBE-BISHOP. 



IN a small and ill-fumished upper room of a fortified country- 
house, sat Synesius, the Bishop of Gyrene. 

A goblet of wine stood beside him, on the table, but it was 
untasted. Slowly and sadly, by the light of a tiny lamp, he 
went on writing a verse or two, and then burying his face in his 
hand, while hot tears dropped between his fingers on the paper ; 
till a servant entering, announced Raphael Aben-Ezra. 

Synesius rose, with a gesture of surprise, and hurried towards 
the door. 'No, ask hun to come hither to me. To pass 
through those deserted rooms at night is more than I can bear.' 
And he awaited for his guest at the chamber door, and as ho 
Altered, caught both his hands in his, and tried to speak ; but 
his voice was choked within him. 

* Do not speak,' said Raphael, gently, leading him to his chait 
again. * I know alL' 

*You know all] And are you, then, so unlike the rest of 
the world, that you alone have come to visit the bereaved and 
the deserted in his misery V 

* I am like the rest of the world, after all ; for I came to you 
on my own selfish errand, to seek comfort. Would that I could 
give it instead ! But the servants told me all, below.' 

* And yet you persisted in seeing me, as if I could help you f 
Alas ! I can help no one now. Here I am at last, utterly 
alone, utterly helpless. As I came from my mother's womb, so 
shall I return again. My last child — my last and fairest — gone 
after the rest! — ^Thank God, that I have had even a day's 
peace wherein to lay him by his mother and his brothers; 
though He alone knows how long the beloved graves may 
remain unrifled. Let it have been shame enough to sit here in 
my lonely tower and watch the ashes of my Spartan ancestors, 
the sons of Hercules himself my glory and my pride, sinful 
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fool that I wasr! cast to the winds by barbarian plunderers. 
• . . . When wilt thou make an end, Lord, and slay me ? ' 

' And how did the poor boy die 1 ' asked Eaphael, in hope of 
«oeUiiiig sorrow by enticing it to vent itself in words. 

*The pestilence. — What other fate can we expect, who 
breathe an air tainted with corpses, and sit under a sky dark- 
ened with carrion birds 1 But I could endure even that, if I 
could work, if I could help. But to sit here, imprisoned 
now for months between these hateful towers; night after 
night to watch the sky, red with burning homesteads; day 
after day to have my oars ring with the shrieks of the dying 
and the captives — ^for they have begun now to murder every 
male, down to the baby at the breast — and to feel myself 
utterly fettered, impotent, sitting here like some palsied idiot, 
waiting for my end ! I long to rush out, and fall fighting, 
sword in hand: but I am their last, their only hope. The 
governors care nothing for our supplications. In vain have I 
memorialized Gennadius and Innocent, with what little elo- 
quence my misery has not stunned in me. But there is no 
resolution, no unanimity left in the land. The soldiery are 
scattered in small garrisons, employed entirely in protecting the 
private property of their officers. The Ausurians defeat them 
piecemeal, and, armed with their spoils, actually have begun to 
beleaguer fortified towns; and now there is nothing left for 
us, but to pray that, like Ulysses, we may be devoured the last. 
What am I doing ] I am selfishly pouring out my own sorrows, 
instead of listening to yours.' 

* Nay, friend, you are talking of the sorrows of your country, 
not of your own. As for me, I have no sorrow — only a 
despair : which, being irremediable, may well wait But 
you — oh, you must not stay here. Why not escape to 
Alexandria]' 

* I wlU die at my post as I have lived, the father of my 
people. When the last ruin comes, and Gyrene itself is be- 
sieged, I shall return thither from my present outpost, and the 
conquerors shall find the bishop in his place before the altar. 
There I have offered for years the unbloody sacrifice to Him, 
who will perhaps require of me a bloody one, that so the sight 
of an altar polluted by the murder of His priest, may end the 
sum of Pentapolitan woe, and arouse Him to avenge His 
slaughtered sheep ! There, we will talk no more of it. This 
at least I have left in my power, to make you welcome. And 
after supper you shall tell me what brings you hither.' 

And the good bishop, calling his servants, set to woik to 
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ehow his guest such hospitality as the inyaders had left in hia 
power, 

EaphaeVs usual insight had not deserted liim when, in liis 
utter perplexity, he went, almost instinctively, straight to 
Synesius. The Bishop of Gyrene, to judge from the charming 
private letters which he has left, was one of those many-sidexi, 
volatile, restless men, who taste joy and sorrow, if not deeply or 
permanently, yet abundantly and passionately. He lived, as 
Eaphael had told Orestes, in a whirlwind of good deeds, med- 
dling and toiling for the mere pleasure of action ; and as soon as 
there was nothing to be done, which, till lately, had happened 
seldom enough with him, paid the penalty for past excitement 
in fits of melancholy. A man of magniloquent and flowery 
style, not without a vein of self-conceit ; yet withal of overflow- 
ing kindliness, racy humour, and unflinching courage, both 
physical and moral ; with a very dear practical faculty, and a 
very muddy speculative one — though, of course, like the rest 
of the world, he was especially proud of his own weakest side, 
and professed the most passionate aflection for philosophic medi- 
tation; while his detractors hinted, not without a show of 
reason, that he was far more of an adept in soldiering and dog- 
breaking than in the mysteries of the unseen world. 

To him Eaphael betook himself, he hardly knew why; 
certainly not for philosophic consolation; perhaps because 
Synesius was, as Raphael used to say, the only Christian from 
whom he had ever heard a hearty laugh; perhaps because he 
had some wayward hope, unconfessed even to himself that he 
might meet at Synesius*s house the very companions from 
whom he had just fled. He was fluttering round Victoria's 
new and strange brilliance like a moth round the candle, as 
he confessed, after supper, to his host ; and now he was come 
hither, on the chance of being able to singe his wings once 
more. 

Not that his confession was extracted without much trouble 
to the good old man, who, seeing at once that Eaphael had 
some weight upon his mind, which he longed to tell, and yet 
was either too suspicious or too proud to tell, set himself to 
ferret out the secret, and forgot all his sorrows for the time, as 
soon as he found a human being to whom he might do good. 
But Eaphael was inexplicably wayward and unlike himself. 
All his smooth and shallow persiflage, even his shrewd satiric 
humour had vanished. He seemed parched by some inward 
fever ; restless, moody, abrupt^ even peevish ; and Synesius's 
curiosity rose with his disappointment, as Eaphael went on 
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obstinately declining to consult the very physician before whom 

he had presented himself as patient. 

'-And what can you do for me, if I did tell you V 

'Then allow me, my very dear friend, to ask this. As yon 

deny having visited me on my own account, on what accoimt 

did you visit mel* 

*Can you ask? To enjoy the society of the most finished 

gentleman of Pentapolis.* 

* And was that worth a week's journey, in perpetual danger of 
death r 

* Afl for danger of death, that weighs little with a man who 
is careless of life. And as for the week's journey, I had a 
dream one night, on my way, which made me question whether 
I were wise in troubling a Christian bishop with any thoughts 
or questions which relate merely to poor human beings like 
myself^ who marry and are given in marriage.* 

*You forget, friend, that you are spe«iing to one who has 
married, and loved — and lost.' 

* I did not But you see how rude I am growing. I am no 
fit company for you, or any man. I believe I snail end by 
turning robber-chief, and heading a party of Ausurians.' 

'But,' said the patient Synesius, *you have forgotten your 
dream all this while.' 

* Forgotten ! — I did not promise to tell it you — did I V 

* No ; but as it seems to have contained some sort of accusa- 
tion against my capacity, do you not think it but fair to tell the 
accused what it was V 

Eaphael smiled. 

* Well then. .... Suppose I had dreamt this. That a phi- 
losopher, an academic, and a believer in nothing and in no 
man, had met at Berenice certain rabbis of the Jews, and heard 
them reading and expounding a certain book of Solomon — the 
Song of Songs. You, as a learned man, know into what sort 
of trampery allegory they would contrive to twist it ; how the 
bride's eyes were to mean the scribes who were full of wisdom, 
as the pools of Heshbon were of water ; and her stature spread- 
ing like a palm-tree, the priests who spread out their hands when 
blessing the people ; and the left hand which should be under 
her head, the Tephilim which these old pedants wore on their 
left wrists ; and the right hand which should hold her, the 
Mezuzah which they fixed on the right side of their doors to 
keep oflF devils ; and so forth.' 

* I have heard such silly Cabbalisms, certainly.' 

* You have 1 Then suppose that I went on, and saw in my 
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dream how this same academic and unhelieyer, heing himself 
also a Hebrew of the Hebrews, snatched the roll out of the 
rabbi's hand, and told them that they were a party of fools for 
trying to set forth what the book might possibly mean, before 
they had found out what it really did mean; and that they 
could only find out that by looking honestly at the plain words 
to see what Solomon meant by it And then, suppose that 
this same apostate Jew, this member gf the synagogue of Satan, 
in his carnal and lawless imaginations, had waxed eloquent 
with the eloquence of devils, and told them, that the book set 
forthy to those who had eyes to see, how Solomon the great 
king, with his threescore queens, and fourscore concubines, and 
Yirgins without number, forgets all his seraglio and his luxury 
in pure and noble love for the undefiled, who is but one ; and 
how as his eyes are opened to see that God made the one man 
for the one woman, and the one woman to the one man, even 
as it was in the garden of Eden, so all his heart and thoughts 
become pure, and gentle, and simple ; how the song of the birds, 
and the scent of the grapes, and the spicy southern gales, and 
all the simple country pleasures of the glens of Lebanon, which 
he shares with his own vine-dressers and slaves, become more 
precious in his eyes than all his palaces and artificial pomp ; and 
the man feels that he is in harmony, for the first time in his 
life, with the universe of God, and with the mystery of the 
seasons ; that within him, as well as without him, the winter is 
past, and the rain is over and gone ; the flowers appear on the 

earth, and the voice of the tui-tle is heard in the land 

And suppose I saw in my dream how the rabbis, when they 
heard those wicked words, stopped their ears with one accord, 
and ran upon that son of Belial and cast him out, because he 
blasphemed their sacrgd books by his carnal interpretations. 
And suppose — I only say suppose — that I saw in my dream 
how the poor man said in his heart, " I will go to the Christians; 
they acknowledge the sacredness of this same book ; and they 
say that their God taught them that *in the beginning God 
made man, male and female.' Perhaps they will teU me whether 
this Song of Songs does not, as it seems to me to do, show the 
passage upwards from brutal polygamy to that monogamy 
which they so solemnly command, and agree with me, that it is 
because the Song preaches this that it has a right to take its 
place among the holy writings T* You, as a Christian bishop, 

should know what answer such a man would receive 

You are silent? Then I wiU tell you what answer he seemed 
to receive in my dream. " blasphemous and carnal man, wno 



Digitized by 



Googk 



254 UYPATIA. IcDAA 

perrertest Holy Scriptnie into a doak iot thine own licen- 
tionsnesa, as if it spoke of man's base and sensual affections, 
know that this hook is to he spiritually interpreted of the 
marriage hetween the sonl and its Creator, and &at it is from 
this very hook that the Catholic Chnrch derives her strongest 
arguments in favour of holy virginity, and the glories of a 
celibate life."' 

Synesius was still silent. 

' And what do you think I saw in my dream that that man 
did when he found these Christians enforcing, as a necessary 
article of practice, as well as of fiEtith, a baseless and bombastic 
metaphor, borrowed from that very Neo-Platonism out of 
which he had just fled for his life ? He cursed the day he was 
]x>m, and the hour in which his father was told, *'Thou hast 
gotten a man-child," and said, " Philosophers, Jews, and Chris- 
tians, farewell for ever and a day ! The clearest words of your 
most sacred books mean anything or nothing, as the case may 
suit your fancies; and there is neither truth nor reason under 
the sun. What better is there for a man, than to follow the 
example of his people, and to turn usurer, and money-getter, 
and cajoler of fools in his turn, even as his father was before 
himr" 

Synesius remained a while in deep thought, and at last — 

' And yet you came to me ? ' 

'I did, because you have loved and married; because yoU 
have stood out manfully against this strange modem insanity, 
and refused to give up, when you were made a bishop, the wife 
whom God had given you. You, I thought, could solve the 
riddle for me, if any man could.' 

' Alas, friend ! I have began to distnist, of late, my power 
of solving riddles. After all, why should they be solved! 
What matters one more mystery in a world of mysteries ? "If 
thou marry, thou hast not sinned," are St. Paul's own words ; 
and let them be enough for us. Do not ask me to argue with 
you, but to help you. Instead of puzzling me mth deep 
questions, and tempting me to set up my private judgment, as 
I have done too often already, against the opinion of the 
Church, tell me your story, and test my sympathy rather 
than my intellect. I shall feel with you and work foi you, 
doubt not, even though I am unable to explain to myself why 
I do it.' 

* Then you cannot solve my riddle 1' 

*Let me help you,' said Synesius with a sweet smile, *to 
solve it for yourselfl iou need not try to deceive me. You 
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haya a love, an undefiled, who is but one. When yon possess 
her, you will be able to judge better whether your interpre- 
tation of the Song is the true one ; and if you still think that it 
is, Synesius, at least, will have no quarrel against you. He 
has always claimed for himself the right of philosophizing in 
private, and he will allow the same liberty to you, whether the 
mob do or not.* 

* Then you agree with me 1 Of course you do ! ' 

' Is it fair to ask me whether I accept a noyel interpretation^ 
which I have only heard five minutes ago, delivered in a some- 
what hasty and rhetorical form 1 * 

* You are shirking the question,' said Eaphael, peevishly. 

*And what if I am] Tell me, point-blank, most self-tor- 
menting of men, can I help you in practice, even though I 
choose to leave you to yourself in speculation 1 * 

* Well, then, if you will have my story, take it^ and judge for 
yourself of Christian common sense.' 

And hurriedly, as if ashamed of his own confession, and yet 
compelled, in spite of himself, to unbosom it, he told Synesius 
all, from his first meeting with Victoria to his escape from her 
at Berenice. 

The good bishop, to Aben-Ezra's surprise, seemed to treat the 
whole matter as infinitely amusing. lie chuckled, smote his 
hand on his thigh, and nodded approval at every pause — per- 
haps to give the speaker courage — ^perhaps because he really 
thought that RaphaeFs prospects were considerably less despe- 
rate than he fancied 

*If you laugh at me, Synesius, I am silent. It is quite 
enough to endure the humiliation of telling you that I am — 
confound it ! — like any boy of sixteen.' 

* Laugh at you 1 — with you, you mean. A convent 1 Pooh, 
pooh ! The old Prefect has enough sense, I will warrant him, 
not to refuse a good match for his child.' 

* You forget that I have not the honour of being a Christian.* 

' Then we'll make you one. You won't let me convert you, 
I know ; you always used to gibe and jeer at my philosophy. 
But Augustine comes to-morrow.' 

' Augustine 1 ' 

* He does indeed ; and we must be off by daybreak, with all 
the armed men we can muster, to meet and escort him, and to 
hunt, of course, going and coming ; for we have had no food this 
fortnight, but what our own dogs and bows have furnished up. 
He shall take you in hand, and cure you of all your Judaism in 
a week ; and then just leave the rest to me ; I will manage it 
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somehow or other. It is sure to come right. No ; do not be 
bashful. It will be real amusement to a poor wretch who can 
find nothing else to do— Heigho ! And as for lying under an 
obligation to me, why we can square that by your lending me 
three or four thousand gold pieces — Heaven knows I want 
them ! — on the certainty of neyer seeing them again*' 

Baphael could not help laughing in his turn. 

'Synosias is himself still, I see, and not unworthy of his 
ancestor Herculeu ; and though he shrinks from cleansing the 
Augean stable of my soul, paws like the war-horse in the valley 
at the hope of undertaking any lesser labours in my behalf. 
But, my dear generous bishop, this matter is more serious, and 
I, the subject of it, have become more serious also, than you 
fancy. Consider: by the uncorrupt honour of your Spartan 
forefathers, Agis, Brasidas, and the rest of them, don't you think 
that you are, in your hasty kindness, tempting me to behave in 
a way which they would have called somewhat rascally ? ' 

* How then, my dear man % You have a very honourable and 
praiseworthy desire; and I am willing to help you to compass it.' 

*Do you think that I have not cast about before now for 
more than one method of compassing it for myself? My good 
mau, I have been tempted a dozen times already to turn 
Christian: but there has risen up in me the strangest fancy 
about conscience and honour. .... I never was scrupulous 
before. Heaven knows — I am not over-scrupulous now — except 
about her. I cannot dissemble before her. I dare not look in 

her face when I had a lie in my right hand She looks 

through one — into one — like a clear-eyed awful goddess 

I never was ashamed in my life till my eyes met hers.' .... 

* But if you really became a Christian 1 ' 

*I cannot. I should suspect my own motives. Here is 
another of these absurd soul-anatomizing scruples wliich have 
risen up in me. I should suspect that I had changed my creed 
because I wished to change it — that if I was not deceiving her 
I was deceiving myself. If I had not loved her it might have 
been different : but now — just because I do love her, I will not, 
I dare not, listen to Augustine's arguments, or my own thoughts 
on the matter.' 

* Most wayward of men ! ' cried Synesius, half peevishly ; 
* you seem to take some perverse pleasure in throwing yourself 
into the waves again, the instant you have climbed a rock of 
refuge 1 ' 

* Pleasure 1 Is there any pleasure in feeling oneself at death- 
grips with the devil 1 I had given up believing in him for many 
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a year. .... And behold, the moment that I a^Aken to any- 
thing noble and right, I find the old serpent alive and strong at 
my throat ! No wonder that I suspect him, you, myself — I, 
who have been tempted every hour in the last week, temptationH 
to become a devil. Ay,' he went on, raising his voice, as all 
the fire of his intense Eastern nature flashed from his black 
eyes, * to be a devil ! From my childhood till now never have 
I known what it was to desire, and not to possess. It is not 
often that I have had to trouble any poor Naboth for his vine- 
yard : but when I have taken a fancy to it, Naboth has always 
found it wiser to give way. And now .... Do you fancy 
that I have not had a dozen hellish plots flashing across me in 
the last week % Look here ! Tliis is the mortgage of her 
father's whole estate. I bought it — whether by the instigation 
of Satan or of God — of a banker in Berenice, the very day I 
left them ; and now they, and every straw which they possess, 
are in my power. I can ruin them — sell them as slaves — 
betray them to death as rebels — and last, but not least, cannot 
I hire a dozen worthy men to caiTy her off, and cut the Gordian 
knot most simply and summarily 1 And yet I dare not I 
must be pure to approach the pure ; and righteous, to kiss the 
feet of the righteous. Whence came this new conscience to me 
I know not, but come it has ; and I dare no more do a base 
thing toward her, than I dare toward a Gk)d, if there be one. 
This very mortgage — I hate it, curse it, now that I possess it — 
the tempting devil ! ' 

* Burn it,' said Synesius, quietly. 

* Perhaps I may. At least, used it never shall be. Compel 
her ] I am too proud, or too honourable, or something or other, 
even to solicit her. She must come to me ; tell me with her 
own lips that she loves me, that she will take me, and make me 
worthy of her. She must have mercy on me, of her own free- 
will, or — let her pine and die in that accursed prison ; and then 
a scratch with the trusty old dagger for her father, and another 
for myself, will save him from any more superstitions, and me 
from any more philosophic doubts, for a few aeons of ages, till 
we start again in new lives — he, I suppose, as a jackass, and I 
as a baboon. What matter? but unless I possess her by fair 
means, God do so to me, and more also, if I attempt base ones ! ' 

* God be with you, my son, in the noble warfare ! * said 
Synesius, his eyes filling with kindly tears. 

* It is no noble warfare at all. It is a base coward fear, in 
one who never before feared man or devil, and is now fallen low 
enough to be afraid of a helpless girl ! * 

B 
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^ Not so/ cried Sjnesius, in his turn ; 4t is a noble and a holy 

fear. You fear her goodness. Could you see her goodness, 

much less fear it, were there not a Divine Light within you 

which showed you what, and how awful, goodness was I Tell 

me no more, Eaphael Aben-Ezra, that you do not fear God j for 

he who fears Virtue, fears Him whose likeness Virtue is. Go 

on — go on. .... Be brave, and His strength will be made 

manifest in your weakness.' 

« * » « « 

It was late that night before Synesius compelled his guest to 
retire, after having warned him not to disturb himself if he 
heard the alarm-bell ring, as the house was well garrisoned, and 
having set the water-clock by which he and his servants 
measured their respective watches. And then the good bishop, 
having disposed his sentinels, took his station on the top of his 
tower, close by the warning-bell ; and as he looked out over the 
broad lands of his forefathers, and prayed that their desolation 
might come to an end at last, he did not forget to pray for the 
desolation of the guest who slept below, a happier and more 
healthy slumber than he had known for many a week. For 
before Eaphael lay down that night, he had torn to shreds 
Majoricus's mortgage, and felt.a lighter and a better man as he 
saw the cunning temptation consuming scrap by scrap in the 
lamp-flame. And then, wearied out with fatigue of body and 
mind, he forgot Synesius, Victoria, and the rest, and seemed to 
himself to wander all night among the vine-clad glens of 
Lebanon, amid the gardens of lilies, and the beds of spices j 
while shepherds' music lured him on and on, and girlish voices, 
chanting the rbystic idyl of his mighty ancestor, rang soft and 
fitful through his weary brain. 

i^ i^ « « * 

Before sunrise the next morning, Raphael was faring forth 
gallantly, well armed and mounted, by Synesius's side, followed 
by four or five brace of tall brush-tailed greyhounds, ana by 
the faithful Bran, whose lop-ears and heavy jaws, unique in 
that land of prick-ears and fox-noses, formed the absorbing 
subject of conversation among some twenty smart retainers, 
who, armed to the teeth for chase and war, rode behind the 
bishop on half-starved raw-boned horses, inured by desert 
training and bad times to do the maximum of work upon the 
minimum of food. 

Eor the first few miles they rode in silence, through ruined 
villages and desolated farms, from which here and there a single 
inhabitant peeped forth fearfully, to pour his tale of woe into 
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the ears of the hapless bishop, and then, instead of asking alms 
ixom him, to entreat his acceptance of some paltry remnant of 
grain or poultry, which had escaped the hands of the marauders ; 
and as they clung to his hands, and blessed him as their only 
hope and stay, pour Synesius heard patiently again and again 
the same purposeless tale of woe, and mingled his tears with 
theirs, and then spurred his horse on impatiently, as if to escape 
from the sight of misery which he could not relieve ; while a 
voice in Raphael's heart seemed to ask him — * Why was thy 
wealth given to thee, but that thou mightest dry, if but for a 
day, such tears aa these?' 

And he feU into a meditation which was not without its 
fruit in due season, but which lasted till they had left the 
enclosed country, and were climbing the slopes of the low roll- 
ing hills, over which lay the road from the distant sea. But 
as they left the signs of war behind them, the volatile temper 
of the good bishop began to rise. Ho petted his hounds, chatted 
to his men, discoursed on the most probable quarter for finding 
game, and exhorted them cheerfully enough to play the man, 
as their chance of having anything to eat at night depended 
entirely on their prowess during the day. 

* Ah I ' said Raphael at last, glad of a pretext for breaking his 
own chain of painful thought, * there is a vein of your land-salt. 
I suspect that you were all at the bottom of the sea once, and 
that the old Earth-shaker Neptune, tired of your bad ways, 
gave you a lift one morning, and set you up as dry land, in order 
to be rid of you.' 

* It may really be so. They say that the Argonauts returned 
back through this country from the Southern Ocean, which 
must have been therefore far nearer us than it is now, and that 
they carried their mystic vessel over these very hills to the 
Syrtis. However, we have forgotten all about the sea tho- 
roughly enough since that time. I well remember my first 
astonishment at the sight of a galley in Alexandria, and the 
roar of laughter with which my fellow-students greeted my not 
unreasonable remark, that it looked very like a centipede.' 

*And do you recollect, too, the argument which I had once 
with your steward about the pickled fish which I brought you 
from Egypt ; and the way in which, when the jar was opened, 
the servants shrieked and ran right and left, declaring that the 
fish-bones were the spines of poisonous serpents 1 ' 

* The old fellow is as obstinate as ever, I assure you, in his 
disbelief in salt water. Ho torments me continually by asking 
me to tell him the story of my shipwreck, and does not believe 

s 3 
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me after all, thoagh he has heard it a dozen times. " Sir/' he 
said to me, solemnly, after you were gone, "will that strangi 
gentleman pretend to persuade me that anything eatable can 
come out of his great pond there at Alexandria, when every 
one can see that the best fountain in the country never breeds 
anything but frogs and leeches 1 " ' 

As he spoke they left the last field behind them, and entered 
upon a vast sheet of breezy down, speckled with shrubs and 
copse, and split here and there by rocky glens, ending in fertile 
valleys, once thick with farms and homesteads. 

* Here,* cried Synesius, * are our hunung-grounds. And now 
for one hour's forge tfulness, and the joys of the noble art ! What 
coidd old Homer have been thinking of when he forgot to 
number it among the pursuits which are glorious to heroes, and 
make man illustrious, and yet could laud in those very words 
the forum 1 * 

* The forum 1 ' said Raphael * I never saw it yet make men 
anything but rascals.' 

' Brazen-faced rascals, my friend. I detest the whole breed 
of lawyers, and never meet one without turning him into ridi- 
cule j effeminate pettifoggers, who shudder at the very sight of 
roast venison, when they think of the dangers by which it has 
been procured. But it is a cowardly age, my friend — a cowardly 
age. Let us forget it, and ourselves.* 

* And even philosophy and Hypatia 1 ' said Raphael, archly. 
*I have done with philosophy. To fight like an Heracleid, 

and to die like a bishop, is all I have left — except Hypatia, the 
perfect, the wise ! I tell you, friend, it is a comfort to me, even 
in my deepest misery, to recollect that the corrupt world yet 
holds one being so divine ' 

And ho was running on in one of his high-flown laudations 
of his idol, when Raphael checked him. 

*I fear our common sympathy on that subject is rather 
weakened. I have began to doubt her lately nearly as much as 
I doubt philosophy/ 

* Not her virtue 1 ' 

* No, friend ; nor her beauty, nor her wisdom ; simply her 
power of making me a better man. A selfish criterion, you 

will say. Be it so What a noble horse that is of 

yours ! * 

*He has been — he has been ; but worn out now, like his 
master and his master's fortunes.' .... 

* Not so, certainly, the colt on which you have done me the 
honour to mount me.' 
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'Ah, my poor boy's pet! .... You are the first person 
wlio has crossed him since- * 

* Is he of your own breeding ? * asked Baphael, trying to turn 
the conversation. 

* A cross between that white Nisaean which you sent me, and 
one of my own mares.' 

* Not a bad cross ; though he keeps a little of the bull head 
and greyhound flank of your Africans.' 

* So much the better, friend. Give me bone — ^bone and en- 
durance for this rough down country. Your delicate Nisaians 
are all very well for a few minutes over those flat sands of 
Egypt : but here you need a horse who will go forty miles a day 
over rough and smooth, and dine thankfully off thistles at 
night. Aha, poor little man ! * — as a jerboa sprang up from a 
tuft of bushes at his feet — *I fear you must help to fill our 
soup-kettle in these hard times.' 

And with a dexterous sweep of lus long whip, the worthy 
bishop entangled the jerboa's long legs, whisked him up to 
his saddle-bow, and delivered him to the groom and the 
game-bag. 

* Kill him at once. Don't let him squeak, boy ! — ^ho cries too 
like a child.' .... 

* Poor little wretch ! ' said Eaphael. * What more right, now, 
have we to eat him than he to eat us 1 ' 

' Eh 1 If he can eat us, let him try. How long have you 
joined the Manichees ? ' 

*Have no fears on that score. But, as 1 told you, since 
my wonderful conversion by Bran, the dog, I have begun to 
hold dumb animals in respect, as probably quite as good as 
myself.' 

* Then you need a further conversion, friend Raphael, and to 
learn what is the dignity of man ; and when that arrives, you 
will learn to believe, with me, that the life of every beast upon 
the face of the earth would be a cheap price to pay in exchange 
for the life of the meanest human being.' 

' Yes, if they be required for food : but really, to kill them 
for our amusement ! ' 

' Friend, when I was still a heathen, I recollect well how I 
used to haggle at that story of the cursing of the fig-tree ; but 
when I learnt to know what man was, and that I had been aU 
my life mistaking for a part of nature that race which was 
originally, and can be again, made in the likeness of God, then 
I began to see that it were well if every fig-tree upon earth 
were cuised, if the spirit of one man could be taught thereby 
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a siiiglo lesson. And bo I speak of tho.se, my darling field- 
sports, on which I have not heen ashamed, as you know, to 
write a book.* 

* And a very charming one : yet you wore still a pagan, re- 
collect, when you wrote it.' 

* I was ; and then I followed the chase by mere nature and 
inclination. But now I know I have a right to follow it, 
because it gives me endurance, promptness, courage, self-control, 
as well as health and cheerfulness : and therefore — Ah ! a fresh 
ostrich-track ! ' 

And stopping short, Synesius began pricking slowly up the 
hill-side. 

* Back ! ' whispered he, at last. * Quietly and silently. Lie 
down on your horse's neck, as I do, or the long-necked rogues 
may see you. They must be close to us over the brow. I know 
that favourite grassy slope of old. Eound under yon hill, or 
they will get wind of us, and then farewell to them ! ' 

And Synesius and his groom cant-ered on, hanging each to 
their horses' necks by an arm and a leg, in a way which Raphael 
endeavoured in vain to imitate. 

Two or three minutes more of breathless silence brought them 
to the edge of the hill, where Synesius halted, peered down a 
moment, and then turned to Eaphael, his face and limbs quiver- 
ing with delight, as he held up two fingers, to denote the number 
of the bii'ds. 

* Out of arrow-range ! Slip the dogs, Syphax ! ' 

And in another, minute Raphael found himself galloping head- 
long do\vn the hill, while two magnificent ostriches, their out- 
spread plumes waving in the bright breeze, their necks stooped 
almost to the ground, and their long legs flashing out behind 
them, were sweeping away before the greyhounds at a pace which 
no mortal horse could have held for ten minutes. 

* Baby that I am still ! ' cried Synesius, tears of excitement 
glittering in his eyes ; . . . . while Raphael gave himself up to 
the joy, and forgot even Victoria, in the breathless rush over 
rock and bush, sandhill and watercourse. 

* Take care of that dry torrent- bed ! Hold up, old horse ! 
This will not last two minutes more. They cannot hold their 

pace against this breeze Well tried, good dog, though 

you did miss him ! Ah, that my boy were here ! There — they 
double. Spread right and left, my children, and ride at them as 
they pass ! ' 

And the ostriches, unable, as Synesius said, to keep their pace 
against the breeze, turned sharp on theii* pursuers, and beating 
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the air with outspread wings, came down the wind again, at a 
rate even more wonderful than before. 

'Eide at him, Eaphael — ride at him, and turn him into those 
bushes ! ' cried Synesius, fitting an arrow to his bow. 

Eaphael obeyed, and the bird swerved into the low scrub ; 
the well trained horse leapt at him like a cat ; and Eaphael, 
who dare not trust his skill in archery, struck with his whip 
at the long neck as it struggled past him, and felled the 
noble quarry to the ground. He was in the act of springing 
down to secure his prize, when a shout from Synesius stopped 
him. 

* Are you mad ^ He will kick out your heart ! Let the dogs 
hold him!' 

^ Where is the other ? ' asked Eaphael, panting. 

* Where he ought to be. I have not missed a running shot 
for many a month.' 

* Eeally, you rival the Emperor Commodus himsel£' 

* Ah I I tried his fancy of crescent-headed arrows once, and 
decapitated an ostrich or two tolerably : but they are only fit for 
the amphitheatre : they will not lie safely in the quiver on horse- 
back, I find. But what is that 1 ' And he pointed to a cloud of 
white dust, about a mile down the valley. * A herd of antelopes ? 
If so, God is indeed gracious to us ! Come down — whatsoever 
they are, we have no time to lose.' 

And collecting his scattered forces, Synesius pushed on rapidly 
towards the object which had attracted his attention. 

* Antelopes ! ' cried one. 

* Wild horses ! ' cried another. 

* Tame ones, rather ! ' cried Synesius, with a gesture of wrath. 
* I saw the flash of arms ! ' 

* The Ausurians ! ' And a yell of rage rang from the whole 
troop. 

* Will you follow me, children 1 * 

* To death ! ' shouted they. 

* I know it. Oh that I had seven hundred of you, as Abraham 
had ! We would see then whether these scoundrels did not share, 
within a week, the fate of Chedorlaomer's.' 

* Happy man, who can actually trust your own slaves ! * said 
Eaphael, as the party galloped on, tightening their girdles and 
getting ready their weapons. 

* Slaves 1 If the law gives me the power of selling one or 
two of them who are not yet wise enough to be trusted to 
take care of themselves, it is a fact which both I and they 
bave long forgotten. Their fathers grew grey at my father's 
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table, and God grant that they may grow grey at mine ! We 
eat together, work together, hunt together, fight together, jest 
together, and weep together. God help us cdl ! for we have 
but one common weed. Now — do you make out the enemy, 
boys?' 

* Ausurians, your Holiness. The same party who tried Myr- 
sinitis last week. I know them by the helmets which they took 
from the Markmen.' 

* And with whom are they fighting ] ' 

No one could see. Fighting they certainly were : but their 
victims were beyond them, and the party galloped on. 

* That was a smart business at Myrsinitis. The Ausurians ap- 
peared while the people were at morning prayers. The soldiers, 
of course, ran for their lives, and hid in the caverns, leaving the 
matter to the priests.' 

*If they were of your presbytery, I doubt not they proved 
themselves worthy of their diocesan.' 

* Ah, if all my priests were but like them ! or my people 
either ! ' said Synesius, chatting quietly in full gallop, like a 
true son of the saddle. * They offered up prayers for victory, 
sallied out at the head of the peasants, and met the Moors in a 
narrow pass. There their hearts failed them a little. Faustus, 
the deacon, makes them a speech ; charges the leader of the 
robbers, like young David, with a stone, beats his brains out 
therewith, strips him in true Homeric fashion, and routs the 
Ausurians with their leader's sword ; returns and erects a trophy 
in due classic form, and saves the whole valley.' 

* You should make him archdeacon.' 

* I would send him and his townsfolk round the province, if 
I could, crowned with laurel, and proclaim before them at every 
market-place, " These are men of God." With whom can those 
Ausurians be dealing ? Peasants would have been all killed long 
ago, and soldiers would have nm away long ago. It is truly a 
portent in this country to see a fight last ten minutes. Who 
can they be 1 I see them now, and hewing away like men too. 
They are all on loot but two j and we have not a cohort of 
infantry left for many a mile round.' 

* I know who they are ! ' cried Eaphael, suddenly striking 
spurs into his horse. *I will swear to that armour among a 
thousand. And there is a litter in the midst of them. Ou ! 
and fight, men, if you ever fought in your lives ! ' 

* Softly I ' cried Synesius. * Trust an old soldier, and per- 
haps — alas ! that he should have to say it — the best left in 
thw "wretched country. Eound by the hollow, and take the 
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barbarians suddenly in flank. They will not see us then till we 
are within twenty paces of them* Aha I you have a thing or two 
to learn yet, Aben-Ezra/ 

And cliuckling at the prospect of action, the gallant bishop 
wheeled his little troop, and in five minutes more dashed out of 
the copse with a shout and a flight of anx)ws, and rushed into 
the thickest of the fight. 

One cavaliy skirmish must be very like another. A crash of 
horses, a flashing of sword-blades, five minutes of blind con- 
fusion, and then those who have not been knocked out of their 
saddles by their neighbours* knees, and have not cut oflf their 
own horses* heads instead of their enemy's, find themselves, they 
know not how, either running away or being run away from — 
not one blow in ten having taken eflect on either side. And 
even so Raphael, having made vain attempts to cut down several 
Moors, found himself standing on his head in an altogether 
undignified posture, among innumerable horses' legs, in all pos- 
sible frantic motions. To avoid one, was to get in the way of 
another ; so he philosophically sat still, speculating on the sensa- 
tion of having his brains kicked out, till the cloud of legs 
vanished, and he found himself kneeling abjectly opposite the 
nose of a mule, on whose back sat, utterly unmoved, a tall and 
reverend man, in episcopal costume. The stranger, instead of 
bursting out laughing, as Eaphael did, solemnly lifted his hand, 
and gave him his blessing. The Jew sprang to his feet, heedless 
of all such courtesies, and, looking round, saw the Ausurians 
galloping off up the hill in scattered groups, and Synesius 
standing close by him, wiping a bloody sword. 

* Is the litter safe 1 ' were his first words. 

*Safe; and so are all I gave you up for killed, when I saw 
you run through with that lance.' 

* Run through ? I am as sound in the hide as a crocodile,* 
said Raphael, laughing. 

* Probably the fellow took the butt instead of the point, in 
his hurry. So goes a cavalry scuffle. I saw you hit three or 
four fellows running with the flat of your sword.* 

* Ah, that explains,* said Raphael. * Why, I thought myself 
once the best swordsmen on the Armenian frontier.* .... 

*I suspect that you were thinking of some one besides the 
Moors,* said Synesius, archly, pointing to the litter ; and Raphael, 
for the first time for many a year, blushed like a boy of fifteen, 
and then turned haughtily away, and remounted his horse, 
saying, * Clumsy fool that I was ! * 

^ Thank God rather that you have been kept from the shedding 
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of blood/ said the stranger bishop, in a soft, deliberate voice, 
with a peculiarly clear and delicate enunciation. * If Grod have 
given us the victory, why grudge His having spared any other of 
His creatures besides ourselves] * 

* Because there are so many the more of them left to ravish, 
burn, and slay,' answered Synesius. * Nevertheless, I am not 
going to argue with Augustine/ 

Augustine ! Eaphael looked intently at the man, a tall, deli> 
cate-ieatured personage, with a lofty and narrow forehead, scarred 
like his cheeks with the deep furrows of many a doubt and 
woe. Eesolve, gentle but unbending, was expressed in his thin 
close-set lips and his clear quiet eye; but the calm of his 
mighty countenance was the calm of a worn-out volcano, over 
which centuries must pass before the earthquake-rents be filled 
with kindly soil, and the cinder-slopes grow gay with grass 
and flowers. The Jew's thoughts, however, were soon turned 
into another channel by the hearty embraces of Majoricus and 
his son. 

* We have caught you again, you truant ! ' said the young 
Tribune; *you could not escape us, you see, after all.* 

* Bather,' said the father, * we owe him a second debt of grati- 
tude for a second deliverance. We were right hard bested when 
you rode up.' 

*0h, he brings nothing but good with him whenever he 
appears ; and then he pretends to be a bird of ill omen,* said 
the light-hearted Tribune, putting his armour to rights. 

Raphael was in his secret heart not sorry to find that his old 
Mends bore him no grudge for his caprice : but all he answered 
was — 

* Pray thank any one but me ; I have, as usual, proved myself 
a fool. But what brings you here, like Gods e Machine ? It is 
contrary to all probabilities. One would not admit so astounding 
an incident, even in the modem drama.' 

* Contrary to none whatsoever, my friend. We found Augus- 
tine at Berenice, in act to set ofF to Synesius : we — one of us, 
that is — were certain that you would be found with him ; and we 
decided on acting as Augustine's guard, for none of the dastard 
garrison dare stir out.' 

*One of us,' thought Raphael, — * which one?' And, con- 
quering his pride, he asked, as carelessly as he could, for 
Victoria. 

* She is there in the litter, poor child ! ' said her father, in a 
serious tone. 

'Surely, notilir 
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' Alas ! either the overwroaght excitement of months of hero- 
ism broke down when she found us safe at last, or some stroke 
from God — .... Who can tell what I may not have deserved I 
— But she has been utterly prostrate in body and mind, ever 
since we parted from you at Berenice.' 

The blunt soldier little guessed the meaning of his own words. 
But Eaphael, as he heard, felt a pang shoot through his hearty 
too keen for him to discern whether it sprung from joy or from 
despair. 

* Come/ cried the cheerful voice of Synesius, * come, Aben- 
Ezra ; you have knelt for Augustine's blessing already, and now 
you must enter into the fruition of it. Come, you two philo- 
sophers must know each other. Most holy, I entreat you to 
preach to this friend of mine, at once the wisest and the foolishest 
of men.' 

* Only the latter,* said Raphael ; * but open to any speech of 
Augustine's, at least when we are safe home, and game enough 
for Synesius's new guests killed.* 

And turning away, he rode silent and sullen by the side of his 
companions, who began at once to consult together as to the 
plans of Majoricus and his soldiers. 

In spite of himself, Raphael soon became interested in Augus- 
tine's conversation. He entered into the subject of Cyrenian 
misrule and ruin as heartily and shrewdly as any man of the 
world ; and when all the rest were at a loss, the prompt practical 
hint which cleared up the difficulty was certain to come from 
him. It was by his advice that Majoricus had brought his 
soldiery hither; it was his proposal that they should be em- 
ployed for a fixed period in defending these remote southern 
boundaries of the province ; he checked the impetuosity of Syne- 
sius, cheered the despair of Majoricus, appealed to the honour 
and the Christianity of the soldiers, and seemed to have a word 
— and that the right word — for every man ; and after a while, 
AbenEzra quite forgot the stiffness and deliberation of his 
manner, and the quaint use of Scripture texts in far-fetched 
illustrations of every opinion which he propounded. It had 
seemed at first a mere affectation ; but the arguments which it 
was employed to enforce were in themselves so moderate and 
so rational, tliat Raphael began to feel, little by little, that his 
apparent pedantry was only the result of a wish to refer every 
matter, even the most vulgar, to some deep and divine rule of 
right and wrong. 

* But you forget all this while, my friends,' said Majoricus at 
last, ' the danger which you incur by sheltering proclaimed rebels.' 
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* The King of kings has forgiven your rebellion, in that while 
He has punished you by the loss of your lands and honours, He 
has given you your life for a prey in this city of refuge. It 
remains for you to bring forth worthy fruits of penitence ; of 
which I know none better than those which John the Baptist 
commanded to the soldiery of old, " Do no violence to any man, 
and be content with your wages." ' 

* As for rebels and rebellion,' said Synesius, * they are matters 
unknown am(»ng us ; for where there is no king there can be no 
rebellion. Whosoever will help us against Ausurians is loyal in 
our eyes. And as for our political creed, it is simple enough — 
namely, that the emperor never dies, and that his name is 
Agamemnon, who fought at Troy ; which any of my grooms will 
prove to you syllogistically enough to satisfy Augustine himseK 
As thus — 

* Agamemnon v/^as the greatest and the best of kings. 

* The emperor is the greatest and the best of kings. 

* Therefore, Agamemnon is the emperor, and conversely.' 

* It had been well,' said Augustine, with a grave smile, * if 
some of our friends had held the same doctrine, even at the 
expense of their logic' 

* Or if,' answered Synesius, ' they believed with us, that the 
emperor's chamberlain is a clever old man, with a bald head 
like ray own, Ulysses by name, who was rewarded with the 
prefecture of all lands north of the Mediterranean, for put- 
ting out the Cyclop's eye two years ago. However, enough 
of this. But, you see, you are not in any extreme danger 

of informers and intriguers The real difficulty is. how 

you will be able to obey Augustine, by being content with 
your wages. For,' lowering his voice, *you w&l get literally 
none.' 

* It will be as much as we deserve,' said the young Tribune ; 
* but my fellows have a trick of eating ' 

*They are welcome, then, to all deer and ostriches which 
they can catch. But I am not only penniless, but reduced 
myself to live, like the Lsestrygons, on meat and nothing else j 
all crops and stocks for miles round being either burnt or 
carried off.' 

* E nihilo nihil ! ' said Augustine, having nothing else to say. 
But here Kaphael woke up on a sudden with — 

* Did the Pentapolitan wheat-ships go to Rome % ' 

* No ; Orestes stopped them when he stopped the Alexandrian 
M)nvuy.' 

* Then the Jews have the wheat, trust them for it ; and what 
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they have, I have. There are certain monies of mine lyinur at 
interest in the seaports, which will set that matter to rights for 
a month or two. Do you find an escort to morrow, and I will 
find wheat.' 

*Biit, most generous of friends, I can neither repay you 
interest nor principaL* 

*Be it 80. I have spent so much money during the last 
thirty years in doing nothing but evil, that it is hard if I may 
not at last spend a little in doing good. — Unless his Holiness 
of Hippo thinks it wrong for you to accept the good will of an 
infidel r 

* Which of these three,' said Augustine, *was neighbour to 
him who fell among thieves, but he who had mercy on himi 
Verily, my friend Raphael Aben-Ezra, thou art not for from the 
kingdom of Grod.' 

* Of which God 1 * asked Raphael, slily. 

*0f the God of thy forefather Abraham, whom thou shalt 
hear us worship this evening, if He will. Synesius, have you 
a church wherein I can perform the evening service, and give a 
word of exhortation to these my children 1 ' 

Synesius sighed. * There is a ruin, which was last month a 
church.' 

'And is one still. Man did not place there the presence of 
God, and man cannot expel it.' 

And so, sending out hunting-parties right and left in chase 
of everything which had animal life, and picking up before 
nightfall a tolerably abundant supply of game, they went home- 
wards, where Victoria was intrusted to the care of Synesius's 
old stewardess, and the soldiery were marched straight into the 
church; while Synesius's servants, to whom the Latin service 
would have been unintelligible, busied themselves in cooking 
the still warm game. 

Strangely enough it sounded to Raphael that evening, to 
hear, among those smoke-grimed pillars and fallen rafters, the 
grand old Hebrew psalms of his nation ring aloft, to the very 
chants, too, which were said by the Rabbi to have been used in 
the Temple-worship of Jerusalem They, and the invo- 
cations, thanksgivings, blessings, the very outward ceremonial 
itself, were all Hebraic, redolent of the thoughts, the words of 
his own ancestors. That lesson from the book of Proverbs, 
which Augustine's deacon was reading in Latin — the blood of 
the man who wrote these words was flowing in Aben-Ezra's 

veins Was it a mistake, an hypocrisy 1 or were they 

indeed worshipping, as they fiancied, the Ancient One who 
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spoke face to face with his forefathers, the Archetype of man, 
the firiend of Ahraham and of Israel ? 

And now the sermon began ; and as Augustine stood for a 
moment in prayer in front of the ruined altar, every furrow in 
his worn face lit up by a ray of nioonh'ght which streamed in 
through the broken roof, Raphael waited impatiently for his 
speech. What would he, the refined dialectician, the ancient 
teacher of heathen rhetoric, the courtly and learned student, 
the ascetic celibate and theosopher, have to say to those coarse 
war-worn soldiers, Thracians and Markmen, Grauls and Belgians, 
who sat watching there, with those sad earnest faces 1 What 
one thought or feeling in common could there be between 
Augustine and his congregation] 

At last, after signing himself with the cross, he began. The 
subject was one of the psalms which had just been read — a 
battle psalm, concemiiig Moab and Amalek, and the old border 
wars of Palestine. What would he make of that 1 

He seemed to start lamely enough, in spite of the exquisite 
grace of his voice, and manner, and language, and the epigram- 
matic terseness of every sentence. He spent some minutes over 
the inscription of the psalm — allegorized it — made it mean 
something which it never did mean in the writer's mind, and 
which it, as Raphael well knew, never could mean, for his inter- 
pretation was founded on a sheer mis-translation. He punned 
6n the Latin version— derived the meaning of Hebrew words 

from Latin etymologies And as he went on with the 

psalm itself, the common sense of David seemed to evaporate 
in mysticism. The most fantastic and far-fetched illustrations, 
drawn from the commonest objects, alternated with mysterious 
theosophic dogma. Where was that learning for which he was 
so famed 1 Where was that reverence for the old Hebrew 
Scriptures which he professed 1 He was treating David as ill 
as Hypatia used to treat Homer — worse even than old Philo 
did, when in the home life of the old Patriarchs, and in the 
mighty acts of Moses and Joshua, he could find nothing but 
spiritual allegories wherewith to pamper the private experiences 
of the secluded theosophist. And Raphael felt very much 
inclined to get up and go away, and still more inclined to say, 
with a smile, in his haste, ' All men are liars.' .... 

And yet, what an illustration that last one was ! No mere 
fancy, but a real deep glance into the working of the material 
universe, as symbolic of the spiritual and unseen one. And 
not drawn, as Hypatia*s were, exclusively from some sublime 
or portentous phenomenon, but from some dog, or kettle, or 
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fish-wife, witli a homely insight worthy of old Socrates himself 
How personal he was hecoming, too ! .... No long hursts of 
declamation, but dramatic dialogue and interrogation, by-hints, 
and unexpected hits at one and the other most commonplace 

soldier's failing And yet each pithy rebuke was put in 

a universal, comprehensive form, which made Kaphael himself 
wince — which might, he thought, have made any man, or woman, 
either, wince in like manner. Well, whether or not Augustine 
knew truths for all men, he at least knew sins for all men, and 
for himself as well as his hearers. There was no denying that. 
He was a real man, right or wrong. What he rebuked in others, 
he had felt in himself, and fought it to the death-grip, as the flash 
and quiver of that worn face proclaimed .... But yet, why 
were the Edomites, by an utterly mistaken pun on their name, to 
signify one sort of sin, and the Ammonites another, and the 
Amalekites another 1 What had that to do with the old psalm ? 
What had it to do with the present auditory ] Was not this the 
wildest and lowest form of that unreal, subtilizing, mystic pe- 
dantry, of which he had sickened long ago in Hypatia's lecture- 
room, till he fled to Bran, the dog, for honest practical realities ? 

No Gradually, as Augustine's hints became more 

practical and pointed, Kaphael saw that there was in his mind 
a most real and organic connexion, true or false, in what seemed 
at first mere arbitrary allegory. Amalekites, personal sins, 
Ausurian robbers and ravishers, were to him only so many dif- 
ferent forms of one and the same evil He who helped any of 
them fought against the righteous God : he who fought against 
them fought for that God ; but he must conquer the Amale- 
kites within, if he expected to conquer the Amalekites without. 
Could the legionaries permanently put down the lust and greed 
around them, while their own hearts were enslaved to lust and 
greed within? Would they not be helping it by example, 
while they pretended to crush it by swor«l-strokes ? Was it 
not a mockery, an hypocrisy 1 Could God's blessing be on it ? 
Could they restore unity and peace to the country while there 
was neither unity nor peace within them 1 What had produced 
the helplessness of the people, the imbecility of the military, but 
inward helplessness, inward weakness] They were weak against 
Moors, because they were weak against enemies more deadly 
than Moors. How could "^hey fight for God outwardly, while 
they were fighting against Him inwardly] He would not go 
forth with their hosts. How could He, when He was not 
among their hosts] He, a spirit, must dwell in their spirits. 
. • . And then the shout of a King would be among them, 
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and one of them should chase a thousand Or if not — 

if both people and soldiers required still Luther chastening and 
humbling — what matter, provided that they were chastened 
and humbled 1 What matter if their feces were confounded, if 
they were thereby driven to seek His Name, who alone was the 
Truth, the Light, and the Life? What if they were slain? 
Let them have conquered the inward enemies, what matter to 
them if the outward enemies seemed to prevail for a moment ? 
They should be recompensed at the resurrection of the justy 
when death was swallowed up in victory. It would be seen 
then who had really conquered in the eyes of the just God — 
they, God's ministers, the defenders of peace and justice, or 
the AuBurians, the enemies thereof. .... And then, by some 
quaintest turn of fancy, he introduced a word of pity and hope, 
even for the wild Moorish robbers. It might be good for them 
to have succeeded thus far ; they might learn from their Chris- 
tian captives, purified by affliction, truths which those captives 
had forgotten in prosperity. And, again, it might be good for 
them, as well as for Christians, to be confounded and made like 
chaflf before the wind, that so they too might learn His Name 
.... And so on, through and in spite of all conceits, allego- 
ries, overstrained interpretations, Augustine went on evolving 
from the Psalms, and from the past, and fix)m the future, the 
assertion of a Living, Present God, the eternal enemy of dis- 
cord, injustice, and evil, the eternal helper and deliverer of 
those who were enslaved and crushed thereby in soul or body. 
.... It was all most strange to HaphaeL .... Strange in 
its utter unlikeness to any teaching, Platonist or Hebrew, which 
he had ever heard before, and stranger still in its agreement 
with those teachings; in the instinctive ease with which it 
seemed to unite and justify them all by the talisman of some 
one idea — and what that nught be, his Jewish prejudices could 
not prevent his seeing, and yet would not allow him to acknow- 
ledge. But, howsoever he might redden with Hebrew pride; 
howsoever he might long to persuade himself that Augustine 
was building up a sound and right practical structure on the 
foundation of a sheer lie ; he could not help watching, at first 
witn envy, and then with honest pleasure, the feces of the rough 
soldiers, as they gradually lightened up into fixed attention, 
into cheerful and solemn resolve. 

*What wonder?* said Raphael to himself, 'what wonder, 
after all ? Ho has been speaking to these wild beasts as to sages 
and saints; he has been telling them that God is as much 
with them as with prophets and psalmists I wonder if 
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Hypatia, with all her beauty, could have touched their hearts as 
he has done?' 

And when Eaphael rose at the end of this strange discourse, 
he felt more like an old Hebrew than he had done since he sat 
upon his nurse's knee, and heard legends about Solomon and 
the Queen of Sheba. What if Augustine were right after all 1 
What if the Jehovah of the old Scriptures were not merely the 
national patron of the children of Abraham, as the Rabbis held ; 
not merely, as Philo held, the Divine Wisdom which inspired a 
few elect sages, even among the heathen ; but the Lord of the 
whole earth, and of the nations thereof? — ^And suddenly, for 
the first time in his life, passages from the psalms and prophets 
flashed across him, which seemed to assert this. What else did 
that whole book of Daniel and the history of Nebuchadnezzar 
mean — if not that? Philosophic latitudinarianism had long 
ago cured him of the Eabbinical notion of the Babylonian 
conqueror as an incarnate fiend, devoted to Tophet, like Sen- 
nacherib before him. He had long in private admired the man, 
as a magnificent human character, a fairer one, in his eyes, than 

either Alexander or Julius Caesar What if Augustine 

had given him a hint which might justify his admiration ? . . . . 

But more What if Augustine were right in going even 

further than Philo and Hypatia ? What if this same Jehovah, 
Wisdom, Logos, call Him what they might, were actually the 
God of the spirits, as well as of the bodies of all flesh ? What 
if He was as near — ^Augustine said that He was — to the hearts 
of those wild Markmen, Grauls, Thracians, as to Augustine's 
own heart? What if He were — Augustine said He was — 
yearning after, enlightening, leading home to Himself, the souls 
of the poorest, the most brutal, the most sinful ? — What if He 
loved man as man, and not merely one favoured race or one 
favoured class of minds ? . . . . And in the light of that hypo- 
thesis, that strange story of the Cross of Calvary seemed not so 

impossible after all But then, celibacy and asceticism, 

utterly non-human as they were, what had they to do with the 
theory of a human God ? 

And filled with many questionings, Raphael was not sorry 
to have the matter brought to an issue that very evening, in 
Synesius's sitting-room. Majoricus, in his blunt^ soldierlike 
way, set Raphael and Augustine at each other without circum- 
locution; and Raphael, after trying to smile and pooh-pooh 
a\»ay the subject, was tempted to make a jest on a seeming 
fallacious conceit of Augustine's, — found it more difficult than 
he thought to trip up the serious and wary logician, lost his 
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temper a little — a Bign, perhaps, of returning health in a sceptic 
— and soon found himself fighting desperately, with Syn'^sius 
backing him, apparently for the mere pleasure of seeing a battle, 
and Majoricus making him more and more cross by the implicit 
dogmatic faith with which he hewed at one Gordian knot after 
another, till Augustine had to save himself from his fiiends by 
tripping the good Prefect gently up, and leaving him miles 
behind the disputants, who argued on and on, till broad day- 
light shone in, and the sight of the desolation below recalled all 
parties to more material weapons, and a sterner warfare. 

But little thought Raphael Aben-Ezra, as he sat there, calling 
up every resource of his wit and learning, in the hope, half 
malicious, half honestly cautious, of upsetting the sage of 
Hippo, and forgetting all heaven and earth in the delight 
of battle with his peers, that in a neighbouring chamber, her 
tender limbs outspread upon the floor, her face buried in her 
dishevelled locks, lay Victoria, wrestling all night long for him 
in prayer and bitter tears, as the murmur of busy voices reached 
her eager ears, longing in vain to catch the sense of words, on 
which hung now her hopes and bliss — ^how utterly and entirely, 
she had never yet confessed to herself, though she dare confess 
it to that Son of Man to whom she prayed, as to One who felt 
with tenderness and insight beyond that of a brother, a father, 
even of a mother, for her maiden's blushes and hei maiden's 
woes. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

PANDEMONIUM. 

BUT where was Philammon all that week ? 
For the first day or two of his imprisonment he had raved 
like some wild beast entrapped. His new-found purpose and 
energy, thus suddenly dammed back and checked, boiled up in 
frantic rage. He tore at the bars of his prison ; he rolled him- 
self, shrieking on the floor. He called in vain on Hypatia, on 
Pelagia, on Arsenius — on all but God. Pray he could not, and 
dare not ; for to whom was he to pray ? To the stars ? — to the 
Abysses and the Eternities ? . . . . 

Alas ! as Augustine said once, bitterly enough, of his own 
Manichoean teachers, Hypatia. had taken away the living God, 

and given him instead the four Elements And in utter 

bewilderment and hopeless terror he implored the pity of every 
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guard and gaoler who passed along the corridor, and conjured 
them, as brothers, fathers, men, to help him. Moved at once 
by his agony and by his exceeding beauty, the rough Thracians, 
who knew enough of their employer's character to have little 
difficulty in believing his victim to be innocent, listened to 
him and questioned him. But when they offered the very 
help which he implored, and asked him to tell his story, 
the poor boy's tongue clave to the roof of his mouth. How 
could he publish his sister's shame] And yet she was about 
to publish it herself! .... And instead of words, he met 
their condolences with fresh agonies, till they gave him up as 
mad; and, tired by his violence, compelled him, with blows 
and curses, to remain quiet : and so the week wore out, in dull 
and stupified despair, which trembled on the very edge of 
idiocy. !Night and day were alike to him. The food which 
was thrust in through his grate remained untasted ; hour after 
hour, day after day, he sat upon the ground, his head buried in 
his hands, half-dozing from mere exhaustion of body and mind. 
Why should he care to stir, to eat, to live ? He had but one 
purpose in heaven and earth : and that one purpose was im- 
possible. 

At last his cell-door grated on its hinges. *Up, my mad 
youth!* cried a rough voice. *Up, and thank the favour of 
the gods, and the bounty of our noble — ahem ! — Prefect. To- 
day he gives freedom to all prisoners. And I suppose a pretty 
boy like you may go about your business, as well as uglier 
rascals !' 

Philammon looked up in the gaoler's fece with a dim, half- 
comprehension of his meaning, 

*I)o you hear?' cried the man, with a curse. *You are 
free. Jump up, or I shut the door again, and your one chance 
is over.' 

*Did she dance Venus Anadyomene?' 

*Sho! Whor 

' My sister ! Pelagia !' 

' Heaven only knows what she has not daoced in her time ! 
But they say she dances to-day once more. Quick ! out, or I 
shall not be i-eady in time for the sports. Tliey begin an hour 
hence. Free admission into the theatre to-day for all — ^rogues 
and honest men, Christians and heathens — Curse the boy ! he's 
as mad as ever.' 

So indeed Philammon seemed ; for springing suddenly to his 
feet, he rushed out past the gaoler, upsetting him into the cor- 
ridor, and fled wildly from the prison among the crowd of 
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liberated ra£Bans, ran from the prison home, from home to the 
baths, from the baths to the theatre, and was soon pushing his 
way, regardless of etiquette, towards the lower tiers of benches, 
in order, he hardly knew why, to place himself as near as possible 
to the very sight which he dreaded and abhorred. 

As fate would have it, the passage by which he had entered 
opened close to the Preifect*s chair of state, where sat Orestes, 
gorgeous in his robes of office, and by him — to Philammon's 
surprise and horror — Hypatia herself. 

More beautiful than ever, her forehead sparkling, like Juno's 
own, with a lofty tiara of jewels, her white Ionic robe half 
hidden by a crimson shawl, there sat the vestal, the philosopher. 
What did she there % But the boy's eager eyes, accustomed but 
too well to note every light and shade of feeling which crossed 
that face, saw in a moment how wan and haggard was its ex- 
pression. She wore a look of constraint, of half terrified self- 
resolve, as of a martyr : and yet not an undoubting martyr ; for 
as Orestes turned his head at the stir of Philammon's intrusion, 
and flashing with anger at the sight, motioned him fiercely 
back, Hypatia turned too, and as her eyes met her pupil's, she 
blushed crimson, and started, and seemed in act to motion him 
back also ; and then, recollecting herself, whispered something 
to Orestes which quieted his wrath, and composed herself, or 
rather sunk into her place again, as one who was determined to 
abide the worst. 

A knot of gay young gentlemen, Philammon's fellow-students, 
pulled him down among them, with welcome and laughter ; and 
before he could collect his thoughts, the curtain in front of the 
stage had fallen, and the sport began. 

The scene represented a background of desert mountains, and 
on the stage itself^ before a group of temporary huts, stood 
huddling together the black Libyan prisoners, some fifty men, 
women, and children, bedizened with gaudy feathers and girdles 
of tasselled leather, brandishing their spears and targets, and 
glaring out with white eyes on the strange scene before them, in 
childish awe and wonder. 

Along the front of the stage a wattled battlement had been 
erected, while below, the hyposcenium had been painted to 
represent rocks, thus completing the rough imitation of a village 
among the Libyan hills. 

Amid breathless silence, a herald advanced, and proclaimed 
that these were prisoners taken in arms against the Eoman 
senate and people, and therefore worthy of immediate death : 
but that the Prefect, in his exceeding clemency toward thorn, 
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and especial anxiety to afford the greatest possible amusement 
to the obedient and loyal citizens of Alexandria, had determined, 
instead of giving them at once to the beasts, to allow them to 
fight for their lives, promising to the survivors a free pardon if 
they acquitted themselves valiantly. 

The poor wretches on the stage, when this proclamation was 
translated to them, set up a barbaric yell of joy, and brandished 
their spears and targets more fiercely than ever. 

But their joy was short. The trumpets sounded the attack ; 
a body of gladiatorSi equal in number to the savages, marched 
out from one of the two great side-passages, made their 
obeisance to the applauding spectators, and planting their 
scaling-ladders against the front of the stage, mounted to the 
attack. 

The Libyans fought like tigers; yet from the first Hypatia, 
and Philammon also, could see that their promised chance of 
life was a mere mockery. Their light darts and naked limbs 
were no match for the heavy swords and complete armour of 
their brutal assailants, who endured carelessly a storm of 
blows and thrusts on heads and faces protected by visored 
helmets : yet so fierce was the valour of the Libyans, that even 
they recoiled twice, and twice the scaling-ladders were hurled 
down again, while more than one gladiator lay below, rolling in 
the death-agony. 

And then burst forth the sleeping devil in the hearts of that 
great brutalized multitude. Yell upon yell of savage triumph, 
and still more savage disappointment, rang from every tier of 
that vast ring of seats, at each blow and parry, onslaught and 
repulse; and Philammon saw with horror and surprise that 
luxury, refinement, philosophic culture itself, were no safe- 
guards against the infection of bloodthirstiness. Gay and 
delicate ladies, whom he had seen three days before simpering 
delight at Hypatia's heavenward aspirations, and some, too, 
whom he seemed to recollect in Christian churches, sprang 
from their seats, waved their hands and handkerchiefs, and 
clapped and shouted to the gladiators. For, alas ! there was 
no doubt as to which side the favour of the spectators inclined. 
With taunts, jeers, applause, entreaties, the hired ruffians were 
urged on to their work of blood. The poor wretches heard no 
voice raised in their favour; nothing but contempt, hatred, 
eager lust of blood, glared from those thousands of pitiless 
eyes ; and, brokenhearted, despairing, they flagged and drew 
back one by one. A shout of triumph greeted the gladiators as 
they climbed over the battlement, and gained a footing on the 
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stage. The wretched blacks broke up, and fled wildly from 
comer to comer, looking vainly for an outlet .... 

And then began a butchery Some fifty men, women, 

and children were cooped together in that narrow space 

And yet Hypatia's countenance did not falter. Why should 
it ? What were their numbers, beside the thousands who had 
perished year by year for centuries, by that and far worse 
deaths, in the amphitheatres of that empire, for that Mth which 
she was vowed to re-establish. It was part of the great system ; 
and she must endure it. 

Not that she did not feel ; for she, too, was woman ; and her 
heart, raised far above the brutal excitement of the multitude, 
lay calmly open to the most poignant stings of pity. Again 
and again she was in the act to entreat mercy for some shrieking 
woman or struggling child; but before her lips could shape 
the words, the blow had fallen, or the wretch was whirled 
away from her sight in the dense undistinguishable mass of 
slayers and slain. Yes, she had begun, and she must follow to 

the end And, after all, what were the lives of those 

few semi-bmtes, returning thus a few years earlier to the clay 
from which they sprang, compared with the regeneration of 
a world ? . . . . And it would be over in a few minutes more, 
and that black writhing heap be still for ever, and the curtain 

fall And then for Venus Anadyomene, and art, and joy, 

and peace, and the graceful wisdom and beauty of the old 
Greek art, calming and civilizing all hearts, and softening them 
into pure devotion for the immortal myths, the immortal 
deities, who had inspired their forefathers in the glorious days 

of old But still the black heap writhed ; and she looked 

away, up down, and round, everywhere, to avoid the sickening 
sight ; and her eye caught Philammon's gazing at her with 

looks of horror and disgust A thrill of shame rushed 

through her heart, and blushing scarlet, she sank her head, and 
whispered to Orestes, — 

* Have mercy ! — spare the rest ! ' 

* Nay, fairest vestal ! The mob has tasted blood, and they 
must have their fill of it, or they will turn on us for aught I 
know. Nothing so dangerous as to check a brute, whether he 
be horse, dog, or man, when once his spirit is up. Ha ! there 
is a fugitive ! How well the little rascal runs ! ' 

As he spoke, a boy, the only survivor, leaped from the stage, 
and rushed across the orchestra toward them, followed by a 
rough cur-dog. 

* You shall have this youth, if he reaches ug.' 
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Hypatia watched breathless. The boy had just arrived at 
the altar in the centre of the orchestra, when he saw a gladiator 
close upon him. The ruffian's arm was raised to strike, when, 
to the astonishment of the whole theatre, boy and dog turned 
valiantly to bay, and leaping on the gladiator, dragged hira 
between them to the ground. The triumph was momentary. 
The uplifted hands, the shout of * Spare him ! ' came too late. 
The man, as he lay, buried his sword in the slender body of the 
child, and then rising, walked coolly back to the side passages, 
while the poor cur stood over the little corpse, licking its hands 
and face, and making the whole building ring with his doleful 
cries. The attendants entered, and striking their hooks into 
corpse after corpse, dragged them out of sight, marking their 
path by long red furrows in the sand ; while the dog followed, 
until his inauspicious bowlings died away down distant 
passages. 

Philammon felt sick and giddy, and half rose to escape. But 
Pelagia ! . . . . No — he must sit it out, and see the worst, if 
worse than this was possible. He looked round. The people 
were coolly sipping wine and eating cakes, while they chatted 
admirably about the beauty of the great curtain, which had 
fallen and hidden the stoge, and represented, on a ground of 
deep-blue sea, Europa carried by the bull across the Bosphorus, 
while Nereids and Tritons played around. 

A single flute within the curtain began to send forth luscious 
strains, deadened and distant, as if through far-off glens and 
woodlands ; and from the side passages issued three Graces, led 
by Peitho, the goddess of persuasion, bearing a herald's staff in 
her hand. She advanced to the altar in the centre of the 
orchestra, and informed the spectators that, during the absence 
of Ares in aid of a certain great military expedition, which was 
shortly to decide the diadem of Eome, and the liberty, pro* 
sperity, and supremacy of Egypt and Alexandria, Apnrodite had 
returned to her lawful allegiance, and submitted for the time 
being to the commands of her husband, Hephaestus ; that he, as 
the deity of artificers, felt a peculiar interest in the welfare of 
the city of Alexandria, the workshop of the worid, and had, as 
a sign of his especial favour, prevailed upon his fair spouse to 
exhibit, for this once, her beauties to the assembled populace, 
and, in the unspoken poetry of motion, to represent to them the 
emotions with which, as she arose new-born from the sea, she 
first surveyed that fair expanse of heaven and earth of which 
sho now reigned undisputed queen. 

A shout of rapturous applause greeted this announcenif^nt 
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and fortliwith limped from tiie opposite slip the lame deity 
himself, hammer and pincers on shoulder, followed by a train of 
gigantic Cyclops, who bore on their shoulders various pieces of 
gUded metal work. 

Hephaestus, who was intended to supply the comic element 
in the vast pantomimic pageant, shambled forward with studied 
uncouthness, amid roars of laughter ; surveyed the altar with 
ludicrous contempt ; raised his mighty hammer, shivered it to 
pieces with a single blow, and beckoned to his attendants to 
carry off the fragments, and replace it with something more 
fitting for his august spouse. 

With wonderful quickness the metal open-work was put in 
its place, and fitted together, forming a frame of coral branches 
intermingled with dolphins, Nereids, and Tritons. Four gigantic 
Cyclops then approached, staggering under the weight of a 
circular slab of green marble, polished to a perfect mirror, which 
they placed on Sie framework. The Graces wreathed its circum- 
ference with garlands of sea-weed, shells, and corallines, and the 
mimic sea was complete. 

Peitho and the Graces retired a few steps, and grouped them- 
selves with the Cyclops, whose grimed and brawny limbs, and 
hideous one-eyed masks, threw out in striking contrast the 
delicate hue and grace of the beautiful maiden figures ; while 
Hephaestus turned toward the curtain, and seemed to await 
impatiently the forthcoming of the goddess. 

Every Hp was breathless with expectation as the flutes 
swelled louder and nearer; horns and cymbals took up the 
harmony; and, to a triumphant burst of music, the curtain 
rose, and a simultaneous shout of delight burst from ten thou- 
sand voices. 

The scene behind represented a magnificent temple, half 
hidden in an artificial wood of tropic trees and shrubs, which 
filled the stage. Fauns and Dryads peeped laughing from 
among their stems, and gorgeous birds, tethered by unseen 
threads, fluttered and sang among their branches. In the 
centre an overarching avenue of palms led from the temple 
doors to the front of the stage, from which the mimic battle- 
ments had disappeared, and had been replaced, in those few 
moments, by a broad slope of smooth greensward, leading down 
into the orchestra, and fringed with myrtles, roses, apple-trees, 
poppies, and crimson hyacinths, stained with the life-blood of 
Adonis. 

The folding doors of the temple opened slowly ; the crash of 
instruments resounded from within; and, preceded by the 
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musiciana came forth the triumph of Aphrodite, and passed 
down the slope, and down the outer ring of the orchestra. 

A splendid car, drawn by white oxen, bore the rarest and 
gaudiest of foreign flowers and fruits, which young girls, dressed 
as Hours and Seasons, strewed in front of the procession and 
among the spectators. 

A long line of beautiful youths and maidens, crowned with 
garlands, and robed in scarfs of purple gauze, followed by two 
and two. Each pair carried or led a pair of wild animals, cap- 
tives of the conquering might of Beauty. 

Foremost were borne, on the wrists of the actors, the birds 
especially sacred to the goddess — doves and sparrows, wrynecks 
and swallows; and a pair of gigantic Indian tortoises, each 
ridden by a lovely nymph, showed that Orestes had not forgotten 
one wish, at least, of his intended bride. 

Then followed strange birds from India, parakeets, peacocks, 
pheasants, silver and golden; bustards and ostriches : the latter, 
bestridden each by a tiny cupid, were led on in golden leashes, 
followed by antelopes and oryxes, elks from beyond the Danube, 
four-horned rams from the Isles of the Hyperborean Ocean, and 
the strange hybrid of the Libyan hills, believed by all spectators 
to be half-bull, half-horse. And then a murmur of delighted 
awe ran through the theatre, as bears and leopards, lions and 
tigers, fettered in heavy chains of gold, and made gentle for the 
occasion by narcotics, paced sedately down the slope, obedient 
to their beautiful guides ; while behind them, the unwieldy bulk 
of two double-horned rhinoceroses, from the far south, was over- 
topped by the long slender necks and large soft eyes of a pair of 
giraffes, such as had not been seen in Alexandria for more than 
fifty years. 

A cry arose of * Orestes ! Orestes ! Health to the illustrious 
Prefect ! Thanks for his bounty ! ' And a hired voice or two 
among the crowd cried, 'Hail to Orestes! Hail, Emperor of 
Africa !'.... But there was no response. 

*The rose is still in the bud,' simpered Orestes to Hypatia. 
He rose, beckoned and bowed the crowd into silence ; and then, 
after a short pantomimic exhibition of rapturous gratitude and 
humility, pointed triumphantly to the palm avenue, among the 
shadows of which appeared the wonder of the day — the huge 
tusks and trunk of the white elephant himself. 

There it was at last ! Not a doubt of it ! A real elephant, 
and yet as white as snow. Sight never seen before in Alex- 
andria — never to be seen again! *0h, thrice blest men of 
Macedonia ! * shouted some worthy on high, * the gods are boun- 
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tiful to you this day ! ' And all mouths and eyes confirmed the 
opinion, as they opened wider and yet wider to drink in the 
inexhaustible joy and glory. 

On he paced solemnly, while the whole theatre resounded to 
his heavy tread, and the Fauns and Dryads fled in terror. A 
choir of nymphs swung round him hand in hand, and sang, as 
they danced along, the conquering might of beauty, the tamer of 
beasts and men, and deities. Skirmishing parties of little 
winged cupids spread themselves over the orchestra, from left 
to right, and pelted the spectators with perfumed comfits, shot 
among them from their tiny bows arrows of fragrant sandal wood, 
or swung smoking censers, which loaded the air with intoxi- 
cating odours. 

The procession came on down the slope, and the elephant 
approached the spectators ; his tusks were wreathed with roses 
and myrtles ; his ears were pierced with splendid ear-rings, a 
jewelled frontlet hung between his eyes ; Eros himself, a lovely 
winged boy, sat on his neck, and guided him with the point of 
a golden arrow. But what precious thing was it which that 
shell-formed car upon his back contained? The goddess? 
Pelagia Aphrodite herself? 

Yes ; whiter than the snow-white elephant — ^more rosy than 
the pink-tipped shell in which she lay, among crimson cushions 
and silver gauze, there shone the goddess, thriUing all hearts 
with those delicious smiles, and glances of the bashful playful 
eyes, and grateful wavings of her tiny hand, as the whole theatre 
rose with one accord, and ten thousand eyes were concentrated 
on the unequalled loveliness beneath them. 

Twice the procession passed round the whole circumference 
of the orchestra, and then returning from the foot of the slope 
toward the central group around Hephsestus, deployed right and 
left in front of the stage. The lions and tigers were led away 
into the side passages ; the youths and maidens combined them- 
selves with the gentler animals into groups lessening gradually 
from the centre to the wings, and stood expectant, while the 
ele{)hant came forward, and knelt behind the platform destined 
for the goddess. 

The valves of the shell closed. The Graces unloosed the 
fastenings of the car. The elephant turned his trunk over his 
back, and guided by the hands of the girls, grasped the shell, 
and lifting it high in air, deposited it on the steps at the back 
of the platform. 

Hephaestus limped forward, and with his most uncouth 
gestures, signified the delight which he had in bestowing such $ 
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sight upon his faithful artisans of Alexandria, and me unspeak- 
able enjoyment which they were to expect from the mystic 
dance of the goddess ; and then retired, leaving the Graces to 
advance in front of the platform, and with their arms twined 
round each other, begin Hypatia's song of invocation. 

As the first strophe died away, the valves of the shell 
reopened, and discovered Aphrodite crouching on one knee 
within. She raised her head, and gazed around the vast circle 
of seats. A mild surprise was on her countenance, which 
quickened into delighted wonder, and bashfulness struggling 
with the sense of new enjoyment and new powers. She glanced 
downward at herself ; and smiled, astonished at her own loveli- 
ness; then upward at the sky; and seemed ready, with an awful 
joy, to spring up into the boundless void. Her whole figui« 
dilated ; she seemed to drink in strength from every object 
which met her in the great universe around ; and slowly, from 
among the shells and sea-weeds, she rose to her full height, the 
mystic cestus glittering round her waist, in deep festoons of 
emeralds and pearls, and stepped forward upon the marble sea- 
floor, wringing the dripping perfume from her locks, as Aphrodite 
rose of old. 

For the first minute the crowd was too breathless with 
pleasure to think of applause. But the goddess seemed to 
require due homage ; and when she folded her arms across her 
bosom, and stood motionless for an instant, as if to demand the 
worship of the universe, every tongue was loosed, and a thunder- 
clap of ' Aphrodite ! ' rung out across the roofs of Alexandria, 
and startled Cyril in his chamber at the Serapeium, and weary 
muleteers on distant sand-hills, and dozing mariners far out at 
sea. 

And then began a miracle of art, such as was only possible 
among a people of the free and exquisite physical training, and 
the delicate aesthetic perception of those old Greeks, even in 
their most fallen days. A dance, in which every motion was a 
word, and rest as eloquent as motion ; in which every attitude 
was a fresh motive for a sculptor of the purest school, and the 
highest physical activity was manifested, not as in the coarser 
comic pantomimes, in fantastic bounds and unnatural distortions, 
but in perpetual delicate modulations of a stately and self- 
restraining grace. The artist was for the m Dment transformed 
into the goddess. The theatre, and Alexandria, and the gorgeous 
pageant beyond, had vanished from her imagination, and there- 
fore from the imagination of the spectators, under the constrain- 
ing inspiration of her £irt, and they and she alike saw nothing 
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but the lonely sea around Cytbera, and tbe goddess boyering 
above its emeiald mirror, raying forth on sea, and air, and shore, 
beauty, and joy, and love 

Philammon*8 eyes were bursting from his head with shame 
and horror: and yet be could not hate her; not even despise 
her. He would have done so, had there been the faintest trace 
of human feeling in her countenance, to prove that some germ 
of moral sense lingered within : but even the faint blush and 
the downcast eye with which she had entered the theatre, were 
gone ; and the only expression on her face was that of intense 
enjoyment of her own activity and skill, and satisfied vanity, as 

of a petted child Was she accoimtable 1 A reasonable 

soul, capable of right or wrong at all 1 He hoped not 

He would trust not And still Pelagia danced on ; and 

for a whole age of agony, he could see nothing in heaven or 
earth but the bewildering maze of those white feet, as they 

twinkled over their white image in the marble mirror. 

At last it was over. Every limb suddenly collapsed, and she 
stood drooping in soft self-satisfied fatigue, awaiting the burst 
of applause which rang through Philammon's ears, proclaiming 
to heaven and earth, as with a mighty trumpet-blast, his sister's 
shame. 

The elephant rose, and moved forward to the side of the 
slabs. His back was covered with crimson cushions, on which 
it seemed Aphrodite was to return without her shell. She 
folded her arms across her bosom, and stood smiling, as the 
elephant gently, wreathed his trunk around her waist^ and 
lifted her slowly from the slab, in act to place her on his 
back. .... 

The little feet, clinging half fearfully together, had just risen 
from the marble — The elephant started, dropped his delicate 
burden heavily on the slab, looked down, raised his forefoot, 
and throwing his trunk into the air, gave a shrill scream of 
terror and disgust 

The foot was red with blood — the young boy's blood — which 
was soaking and bubbling up through the fresh sand where the 
elephant had trodden, in a round, dark, purple spot 

Philammon could bear no more. Another moment and he 
had hurled down through the dense mass of spectators, clearing 
rank after rank of seats by the sheer strength of madness, 
leaped the balustrade into the orchestra below, and rushed 
across the space to the foot of the platform. 

* Pelagia ! Sister ! My sister ! Have mercy on me ! on 
yourself I I will hide you 1 save you! and we will flee together 
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out of this infernal place ! this world of devils ! I am your 
brother ! Come ! * 

She looked at him one moment with wide, wild eyefl 

The truth flashed on her 

* Brother!' 

And she sprang from the platform into his arms .... A 
vision of a lofty window in Athens, looking out over far olive- 
yards and gardens, and the bright roofs and basins of the Piraeus, 
and the broad blue sea, with the purple peaks of iEgina beyond 

all And a dark-eyed boy, with his arm around her 

neck, pointed laughing to the twinkling masts in the fai 
harbour, and called her sister. . . . The dead soul woke within 
her; and with a wild cry she recoiled from him in an agony 
of shame, and covering her face with both her hands, sank 
down among the blood-stained sand. 

A yell, as of all hell broke loose, rang along that vast circle — 

* Down with him ! ' * Away with him ! ' * Crucify the slave ! * 
* Give the barbarian to the beasts ! ' * To the beasts with him, 
noble Prefect ! ' A crowd of attendants rushed upon him, and 
many of the spectators sprang from their seats, and were on the 
point of leaping down into the orchestra. 

Philammon turned upon them like a lion at bay ; and clear 
and loud his voice rose through the roar of the multitude. 

* Ay ! mui'der me as the Eomans murdered Saint Telemachus ! 
Slaves as besotted and accursed as your besotted and accursed 
tyrants! Lower than the beasts whom you employ as your 
butchers ! Murder and lust go fitly hand in han(^ and the 
throne of my sister's shame is well built on the blood of inno- 
cents ! Let my death end the devil's sacrifice, and fill up the 
cup of your iniquity ! ' 

* To the beasts ! ' * Make the elephant trample him to 
powder ! ' 

And the huge brute, goaded on by the attendants, rushed on 
the youth, while Eros leaped from his neck, and fled weeping 
up the slope. 

He caught Philammon in his trunk and raised him high in 
air. For an instant the great bellowing ocean of heads spun 
round and round. He tried to breathe one prayer, and shut 

his eyes Pelagia's voice rang sweet and clear, even in the 

shrillness of intense agony — 

* Spare him ! He is my brother ! Forgive him, men of 
Macedonia ! For Pelagia's sake — Your Pelagia ! One boon— 
only this one ! * 

And she stretched her arms imploringly toward the spectators, 
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and then clasping the huge knees of the elephant, called madlj 
to it in terms of passionate entreaty and endearment 

The men wavered. The brute did not. Quietly he lowered 
his trunk, and set down Philammon on his feet. The monk 
was saved. Breathless and dizzy, he found himself hurried 
away by the attendants, dragged through dark passages, and 
hurled out into the street, with curses, warnings, and congratu- 
lations, which fell on an unheeding ear. 

But Pelagia kept her face still hidden in her hands, and 
rising, walked slowly back, crushed by the weight of some 
tremendous awe, across the orchestra, and up the slope; and 
vanished among the palms and oleanders, regardless of the 
applause and entreaties, and jeers, and threats, and curses, of 
that great multitude of sinful slaves. 

For a moment all Orestes* spells seemed broken by this unex- 
pected catastrophe. A cloud, whether of disgust or of disap- 
pointment, hung upon every brow. More than one Christian 
rose hastily to depart, touched with real remorse and shame at 
the horrors of which they had been the willing witnessea The 
common people behind, having glutted their curiosity with all 
that there was to see, began openly to murmur at the cruelty 
and heathenry of it. Hypatia, utterly unnerved, hid her face 
in both her hands. Orestes alone rose with the crisis. Now, 
or never, was the time for action ; and stepping forward, with 
his most graceful obeisance, waved his hand for silence, and 
began his well-studied oration. 

* Let me not, men of Macedonia, suppose that you can be 
disturbed from that equanimity which befits politicians, by so 
light an accident as the caprice ot a dancer. The spectacle 
which I have had the honour and delight of exhibiting to you 
— (Roars and applause from the liberated prisoners and the 
young gentlemen) — and on which it seemed to me you have 
deigned to look with not altogether unkindly eyes — (Fresh 
applause, in which the Christian mob, relenting, began to join) 
is but a pleasant prelude to that more serious husiness for which 
I have drawn you here together. Other testimonials of my 
good intentions have not been wanting in the release of suifering 
innocence, and in the largess of food, the growth and natural 
property of Egypt, destined by your late tyrants to pamper the 
luxury of a distant court .... Why should I boast? — yet 
even now this head is weary, these limbs fail me, worn out in 
ceaseless efforts for your welfare, and in the perpetual adminis- 
tration of the strictest justice. For a time has come in which the 
Macedonian race, whose boast is the gorgeous city of Alexander, 
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must rise again to the political pre-eminence which they held of 
old, and becoming once more the masters of one-third of the 
universe, be treated by their rulers as freemen, citizens, heroes, 
who have a right to choose and to employ their rulers — Eulers, 
did I say? Let us forget the word, and substitute in its place 
the more philosophic term of ministers. To be your minister — 
the servant of you all — To sacrifice myself, my leisure, health, 
life, if need be, to the one great object of securing the indepen- 
dence of Alexandria — ^This is my work, my hope, my glory — 
longed for through weary years ; now for the firot time possible 
by the fall of the late puppet Emperor of Kome. Men of 
Macedonia, remember that Honorius reigns no more! An 
African sits on the throne of the Ciesars ! Heraclian, by one 
decisive victory, has gained, by the favour of — of Heaven, the 
imperial purple ; and a new era opens for the world. Let the 
conqueror of Eome balance his account with that Byzantine 
court, so long the incubus of our Trans-Mediterranean wealth 
and civilization; and let a free, independent, and united Africa 
rally round the palaces and docks of Alexandria, and find there 
its natural centre of polity and of prosperity.' 

A roar of hired applause interrupted him: and not a few, 
half for the sake of his compliments and fine words, half from 
a natural wish to be on the right side — namely, the one which 
happened to be in the ascendant for the time being — joined. 
.... The city authorities were on the point of crying, * Impe- 
rator Orestes:' but thought better of it; and waited for some 
one else to cry first —being respectable. Whereon the Prefect 
of the Guards, being a man of some presence of mind, and also 
not in anywise respectable, pricked up the Prefect of the Docks 
with the point of his dagger, and bade him, with a fearful 
threat, take care how he played traitor. The worthy burgher 
roared incontinently — whether with pain or patriotism; and 
the whole array of respectabilities — having found a Curtius who 
would leap into the gulf, joined in unanimous chorus, and saluted 
Orestes as Emperor ; while Hypatia, amid the shouts of her 
aristocratic scholars, rose and knelt before him, writhing in- 
wardly with shame and despair, and entreated him to accept 
that tutelage of Greek commerce, supremacy, and philosophy 
which was forced on him by the unanimous voice of an adoring 
people .... 

* It is false ! * shouted a voice from the highest tiers, appro- 
priated to the women of the lower classes, which made all turn 
their heads in bewilderment. 

* False ! false ! You are tricked ! He is tricked I Heraclian 
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was utterly routed at Ostia^ and is fled to Carthage, with the 
emperor's fleet in chase/ 

*She lies! Drag the beast down!' cried Orestes, utterly 
thrown off his balance by the sudden check. 

' She 1 He! I a monk, brought the news ! Cyril has known 
it — every Jew in the Delta has known it, for a week past ! So 
perish all the enemies of the Lord, caught in their own snare ! * 

And bursting desperately through the women who surrounded 
him, the monk vanished. 

An awful silence fell on all who heard. For a minute every 
man looked in his neighbour's face as if he longed to cut his 
throat, and get rid of one witness, at least, of his treason. And 
then arose a tumult, which Orestes in vain attempted to subdue; 
Whether the populace believed the monk's words or not, they 
were panic-stricken at the mere possibility of their truth. 
Hoarse with denying, protesting, appealing, the would-be 
emperor had at last to summon his guards around him and 
Hypatia, and make his way out of the theatre as best he could ; 
while the multitude melted away like snow before the rain, and 
poured out into the streets in eddying and roaring streams, to 
find every church placarded by Cyril with the particulars of 
Heraclian's ruin. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

NEMESIS. 

THAT evening was a hideous one in the palace of Orestes. 
His agonies of disappointment, rage, and terror were at 
once so shameful and so fearful, that none of his slaves dare 
approach him; and it was not till late that his confidential 
secretary, the Chaldean eunuch, driven by terror of the exaspe- 
rated Catholics, ventured into the tiger's den, and represented 
to him the immediate necessity for action. 

AVhat could he do? He was committed — Cyril only knew 
how deeply. What might not the wily archbishop have dis- 
covered? What might he not pretend to have discovered? 
What accusations might he not send off on the spot to the 
Byzantine Court? 

* Let the gates be guarded, and no one allowed to leave the 
city,* suggested the Chaldee. 

* Keep in monks ? as well keep in rats ! No ; we must send 
off a counter-report, instantly.' 
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* What shall I say, your Excellency 1 ' quoth the ready scribe, 
pulling out pen and iukhorn from his sash. 

* What do I care 1 Any lie which comes to hand. What in 
the devil's name are you here for at all, but to invent a lie when 
I want oneT 

* True, most noble,' and the worthy sat meekly down to his 
paper .... but did not proceed rapidly. 

* 1 don't see anything that would suit the emergency, unless 
I stated, with your august leave, that Cyril, and not you, 
celebrated the gladiatorial exhibition; which might hardlj 
appear credible ? ' 

Orestes burst out laughing, in spite of himself. The sleek 
Chaldee smiled and purred in return. The victory was won; 
and Orestes, somewhat more master of himself, began to turn 
his vulpine cunning to the one absorbing question of the saving 
of his worthless neck. 

* No, that would be too good. Write, that we had discovered 
a plot on Cyril's part to incorporate the whole of the African 
churches (mind and specify Carthage and Hippo) under his own 
jurisdiction, and to throw off allegiance to the Patriarch of 
Constantinople, in case of Heraclian's success.* 

The secretary purred delighted approval, and scribbled away 
now with right good heart. 

* Heraclian*8 success, your Excellency.' 

**We of course desired, by every means in our power, to 
gratify the people of Alexandria, and, as was our duty, to 
excite by every lawful method their loyalty toward the throne 
of the Caesars (never mind who sat on it) at so critical a 
moment.' 

' So critical a moment.' .... 

'But as faithful Catholics, and abhorring, even in the 
cxtremest needj the sin of Uzzah, we dreaded to touch with the 
unsanctified hands of laymen the consecrated ark of the Church, 
even though for its preservation.' .... 

* Its preservation, your Excellency . . . .* 

*We, therefore, as civil magistrates, felt bound to confine 
ourselves to those means which were already allowed by law 
and custom to our jurisdiction ; and accordingly made use oi 
those largesses, spectacles, and public execution of rebels, which 
have unhappily appeared to his holiness the patriarch (toe 
ready, perhaps, to find a cause of complaint against faithful 
adherents of the Byzantine See) to partake of the nature of 
those gladiatorial exhibitions, which are equally abhorrent to 
the spirit of the Catholic Church, and to the charity of the 
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sainted emperors by whose pious edicts they have been long 
since abolished.' 

*Your Excellency is indeed great .... but — pardon your 
slave's remark — my simplicity is of opinion that it may be 
asked why you did not inform the Augusta Pulcheria of Cyril's 
conspiracy?' 

* Say that we sent a messenger off three months ago, but 
that .... Make something happen to him, stupid, and save 
me the trouble.' 

* Shall I kill him by Arabs in the neighbourhood of Palmyra, 
your Excellency % ' 

'Let me see No. They may make inquiries there. 

Drown him at sea. Nobody can ask questions of the 
sharks.' 

* Foundered between Tyre and Crete, from which sad calamity 
only one man escaped on a raft, and being picked up, after 
three weeks' exposure to the fury of the elements, by a return- 
ing wheat-ship By the by, most noble, what am I to say 
about those wheat-ships not having even sailed 1' 

* Head of Augustus I I forgot them utterly. Say that — say 
that the plague was making such ravages in the harbour quarter 
that we feared carrying the infection to the seat of the empire • 
and let them sail to-morrow.' 

The secretary's face lengthened. 

* My fidelity is compelled to remark, even at the risk of your 
just indignation, that half of them have been unloaded again for 
your munificent largesses of the last two days.' 

Orestes swore a great oath. 

* On, that the mob had but one throatj that I might give 
them an emetic 1 Well, we must buy more corn, that's alL' 

The secretary's face grew longer stiU. 

* The Jews, most august ' 

*What of them?' yelled the hapless Prefect. 'Have they 
been forestalling % ' 

* My assiduity has discovered this afternoon that they have 
been buying up and exporting all the provisions which they 
could obtain.' 

* Scoundrels ! Then they must have known of Heraclian's 
failure!' 

* Your sagacity has, I fear, divined the truth. They have 
been betting largely against his success for the last week, both 
in Canopus and Pelusium.' 

* For the last week ! Then Miriam betrayed me knowingly !' 
And Orestes broke forth again into a paroxysm of fury. 
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* Here— call the tribune of the guard ! A hundred gold 
pieces to the man who brings me the witch alive!' 

* She will never be taken alive.* 

* Dead, then — in any way ! Gro, you Chaldee hound ! what 
are you hesitating about 1 ' 

* Most noble lord/ said the secretary, prostrating himself 
upon the floor, and kissing his master's feet in an agony of fear 
.... 'Kemember, that if you touch one Jew you touch all! 
Remember the bonds 1 remember the — ^the — your own most 
august reputation, in short' 

* Get up, brute, and don't grovel there, but tell me what you 
mean, like a human being. If old Miriam is once dead, her 
bonds die with her, don't theyl' 

* Alas, my lord, you do not know the customs of that accursed 
folk. They have a damnable practice of treating every member 
of their nation as a brother, and helping each freely and faith- 
fully without reward ; whereby they are enabled to plunder all 
the rest of the world, and thrive themselves, from the least to 
the greatest. Don't fancy that your bonds are in Miriam's 
hands. They have been transferred months ago. Your real 
creditors may be in Carthage, or Rome, or Byzantium, and they 
will attack you from thence ; while all that you would find if 
you seized the old witch's property, would be papers, useless to 
you, belonging to Jews all over the empire, who would rise as 
one man in defence of their money. I assure you, it is a net 
without a bound. If you touch one you touch alL . . . . And 
besides, my diligence, expecting some such command, has already 
taken the liberty of making inquiries as to Miriam's place of 
abode; but it appears, I am sorry to say, utterly unknown to 
any of your Excellency's servants.' 

' You lie !' said Orestes * I would much sooner believe 

that you have been warning the hag to keep out of the way.' 

Orestes had spoken, for that once in his life, the exact 
truth. 

The secretary, who had his own private dealings with Miriam, 
felt every particular atom of his skin shudder at those words ; 
and had he had hair on his head, it would certainly have 
betrayed him by standing visibly on end. But as he was, 
luckily for him, close shaven, his turban remained in its proper 
place, as he meekly replied, — 

' Alas ! a faithM servant can feel no keener woe than the 
causeless suspicion of that sun before whose rays he daily 
prostrates his ' 

* Confound your periphrases ! Do you know where she is T 

ii2 
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* No !* cried the wretched secretary, driven to the lie direct 
at last ; and confinned the negation with such a string of oaths, 
that Orestes stopped his volubility with a kick, borrowed of 
him, under threat of torture, a thousand gold pieces as largess 
to the soldiery, and ended by concentrating the stationaries 
round his own palace, for the double purpose of protecting 
himself in case of a riot, and of increasing the chances of the 
said riot, by leaving the distant quarters of the city without 
police. 

* If Cyril would but make a fool of himself, now that he is in 
the full-blown pride of victory — the rascal ! — about that Ammo- 
nius, or about Hypatia, or anything else, and give me a real 
handle against him ! After all, truth works better than lying 
now and then. Oh, that I could poison him ! But one can't 
bribe those ecclesiastics ; and as for the dagger, one could not 
hire a man to be torn in pieces by monks. No ; I must just 
sit still, and see what Fortune's dice may turn up. Well ; your 
pedants like Aristides or Epaminondas — thank Heaven, the race 
of them has died out long ago ! —might call this no very credit- 
able piece of provincial legislation ; but, after all, it is about as 
good as any now going, or likely to be going till the world's 
end; and one can't be expected to strike out a new path. I 
shall stick to the wisdom of my predecessors, and — oh, that 
Cyril may make a fool of himself to-night !' 

And Cyril did make a fool of himself that night, for the first 
and last time in his life; and suffers for it, as wise men are 
wont to do when they err, to this very day and hour : but how 
much Orestes gained by his foe's false move cannot be decided 
till the end of this stoiy ; perhaps not even then. . 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

LOST LAMBS. 

AND PhUammon? 
For a long while he stood in the street outside the theatre, 
too much maddened to determine on any course of action ; and, 
ere he had recovei-ed his self-possession, the crowd began to 
pour from every outlet, and filling the street, swept him away 
in its stream. 
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Then, as he heard his sister's name, in every tone of pity, 
contempt, and horror, mingle with their angry exclamations, he 
awoke from his dream, and, bursting through the mob, made 
straight for Pelagians house. 

It was fast closed ; and his repeated knocks at the gate 
brought only, after long waiting, a surly negro fece to a little 
wicket. 

He asked eagerly and instinctively for Pelagia : of course 
she had not yet returned. For Wulf : he was not within. And 
then he took his station close to the gateway, while his heart 
beat loud with hope and dread. 

At last the Goths appeared, forcing their way through the 
mob in a close column. There were no litters with them. 
Where, then, were Pelagia and her girls ? Where, too, was the 
hated figure of the Amal ] and Wulf, and Smid? The men 
came on, led by Goderic and Agilmund, with folded arms, 
knitted brows, downcast eyes ; a stern disgust, not unmingled 
with shame, on every countenance, told Philammon afresh of 
his sister's infamy. 

Goderic passed him close, and Philammon summoned up 
courage to ask for Wulf .... Pelagia he had not courage to 
name. 

* Out, Greek hound ! we have seen enough of your accui*sed 
race to-day ! What 1 are you trying to follow us in 1* And the 
young man's sword flashed from its sheath so swiftly, that 
Philammon had but just time enough to spring back into the 
street, and wait there, in an agony of disappointment and 
anxiety, as the gates slid together again, and the house was as 
silent as before. 

For a miserable hour he waited, while the mob thickened 
instead of flowing away, and the scattered groups of chatterers 
began to form themselves into masses, and parade the streets 
with shouts of 'Down with the heathen!' *Down with the 
idolaters I ' * Vengeance on all blaspheming harlots ! ' 

At last the steady tramp of legionaries, and in the midst of 
the glittering lines of armed men — oh, joy! — a string of 
litters!' 

He sprang forward, and called Pelagia's name again and again. 
Once he fancied he heard an answer : but the soldiers thrust 
him back. 

*She is safe here, young fool, and has seen and been seen 
quite enough to-day already. Back ! ' 

' Let me speak to her ! ' 

* That is her business. Om-s is now to see her home safe ' 
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* Let me go in with you, I beseech ! ' 

' If you want to go in, knock for yourself when we are gone. 
If you have any business in the house, they will open to you, I 
suppose. Out, you interfering puppy ! * 

And a blow of the spear-butt in his chest sent him rolling 
back into the middle of the street, while the soldiers, having 
delivered up their charge, returned with the same stolid indif- 
ference. In vain Philammon, returning, knocked at the gate. 
Curses and threats from the negro were all the answer which 
he received ; and at last, wearied into desperation, he wandered 
away, up one street and down another, struj^ling in vain to form 
some plan of action for himself, until the sun was set. 

Wearily he went homewards at last. Once the thought of 
Miriam crossed his mind. It was a disgusting alternative to 
ask help of her, the very author of his sister's shame : but yet 
she at least could obtain for him a sight of Pelagia ; she had 
promised as much. But then — the condition which she had 
appended to her help ! To see his sister, and yet to leave her 
as she was 1 — Horrible contradiction ! But could he not employ 
Miriam for his own euds? — outwit herl — deceive herl- — for it 
came to that. The temptation was intense : but it lasted only 
a moment Could he defile so pure a cause by falsehood ? And 
. hurrying past the Jewess's door, hardly daring to look at it, 
lest the temptation should return, he darted up stairs to his 
own little chamber, hastily flung open the door, and stopped 
short in astonishment. 

A woman covered from head to foot in a largo dark veil, 
stood in the centre of the chamber. 

' Who are you 1 This is no place for you I ' cried he, after a 
minute's pause. She replied only by a shudder and a sob. 
.... He caught sight, beneath tiie folds of the veil, of a too- 
well-known safifron shawl, and springing upon her like the lion 
on the lamb, clasped to hw bosom his sister. 

The veil fell fix)m her beautiful forehead. She gazed into 
his eyes one moment with a look of terrified inquiry, and saw 

nothing there but love And clinging heart to heart, 

brother and sister mingled holy kisses, and strained nearer and 
nearer still, as if to satisfy their last lingering doubts of each 
other's kin. 

Many a minute passed in silent joy. .... Philammon dare 
not speak; he dare not ask her what brought her thither — 
dare not wake her to recollect the frightful present by questions 
of the past, of his long-forgotten parents, their home, her his- 
tory And, after all, waA it not enough for him that he 
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held her at last! — her, there by her own will — the lost lamb 
returned to him % — and their tears mingled as their cheeks were 
pressed together. 

At last she spoke. 

*I ought to have known you, — I believe I did know you 
from the first day ! When they mentioned your likeness to 
me, my heart leapt up within me ; and a voice whispered .... 
but I would not hear it ! I was ashamed — ashamed to acknow- 
ledge my brother, for whom I had sought and longed for years 
.... ashamed to think that I had a brother. .... Ah, God ! 
ar d ought I not to be ashamed 1 ' 

And she broke from him again, and threw herself on the 
floor. 

' Trample upon me ; curse me ! — anything but part me from 
him!' 

Philammon had not the heart to answer her ; but he made an 
involuntary gesture of sorrowful dissent 

* No ! Call me what I am ! — what he called me just now ! — 
but do not take me away ! Strike me, as he struck me ! — ^any- 
thing but parting ! ' 

* Struck you 1 The curse of Grod be on him ! ' 

* Ah, do not curse him ! — not him ! It was not a blow, 
indeed ! — only a push — a touch — and it was my fault — all 

mine. I angered him — I upbraided him ; — I was mad 

Oh, why did he deceive mel Why did he let me dance? — 
command me to dance ? ' 

* Command you 1 ' 

* He said, that we must not break our words. He would 
not hear me, when I told him that we could deny having 
promised. I said that promises made over the wine need 
never be kept .... Who ever heard of keeping them ? 
And Orestes was drunk, too. But he said that I might teach 
a Goth to be what I liked, except a liar. .... Was not that 
a strange speech ? . . . . And Wulf bade him be strong, and 
blest him for it.' 

* He was right,* sobbed Philammon. 

* Then I thought he would love me for obeying him, though 
I loathed it ! — Oh, God, how I loathed it ! . . . . But how 
could I fancy that he did not like my doing iti Who ever 
hoard of any one doing of their own will what they did not 
Hker 

Philammon sobbed again, as the poor civilized savage art- 
lessly opened to him all her moral darkness. What could he 
pay ? .... He knew what to say. The disease was so utterly 
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patent, that any of Cyrirs schoolchildren could have supplied 
the remedy. But how to speak it 1 — ^how to tell her, before all 
things, as he longed to do, that there was no hope of her 
marrying the Amsd, and, therefore, no peace for her till she 
left him 1 

* Then you did hate the — the * said he, at last, catching 

at some gleam of light. 

* Hate it 1 Do I not belong, body and soul, to him ? — ^him 
only 1 . . . . And yet ... . Oh, I must tell you all ! When 
I and the girls began to practise, all the old feelings came 
back — ^the love of being admired, and applauded, and cheered ; 
and dancing is so delicious ! — so delicious to feel that you are 
doing anything beautiful perfectly, and better than every one 
else ! . . . . And he saw that I liked it, and despised me for 
it. ... . And, deceitful ! — he little guessed how much of the 
pains which I took were taken to please him, to do my best 
before him, to win admiration, only that I might take it home 
and throw it all at his beloved feet, and make the world say once 
more, "She has all Alexandria to worship her, and yet she 

cares for that one Goth more than for .'* But he deceived 

me, true man that he is ! He wished to enjoy my smiles to 
the last moment, and then to cast me off, when I had once 
given him an excuse. .... Too cowardly to upbraid me, he 
let me ruin myself, to save him the trouble of ruining me. Oh, 
men, men 1 all alike ! They love us for their own sakes, and 
ve love them for love's sake. We live by love, we die for love, 
md yet we never find it, but only selfishness dressed up in 

love's mask And then we take up with that, poor, 

fond, self-blinded creatures that we are ! — ^and in spite of the 
poisoned hearts around us, persuade ourselves that our latest 

sp's egg, at least, will hatch into a dove, and that though all 
men are faithless, our own tyrant can never change, for he is 
more than man ! ' 

* But he has deceived you ! You have found out your 
mistake. Leave him, then, as he deserves ! ' 

Pelagia looked up, with something of a tender smile. ' Poor 
\arling 1 Little do you know of love ! ' 

Philammon, utterly bewildered by this newest and strangest 
phase of human passion, could only gasp out — 

* But do you not love me, too, my sister ? ' 

* Do I not love you ? But not as I love him ! Oh, hush, 
hush ! — ^you cannot understand yet ! ' And Pelagia hid her face 
in her hands, while conviilsive shudderings ran through every 
limb 
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* I must do it ! I must ! I will dare everything, stoop to 
everything, for love's sake ! Go to her ! — to the wise woman ! 
— to Hypatia ! She loves you ! I know thai she loves you ! 
She will hear you, though she will not mo !' 

* Hypatia? Do you know that she was sitting there unmoved 
at — in the theatre 1* 

* She was forced ! Orestes compelled her ! Miriam told me 
so. And I saw it in her face. As I passed beneath her, I 
looked up; and she was as pale as ivory, trembling in every 
limb. There was a dark hollow round her eyes — she had been 
weeping, I saw. And I sneered in my mad self-conceit, and 
said, " She looks as if she was going to be crucified, not 
married!" .... But now, now! — Oh, go to her! Tell her 
that I will give her all I have — ^jewels, money, dresses, house ! 
Tell her that I — I — entreat her pardon, that I will crawl to 
her feet myself and ask it, if she requires ! — Only let her teach 
me — teach me to be wise and good, and honoured, and respected, 
as she is ! Ask her to tell a poor broken-hearted woman her 
secret. She can make old Wul^ and him, and Orestes even, 
and the magistrates, respect her. .... Ask her to teach me 
how to be like her, and to make him respect me again, and I 
will give her all — all !' 

Philammon hesitated. Something within warned him, as the 
Daemon used to warn Socrates, that his errand would be bootless. 
He thought of the theatre, and of that firm, compressed lip ; 
and forgot the hollow eye of misery which accompaDied it, in 
his wrath against his lately- worshipped idol. 

* Oh, go ! go ! I tell you it was against her wilL She felt 
for me — I saw it — Oh, G<)d ! — when 1 did not feel for myself ! 
And I hated her, because she seemed to despise me in my- 
fool's triumph ! She cannot despise me now in my misery. 
.... Go ! Go I or you will drive me to the agony of going 
myself' 

There was but one thing to be done. 

* You will wait, then, here % You will not leave me again ? ' 

' Yes. But you must be quick ! If he finds out that I am 
away, he may fancy .... Ah, heaven ! let him kill me, but 
never let him be jealous of me ! Go now ! this moment ! Take 
this as an earnest — the cestus which I wore there. Horrid 
thing I I hate the sight of it ! But I brought it with me on 
purpose, or I would have thrown it into the canal. There ; say 
it is an earnest— only an earnest — of what I will give her !' 

In ten minutes more Philammon was in Hypatia's halL 
The household seemed full of terror and disturbance ; the hall 
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was fall of soldiers. At last Hypatia's favourite maid passed, 
and knew him. Her mistress could not speak with any one. 
Where was Theon, thent He, too, had shut himself up. 
Kever mind. Philammon must, would speak with him. And 
he pleaded so passionately and so sweetly, that the soft-hearted 
damsel, unable to resist so handsome a suppliant, undertook 
his errand, and led him up to the library, where Theon, pale as 
death, was pacing to and fro, apparently half beside himself 
with terror. 

Philammon's breathless message fell at first upon unheeding 



' A new pupil, sir ! Is this a time for pupils ; when my 
house, my daughter's life, is not safet Wretch that I am! 
And have I led her into the snare) I, with my vain ambi- 
tion and covetousness ! Oh, my child! my child! my one 
treasure! Oh, the double curse which will light upon me, 
if ' 

* She asks for but one interview.' 

*With my daughter, sir? Pelagia! Will you insult me! 
Do you suppose, even if her own pity should so far tempt her 
to degrade herself that I could allow her so to contaminate 
her purity V 

* Your terror, sir, excuses your rudeness.' 

*■ Eudeness, sir ) the rudeness lies in your intruding on us at 
such a moment ! ' 

^ Then this, perhaps, may, in your eyes at least, excuse me in 
my turn.' Aiid Philammon hdd out the cestus. * You are a 
better judge of its value than I. But I am commissioned to 
say, that it is only an earnest of what she will give willingly 
and at once, even to the half of her wealth, for the honour of 
becoming your daughter's pupil' Ai^d he laid the jewelled 
girdle on the table. 

The old man halted in his walk. The emeralds and pearls 
shone like the galaxy. He looked at them ; and walked on 
again more slowly. ..... What might be their value 1 What 

might it not be 1 At least, they would pay all his debts 

And after hovering to and fro for another minute before the 
bait, he turned to Philammon. *K you would promise to 
mention the thing to no one ' 

' I will promise.' 

' And in case my daughter, as I have a right to expect, shall 
refuse * 

*Let her keep the jewels. Their owner has learnt, thank 
God, to despise and hate them ! Let her keep the jewels — and 
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my curse ! For God do so to me, and more also, if I ever see 
her face aj^ain ! * 

The old man had not heard the latter part of Philammon's 
speech. He had seized his bait as greedily as a crocodile, and 
hurried off with it into Hypatia's chamber, while Philammon 
stood expectant ; possessed with a new * and fearful doubt. 
* Degrade herself?* * Contaminate her purity !* If that notion 
were to be the fruit of all her philosophy 1 If selfishness, pride, 
Pharisaism, were all its outcome ? Why — had they not been its 
outcome already] When had he seen her helping, even pity- 
ing, the poor, the outcast % When had he heard from her one 
word of real sympathy for the sorrowing ; for the sinful 1 . . . . 
He was still lost in thought when Theon re-entered, bringing a 
letter. 

' From Hypaiia to her well-heloved pupil, 
* I pity you — how should I not ? And more, I thank you for 
this your request, for it shows me that my unwOling presence 
at the hideous pageant of to-day, has not alienated from me a 
soul of which I had cherished the noblest hopes, for which I had 
sketched out the loftiest destiny. But — how shall I say it 1 
Ask yourself whether a change — apparently impossible — must 
not take place in her for whom you plead, before she and I can 
meet ] I am not so inhuman as to blame you for having asked 
me ; I do not even blame her for being what she is. She does 
but follow her nature ; who can be angry with her, if destiny 
have informed so fair an animal with a too gross and earthly 
spirit ? Why weep over her 1 Dust she is, and unto dust she 
will return : while you, to whom a more divine spark was 
allotted at your birth, must rise, and unrepining, leave below 
you one only connected with you by the unreal and fleeting 
bonds of fleshly kin.' 

Philammon crushed the letter together in his hand, and strode 
from the house without a word. 

The philosopher had no gospel, then, for the harlot ! J^o 
word for the sinner, the degraded ! Destiny forsooth ! She 
was to follow her destiny, and be base, miserable, self-con- 
demned. She was to crush the voice of conscience and reason, 
as often as it awoke within her, and compel herself to believe 
that she was bound to be that which she knew herself bound 
not to be. She was to shut her eyes to that present palpable 
misery which was preaching to her, with the voice of God him- 
self, that the wages of sin are death. Dust she was, and unto 
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dust she will return ! Oh, glorious hope for her, for him, who 
felt as if an eternity of bliss would be worthless, if it parted 
him from his new-found treasure ! Dust she was, and nnto 
dust she must return 1 

Hapless Hypatia! If she must needs misapply, after the 
fashion of her school, a text or two here and there from the 
Hebrew Scriptures, what suicidal fantasy set her on quoting 
that one? For now, upon Philammon's memory flashed up in 

letters of light, old wonls forgotten for months and ere he 

was aware, he found himself repeating aloud and passionately, 
*I believe in the forgiveness of sins, the resurrection of the 
body, and the life everlasting,' .... and then clear and fair 
arose before bim the vision of the God-man, as He lay at meat in 
the Pharisee's house; and of her who washed His feet with 

tears, and wiped them with the hairs of her dead And 

from the depths of his agonized heart arose the prayer, * Blessed 
Magdalene, intercede for her !' 

So high he could rise : but not beyond. For the notion of 
That God-man was receding fast to more and more awful anil 
abysmal heights, in the minds of a generation who were for- 
getting His love in His power, and practically losing sight of 
His humanity in their eager doctrinal assertion of His Divinity. 
And Philammon's heart re-echoed the spirit of his age, when 
he felt that for an apostate like himself it were presumptuous 
to entreat for any light or help from the fountain-head itself. 
He who had denied his Lord, he who had voluntarily cut him- 
self off from the conmiunion of the Catholic church — how could 
he restore himself? How could he appease the wrath of Him 
who died on the cross, save by years of bitter supplication and 
self-punishment? .... 

* Fool ! Vain and ambitious fool that I have been ! For 
this I threw away the faith of my childhood! For this I 
listened to words at which I shuddered ; crushed down my own 
doubts and disgusts; tried to persuade myseK that I could 
reconcile them with Christianity — that I could make a lie fit 
into the truth ! For this I puffed myself up in the vain hope 
of becoming not as other men are — superior, forsooth, to my 
kind ! It was not enough for me to be a man made in the 
image of God : but I must needs become a god myself, knowing 
good and evil — And here is the end ! 1 call upon, my fine 
philosophy to help me once, in one real practical human struggle, 
and it folds its arms and sits serene and silent, sniUing upon my 
misery ! Oh 1 fool, fool, thou art tilled with tie fruit of thy own 
devices ! Back to the old faith 1 Home again, thou wanderer ! 
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4jid yet how home) Are not the gates shut against met 
Perhaps against her too .... What if she, like me, were a 
baptized Christian ? ' 

Terrible and all but hopeless that thought flashed across him, 
as in the first revulsion of his conscience he plunged utterly and 
implicitly back again into the £uth of his childhood, and all the 
dark and cruel theories popular in his day rose up before him 
in all their terrors. In the innocent simplicity of the Laura he 
had never felt their force ; but he felt them now. If Pelagia 
were a baptized woman, what was before her but unceasing 
penance 1 Before her, as before him, a life of cold and hunger, 
groans and tears, loneliness and hideous soul-sickening uncer- 
tainty. Life was a dungeon for them both henceforth. Be it 
so ! There was nothing else to believe in. No other rock of 
hope in earth or heaven. That at least promised a possibility 
)f forgiveness, of amendment) of virtue, of reward — ay, of ever- 
lasting bliss and glory ; and even if she missed of that, better 
for her the cell in the desert than a life of self-contented 
impurity ! If that latter were her destiny, as Hypatia said, she 
should at least die fighting against it, defying it, cursing it ! 
Better virtue with hell, than sin with heaven ! And Hypatia 
had not even promised her a heaven. The resurrection of the 
flesh was too carnal a notion for her refined and lofty creed. 
And so, his four months' dream swept away in a moment, he 
hurried back to his chamber, with one fixed thought before him 
— the desert ; a cell for Pelagia ; another for himself. There 
they would repent, and pray, and mourn out life side by side, if 
perhaps Grod would have mercy upon their souls. Yet — ^perhaps, 
she might not have been baptized after all. And then she was 
safe. Like other converts from Paganism, she might become a 
catechumen, and go on to baptism, where the mystic water 
would wash away in a moment all the past, and she would begin 
life afresh, in the spotless robes of innocence. Yet he had been 
baptized, he knew from Arsenius, before he left Athens; and 
she was older than he. It was all but impossible : yet he 
would hope ; and breathless with anxiety and excitement, he 
ran up the narrow stairs and found Miriam standing outside, 
her hand upon the bolt, apparently inclined to dispute his 



' Is she still within 1 ' 
'What if she her 

* Let me pass into my own room.* 

* Yours 1 Who has been paying the rent for you, these four 
months past? Youl What can you say to herl What can 
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you do for her ? iToung pedant, you must be in love yourself 
before you can help poor creatures who are in love ! * 

But Philammon pushed past her so fiercely, that the old 
woman was forced to give way, and with a sinister smile she 
followed him into the chamber. 

Pelagia sprang towards her brother. 

* Will she 1 — ^will she see me 1* 

*■ Let us talk no more of her, my beloved,' said Philammon, 
laying his hands gently on her trembling shoulders, and looking 
earnestly into her eyes. .... * Better that we two should work 
out our deliverance for ourselves, without the help of strangers 
You can trust me ? * 

* You 1 And can you help me 1 Will you teach me 1 * 

* Yes, but not here We must escape — Nay, hear me, 

one moment ! dearest sister, hear me 1 Are you so happy here 
that you can conceive of no better place ! And — and, oh, 
Grod ! that it may not be true after all ! — but is there not a hell 
hereafter 1 ' 

Pelagia covered her face with her hands — *The old monk 
warned me of it ! ' 

* Oh, take his warning.' .... And Philammon was bursting 
forth with some such words about the lake of fire and brimstone 
as he had been accustomed to hear from Pambo and Arsenius, 
when Pelagia interrupted him — 

* Oh, Miriam ! Is it true 1 Is it possible 1 What will 
become of me ? ' almost shrieked the poor child. 

* What if it were true ? — Let him tell you how he will save 
you from it,* answered Miriam quietly. 

* Will not the Gospel save her from it — unbelieving Jew 1 
Do not contradict me ! I can save her.' 

* If she does what 1 ' 

' Can she not repent ? Can she not mortify these base 
affections 1 Can she not- be forgiven 1 Oh, my Pelagia ! for- 
give me for having dreamed one moment that I could make 
you a philosopher, when you may be a saint of God, a * 

He stopped short suddenly, as the thought about baptism 
flashed across him, and in a faltering voice asked, 'Are you 
baptized ? ' 

* Baptized 1 ' asked she, hardly understanding the temu 

* Yes — by the bishop— in the church.' 

* Ah,* she said, *I remember now When I was four 

or five years old A tank, and women undressing 

And I was bathed too, and an old maii dipped my head under 
the water three times. . i have forgotten what it all 
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meant — it waa so long ago. I wore a wliite dress, I knoTV, 
afterwards.' 

Philammon recoiled with a groan. 

* Unhappy child ! May God have mercy on you ! ' 

*Will He not forgive me, then! You have forgiven me. 
He 1 — He must he more good even than you. — Why not? * 

* He forgave you then, freely, when you were baptized : and 
there is no second pardon, unless * 

* Unless I leave my love ! ' shrieked Pelagia. 

* When the Lord forgave the blessed Magdalene freely, and . 
told her that her faith had saved her — did she live on in sin, or 
even in the pleasures of this world 1 No ! though God had 
forgiven her, she could not forgive herselfl She fled forth into 
the desert^ and there, naked and barefoot, clothed only with her 
hair, and feeding on the herb of the field, she stayed fasting and 
praying till her dying day, never seeing the face of man, but 
visited and comforted by angels and archangels. And if she, 
she who never fell again, needed that long penance to work out 
her own salvation— oh, Pelagia, what will not God require of 
you, who have broken your baptismal vows, and defiled the 
white robes, which the tears of penance only can wash clean 
once moi-e 1 * 

' But I did not know 1 I did not ask to be baptized 1 Cruel, 
cruel parents, to bring me to it ! And Grod ! Oh, why did He 
forgive me so soon ? And to go into the deserts ! I dare not ! 
I cannot ! See me, how delicate and tender I am ! I should 
die of hunger and cold ! I should go mad with fear and lone- 
liness ! Oh I brother, brother, is this the Gospel of the Chris- 
tians 1 I came to you to be taught how to be wise, and good, 
and respected, and you tell me that all I can do is to live this 
horrible life of torture here, on the chance of escaping torture 
for ever 1 ' And how do I know that I shall escape it 1 How 
do I know that I shall make myseK miserable enough ) How 
do I know that He will forgive me after alii Is this true, 
Miriam ? Tell me, or I shall go mad ! " 

* Yes,' said Miriam, with a quiet sneer. * This is the gospel 
and good news of salvation, according to the doctrine of the 
Nazarenes.' 

* I will go with you ! * cried Philammon. * I will go ! I will 
never leave you 1 I have my own sins to wash away ! — Happy 
for me if I ever do it ! — And I will build you a cell near mine, 
and kind men will teach us, and we will pray together night 
and morning, for ourselves and for each other, and weep out 
our weary Uves together ' 
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' Better end them hero, at once ! ' said Pelngia, with a gesture 
of despair, and dashed herself down on the floor. 

PhUammon was ahout to lift lier up, when Miriam caught 
him by the arm, and in a hurried whisper — 'Are you madf 
Will you ruin your own purpose 1 Why did you tell her this 1 
Why did you not wait — give her hope — time to collect herself — 
time to wean herself from her lover, instead of terrifying and 
disgusting her at the outset, as you have done 1 Have you a 
man's heart in you 1 No word of comfort for that poor creature^ 
nothing but hell, hell, hell — See to your own chance of hell 
first ! It is greater than you fancy ! ' 

* It cannot be greater than I fancy ! ' 

* Then see to it. For her, poor darling ! — ^why, even we 
Jews, who know that all you Gentiles are doomed to Gehenna 
alike, have some sort of hope for such a poor untaught creature 
as that/ 

*And why is she untaught? Wretch that you are! You 
have had the training of her ! You brought her up to sin and 
shame ! You drove from her recollection the faith in which she 
was baptized ! * 

* So much the better for her, if the recollection of it is to 
make her no happier than it does already. Better to wake 
unexpectedly in Gehenna when you die, than to endure over aud 
above the dread of it here. And as for leaving her untaught, 
on your own showing slie has been taught too much already. 
Wiser it would be in you to curse your parents for having had 
her baptized, than me for giving her ten yeai-s' pleasure before 
she goes to the pit of Tophet. Come now, don't be angry with 
me. The old Jewess is your friend, revile her as you wilL 
She shall many this Goth.' 

* An Arian heretic ! ' 

* She shall convert him and make a Catholic of him, if you 
like. At all evente, if you wish to win her, you must win her 
my way. You have had your chance, and spoiled it. Let me 
have mine. Pelagia, darling ! Up, and be a woman ! We 
will find a philtre down stairs to give that ungrateful man, that 
shall make him more mad about you, before a day is over, than 
ever you were about him.' 

* No ! ' said Pelagia, looking up. * No love-potions ! No 
poisons 1 ' 

* Poisons, little fool ! Do you doubt the old woman's skill % 
Do you think 1 shall make him lose his wits, as Callisphyra 
did to her lover last year, because she would trust to old 
Megsera's drugs, instead of coming to meT 



Digitized by 



Googk 



XX r V.J LOST LAMBS. 305 

* No ! No drugs ; no magic ! He must love me really, or not 
at all ! He must love me for myself because I am worth loving, 
because he honours, worships me, or let me die ! I, whose 
boast was, even when I was basest, that I never needed such 
mean tricks, but conquered like Aphrodite, a queen in my own 
right ! I have been my own love-charm : when I cease to be 
that, let me die ! ' 

* One as mad as the other ! ' cried Miriam, in utter perplexity. 
* Hist ! what is that tramp upon the stairs ) ' 

At this moment heavy footsteps were heard ascending the 

stairs All three stopped aghast : Philammon, because he 

thought the visitors were monks in search of him ; Miriam, 
because she thought they were Orestes' guards in search of her ; 
and Pelagia, from vague dread of anything and everything 

* Have you an inner room 1 ' asked the Jewess. 
« None.' 

The old woman set her lips firmly, and drew her dagger. 
Pelagia wrapped her face in her cloak, and stood tremblmg, 
bowed down, as if expecting another blow. The door opened, 
and in walked, neither monks nor guard, but Wulf and Smid. 

' Heyday, young monk I ' cried the latter worthy, with a loud 
laugh — * Veils here, too, ehl At your old trade, my worthy 
portress of hell-gate 1 Well, walk out now ; we have a little 
business with this young gentleman.' 

And slipping past the unsuspecting Groths, Pelagia and Miriam 
hurried down stairs. 

' The young one, at least, seems a little ashamed of her errand. 
.... Now, Wulf, speak low ; and I will see that no one is 
listening at the door.' 

Philammon faced his unexpected visitors with a look of angry 
inquiry. What right had they, or any man, to intrude at such 
a moment on his misery and dif^grace ) . . . . But he was dis- 
armed the next instant by old Wulf, who advanced to him, and 
looking him fully in the face with an expression which there 
was no mistaking, held out his broad brown hand. 

Philammon grasped it, and then covering his face with his 
hands, burst into tears. 

* You did right. You are a brave boy. K you had died, no 
man need have been ashamed to die your death.' 

* You were there, then 1 ' sobbed Philammon. 

* We were.' 

' And what is more,' said Smid, as the poor boy writhed at 
the admission, * we were mightily minded, some of us, to have 
leapt down to you and cut you a passage out One man at 
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least, whom I know o^ felt his old blood as hot for the minute 
as a four-year-old's. The foul curs ! And to hoot her, after all ! 
Oh that I may have one good hour's hewing at them before I 
die!' 

* And you shall ! ' said Wulf. * Boy, you wish to get this 
sister of yours into your power 1' 

* It is hopeless — hopeless ! She vrill never leave her the 

AmaL' 

* Are you so sure of that 1 * 

' She told me so with her own lips not ten minutes ago. That 
was she who went out as you entered ! ' 

A curse of astonishment and regret burst from Smid. .... 

*Had I but known her! By the soul of my fathers, she 
should have found that it was easier to come here than to go 
home again ! ' 

* Hush, Smid ! Better as it is. Boy, if I put her into your 
power, dare you carry her oflFI ' 

Philammon hesitated one moment 

' What I dare you know already. But it would be an unlaw- 
ful thing, surely, to use violence.' 

* Settle your philosopher's doubts for yourself. I have made 
my offer. I should have thought that a man in his senses 
could give but one answer, much more a mad monL' 

'You forget the money matters, prince,' said Smid, with a 
smile. 

' I do not. But I don't think the boy so mean as to hesitate 
on that account.' 

' He may as well know, however, that we promise to send all 
her trumpery after her, even to the Amal's presents. As for 
the house, we won't trouble her to lend it us longer than we can 
help. "We intend shortly to move into more extensive premises, 
and open business on a grander scale^ as the shopkeepers say, — 
eh, prince 1 ' 

*Her money 1 — That money 1 Grod forgive her!' answered 
Philammon. * Do you feincy me base enough to touch it ? But 
I am resolved. Tell me what to do, and I will do it.' 

* You know the lane which runs down to the canal, under the 
left wall of the house 1 ' 

*Yes.' 

' And a door in the comer tower, dose to the landing-place f 

ado.' 

*Be there, with a dozen stout monks, to-morrow, an hour after 
sundown, and take what we give you. After that, the concern 
is yours, not ours ' 
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' Monks 1 said Philammou. ' I am at open feud with the 
whole order.' 

* Make friends with them, then/ shortly suggested Smid. 
Philammon writhed inwardly. * It makes no difference to 

you, I presume, whom I bring]* 

* No more than it does whether or not you pitch her into the 
canal, and put a hurdle over her when you have got her,* 
answered Smid ; * which is what a Goth would do, if he were 
in your place.' 

' Do not vex the poor lad, friend. If he thinks he can mend 
her instead of punishing her, in Freya*s name, let him try. You 
will be there, then 1 And mind, I like you. I liked you when 
you faced that great river-hog. I like you better now than ever; 
for you have spoken to-day like a Sagaman, and dared like a 
hero. Therefore mind ; if you do not bring a good guard 
to-morrow night, your life will not be safe. The whole city is 
out in the streets; and Odin alone knows what will be done, and 
who will be alive, eight-and-forty hours hence. Mind you ! — 
The mob may do strange things, and they may see still stranger 
things done. If you once fid yourself safe back here, stay 
where you are, if you value her life or your own. And — if you 
are wise, let the men whom you bring with you be monks, 
though it cost your proud stomach * 

* That's not fair, prince ! You are telling too much ! * inter- 
rupted Smid, while Philammon gulped down the said proud 
stomach, and answered, * Be it so I * 

' I have won my bet, Smid,' said the old man, chuckling, as 
the two tramped out into the street, to the surprise and fear of 
all the neighbom*s, while the children clapped their hands, and 
the street dogs felt it their duty to bark lustily at the strange 
figures of their unwonted visitors. 

*No play, no pay, Wulf We shall see to-morrow.* 
' I knew that he would stand the trial ! I knew he was right 
at heart ! ' 

* At all events, there is no fear of his ill-using the poor thing, 
if he loves her well enough to go down on his knees to his 
sworn foes for her.' 

*I don't know that,' answered Wulf, with a shake of the 
head. * These monks, I hear, fancy that their God likes them 
the better the more miserable they are : so, perhaps they may 
fancy that he will like them all the more, the more miserable 
they make other people. However, if s no concern of ours.' 

* We have quite enough of our own to see to just now. But 
mind, no play, no pay.' 

X 3 



Digitized by 



Googk 



308 HYPJTIJ. [chat. 

< Of course not How the streets are filling ! We shall not 
be able to see the guards to-night, if this mob thickens much 
more.* 

* We shall have enough to do to hold our own, perhaps. Do 
you hear what they are crying there 1 " Down with all heathens ! 
Down with barbarians ! " That means us, you know.' 

* Do you fancy no one understands Greek but yourself 1 Let 

them come It may give us an excuse. .... And we 

can hold the house a week.' 

* But how can we get speech of the guards T 

* We will slip round by water. And, after all, deeds will win 
them better than talk. They will be forced to fight on the same 
side as we, and most probably be glad of our help ; for if the 
mob attacks any one, it will begin with the Prefect.' 

' And then — Curse their shouting ! Let the soldiers once find 
our Amal at their head, and they will be ready to go with him a 
mile, where they meant to go a yard.' 

' The Groths will, and the Markmen, and those Dacians, and 
Thracians, or whatever the Romans call them. But 1 hardly 
trust the Huns.' 

' The curse of heaven on their pudding faces and pigs' eyes ! 
There will be no love lost between us. But there are not twenty 
of them scattered in different troops ; one of us can thrash three 
of them ; and they will be sure to side with the winning party. 
Beside, plunder, plunder, comrade ! When did you know a Hun 
turn back from that, even if he were only on the scent of a lump 
of tallow r 

* As for the Gauls and Latins,' .... went on Wulf, medita- 
tively, * they belong to any man who can pay them.' .... 

* Which we can do, like all wise genei*als, one penny out of 
our own pocket, and nine out of the enemy's. And the Amal is 
staunch 1 ' 

* Staunch as his own hounds, now there is something to be 
done on the spot. His heart was in the right place after all. I 
knew it all along. But he could never in his life see four-and- 
twenty hours before him. Even now, if that Pelagia gets him 
imder her spell again, he may throw down his sword, and fall as 
ilast asleep as ever.' 

* Never fear : we have settled her destiny for her, as far as 
that is concerned. Look at the mob before the door ! We musi 
get in by the postern-gate.' 

* Get in by the sewer, like a rat ! I go my own way. Draw, 
old hammer and tongs ! or run away ! ' 

* Not this time.' And sword in hand, the two marched into 
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the heart of the crowd, who gave way before them like a flock 
of sheep. 

* They know their intended shepherds already/ said Smid. 
But at that moment the crowd, seeing them about to enter the 
house, raised a yell of * Goths ! Heathens ! Barbarians !* and a 
rush from behind took place. 

* If you will have it, then ! ' said Wulf. And the two long 
bright blades flashed round and round their heads, redder and 

redder every time they swung aloft The old men never 

even checked their steady walk, and knocking at the gate, went 
in, leaving more than one lifeless corpse at the entrance. 

* We have put the coal in the thatch, now, with a vengeance,' 
said Smid, as they wiped their swords inside. 

* We have. Get me out a boat and half-a-dozen men, and I 
and Goderic will go round by the canal to the palace, and settle 
a thing or two with the guards.' 

* Why should not the Amal go, and ofier our help himself to 
the Prefect ? ' 

* What 1 Would you have him after that turn against the 
hound ? For troth and honour's sake, he must keep quiet in 
the matter.' 

* He will have no objection to keep quiet — trust him for 
that ! But don't forget Sagaman Moneybag, the best of all 
orators,' called Smid laughingly after him, as he went off to man 
the boat 



CHAPTEE XXV. 

SEEKING AFTER A SIQN. 

* TTTHAT answer has he sent back, father 1 ' asked Hypatia, 
YY a« Theon re-entered her chamber, after delivering that 

hapless letter to Philammon. 

' Insolent that he is ! he tore it to fragments and fled forth 

without a word.' 

* Let him go, and desert us like the rest, in our calamity ! ' 

* At least, we have the jewels.' 

* The jewels 1 Let them be returned to their owner. Shall 
we defile ourselves by taking them as wages for anything — 
above all, for that which is unperformed.' 

* But, my child, they were given to us freely. He bade me 
keep theni i and — and, to tell you the truth, I must keep them. 
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After this unfortunate failure, be Bure of it, every creditor we 
have will be clamouring for payment.* 

* Let them take our house and furniture, and sell us as slaves, 
then. Let them take all, provided we keep our virtue.' 

* Sell us as slaves 1 Are you mad 1 ' 

* Not quite mad yet, father,* answered she with a sad smile. 
* But how should we be worse than we are now, were we slaves ? 
Eaphael Aben-Ezra told me that he obeyed my precepts, when 
he went forth as a houseless beggar ; and shall I not have courage 
to obey them myself, if the need come 1 The thought of his 
endurance has shamed my luxury for this many a month. 
After all, what does the philosopher require but bread and 
water, and the clear brook in which to wash away the daily 
stains of his earthly prison house) Let what is fated come. 
Hypatia struggles with the stream no more ! ' 

' My daughter ! And have you given up all hope 1 So soon 
disheartened ! What ! Is this paltry accident to sweep away 
the purposes of years? Orestes remains still faithful. His 
guards have orders to garrison the house for as long as we shall 
require them.* 

* Send them away, then. I have done no wrong, and I fear 
no punishment* 

* You do not know the madness of the mob ; they are shouting 
your name in the streets already, in company with Pelagia's.* 

Hypatia shuddered. Her name in company with Pelagia*s 1 
And to this she had brought herself ! 

* I have deserved it ! I have sold myself to a lie and a dis- 
grace ! I have stooped to truckle, to intrigue ! I have bound 
myself to a sordid trickster ! Father ! never mention his name 
to me again ! I have leagued myself with the impure and the 
bloodthirsty, and I have my reward ! No more politics for 
Hypatia from henceforth, my father j no more orations and 
lectures ; no more pearls of Divine wisdom cast before swine. I 
have sinned in divulging the secrets of the Immortals to the 
mob. Let them follow their natures ! Fool that I was, to 
fancy that my speech, my plots, could raise them above that 
which the gods had made them !' 

* Then you give up our lectures % "Worse and worse ! We 
shall be ruined utterly ! * 

* We are ruined utterly already. Orestes 1 There is no help 
in him. I know the man too well, my father, not to know that 
he would give us up to-morrow to the fury of the Christians 
were his own base life — even his own baser office — in danger.* 

* Too true— too true ! \ fear,* said the poor old man, wringing 
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his hands in perplexity. ' What will become of us, — of yon, 
rather) What matter what happens to the useless old star- 
gazer ) Let him die ! To-day or next year is alike to him. 
But you, — you ! Let us escape by the canal. We may gather 
up enough, even without these jewels, which you refuse, to pay 
our voyage to Athens, and there we shall be safe with Plutarch ; 
he wiU welcome you — all Athens will welcome you — ^we will 
collect a fresh school — and you shall be Queen of Athens, as you 
have been Queen of Alexandria ! ' 

*No, father. What I know, henceforth I will know for 
myself only. Hypatia will be from this day alone with the 
Immortal Gods ! ' 

* You wiU not leave me % ' cried the old man, terrified. 

' Never on earth ! ' answered she, bursting into real human 
tears, and throwing herself on his bosom. * Never — never I 
father of my spirit as well as of my flesh ! — the parent who has 
trained me, taught me, educated my soul from the cradle to use 
her wings ! — the only human being who never misunderstood 
me — never thwarted me — never deceived me ! ' 

*' My priceless child ! And I have been the cause of your 
ruin!' 

* Not you ! — a thousand times not you ! I only am to blame ! 
I tampered with worldly politics. I tempted you on to fancy 
that I could effect what I so rashly undertook. Do not accuse 
yourself unless you wish to break my heart ! We can be happy 
together yet. — A palm-leaf hut in the desert^ dates from the 
grove, and water from the spring — the monk dares be miserable 
alone in such a dwelling, and cannot we dare to be happy 
together in it?' 

* Then you will escape 1 * 

* Not to-day. It were base to flee before danger comes. We 
must hold out at our post to the last moment, even if we dare 
not die at it like heroes. And to-morrow I go to the lecture- 
room, — to the beloved Museum, for the last time, to take fare- 
well of my pupils. Unworthy as they are, I owe it to myself 
and to philosophy to tell them why I leave them.' 

* It will be too dangerous — indeed it will I ' 

*I could take the guards with me, then. And yet — ^no. 
.... They shall never have occasion to impute fear to the 
philosopher. Let them see her go forth as usual on her errand, 
strong in the courage of innocence, secure in the protection of 
the gods. So, perhaps, some sacred awe, some suspicion of hor 
divineness, may fall on them at last.' 

* I must go with you.' 
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* No, I go alone. You might incur danger where I am safe. 
After all, I am a woman .... And, fierce as they are, they 
will not dare to harm me.' 

The old man shook his head. 

'Look now,' she said smilingly, laying her hands on his 
shoulders, and looking into his face . . . . ' You tell me that 
I am heautiful, you know ; and heauty will tame the lion. Do 
you not think that this face might disarm even a monk ) ' 

And she laughed and blushed so sweetly, that the old man 
forgot his fears, as she intended that he should, and kissed her, 
and went his way for the time being, to command all manner of 
hospitalities to the soldiers, whom he prudently determined to 
keep in his house as long as he could make them stay there ; 
in pursuance of which wise purpose he contrived not to see a 
great deal of pleasant flirtation between his valiant defenders 
and Hypatia's maids, who, by no means so prudish as their 
mistress, welcomed as a rare boon from heaven an afternoon's 
chat with twenty tall men of war. 

So they jested and laughed below, while old Theon, having 
brought out the very best old wine, and actually proposed in 
person, by way of mending matters, the health of flie Emperor 
of Africa, locked himself into the library, and comforted his 
troubled soul with a tough problem of astronomy, which had 
been haunting him the whole day, even in the theatre itselfl 
But Hypatia sat still in her chamber, her face buried in her 
hands, her heart full of many thoughts, her eyes of tears. She 
had smiled away her Other's fears ; she could not smile away 
her own. 

She felt, she hardly knew why, but she felt as clearly as if a 
god had proclaimed it to her bodily ears, that the crisis of her 
life was come; that her political and active career was over, 
and that she must now be content to be for herself and in 
herself alone, all that she was, or might become. The world 
might be regenerated : but not in her day ; — the gods restored ; 
but not by her. It was a fearful discovery, — and yet hardly a 
discovery. Her heart had told her for years that she was 
hoping against hope, — that she was struggling against a stream 
too mighty for her. And now the moment had come when she 
must either be swept helpless down the current, or, by one 
desperate effort^ win firm land, and let the tide roll on its own 
way henceforth .... Its own way 1 . . . . Not the way of the 
gods, at least; for it was sweeping their names from oflf the 
earth. What if they did not care to be known ? What if 
they were weary of worship and reverence from mortal men, 
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and, self-sufficing in their own perfect bliss, recked nothing for 
the weal or woe of earth ? Must it not be so ? Had she not 
proof of it in everything which she beheld) What did Isis 
care for her Alexandria) What did Athene care for her 
Athens 1 . . . . And yet Homer and Hesiod, and those old 
Orphic singers, were of another mind. .... Whence got they 
that strange fancy of gods counselling, warring, intermarrying, 
with mankind, as with some kindred tribe 1 

* Zeus, father of gods and men.* .... Those were words of 
hope and comfort. .... But were they true) Father of 
men 1 Impossible ! — not father of Pelagia, surely. Not father 
of the base, the foul, the ignorant. .... Father of heroic 
souls, only, the poets must have meant. .... But where were 
the heroic souls now) Was she one) If so, why was she 
deserted by the upper powers in her utter need) Was the 
heroic race indeed extinct ) Was she merely assuming, in her 
self-conceit, an honour to which she had no claim ) Or was it 
all a dream of these old singers ) Had they, as some bold 
philosophers had said, invented gods in their own likeness, and 
palmed off on the awe and admiration of men their own fair 
phantoms ) .... It must be so. If there were gods, to know 
them was the highest bliss of man. Then would they not 
teach men of themselves, unveil their own loveliness to a 
chosen few, even for the sake of their own honour, if not, as 
she had dreamed once, from love to those who bore a kindred 
flame to theirs ) . . . . What if there were no gods ) What if 
the stream of fate, which was sweeping away their names, were 
the only real power ) What if that old Pyrrhonic notion were 
the true solution of the problem of the Universe) What if 
there were no centre, no order, no rest, no goal — ^but only a 
perpetual flux, a down-rushing change ) And before her dizzy- 
ing brain and heart arose that awful vision of Lucretius, of 
the homeless Universe falling, falling, falling, for ever from 
no whence toward no whither through the unending ages, by 
causeless and unceasing gravitation, while the changes and 
eflforts of all mortal things were but the jostling of the dust- 
atoms amid the everlasting storm. .... 

It could not be ! There was a truth, a virtue, a beauty, a 
nobleness, which could never change, but which were absolute, 
the same for ever. The God given instinct of her woman's 
heart rebelled against her intellect, and, in the name of God, 

denied its lie Yes, — there was virtue, beauty. .... 

And, yet — might not they, too, be accidents of that enchant- 
ment, which man calls mortal life; temporary and mutable 
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accidents of consciousness ; brilliant sparks, struck out by the 
clashing of the dust-atoms ? Who could tell 1 

There were those once who could telL Did not Plotinus 
speak of a direct mystic intuition of the Deity, an enthusiasm 
without passion, a still intoxication of the soul, in which she 
rose above life, thought, reason, herself, to that which she 
contemplated, the absolute and first One, and united herself 
with that One, or, rather, became aware of that union which 
had existed from the first moment in which she emanated 
fix)m the One 1 Six times in a life of sixty years had Plotinus 
risen to that height of mystic union, and known himself to be a 
part of God. Once had Porphyry attained the same glory. 
Hypatia, though often attempting, had never yet succeeded in 
attaining to any distinct vision of a being external to herself ; 
though practice, a firm will, and a powerful imagination, had 
long since made her an adept in producing, almost at will, that 
mysterious trance, which was the preliminary step to super- 
natural vision. But her delight in the brilliant^ and, as she 
held, divine imaginations, in which at such times she revelled, 
had been always checked and chilled by the knowledge that, 
in such matters, hundreds inferior to her in intellect and in 
learning, — ay, saddest of all, Christian monks and nuns, boasted 
themselves her equals, — indeed, if their own account of their 
visions was to be believed, her superiors — ^by the same methods 
which she employed. For by celibacy, rigorous fasts, perfect 
bodily quiescence, and intense contemplation of one thought, 
they, too, pretended to be able to rise above the body into the 
heavenly regions, and to behold things unspeakable, which, 
nevertheless, like most other unspeakable things, contrived to 

be most carefully detailed and noised abroad And it 

was with a half feeling of shame that she prepared herself that 
afternoon for one more, perhaps one last attempt, to scale the 
heavens, as she recollected how many an illiterate monk and 
nun, from Constantinople to the Thebaid, was probably em- 
ployed at that moment exactly as she was. Still, the attempt 
must be made. In that terrible abyss of doubt, she must have 
something palpable, real j something beyond her own thoughts, 
and hopes, and speculations, whereon to rest her weary faith, 
her weary heart. .... Perhaps this time, at least, in her 
extremest need, a god might vouchsafe some glimpse of his own 

beauty Athene might pity at last Or, if not 

Athene, some archetype, angel, demon. .... And then she 
shuddered at the thought of those evil and deceiving spirits, 
wUose delight it was to delude and tempt the votaries of the 
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gods, in the fonns of angels of light But even in the face of 
that danger, she must make the trial once again. Was she not 
pure and spotless as Athene's self? Would not her innate 
purity enable her to discern, by an instinctive antipathy, those 
foul beings beneath the fairest mask 1 At least, she must make 
the trial 

And so, with a look of intense humility, she began to lay 
aside her jewels and her upper robes. Then, baring her bosom 
and her feet, and shaking her golden tresses loose, she laid her- 
self down upon the couch, crossed her hands upon her breast, 
and, with upturned ecstatic eyes, waited for that which might 
befall. 

There she lay, hour after hour, as her eye gradually kindled, 
her bosom heaved, her breath came faat : but there was no 
more sign of life in those straight still limbs, and listless feet 
and hands, than in Pygmalion's ivory bride, before she bloomed 
into human flesh and blood. The sun sank towards his rest ; 
the roar of the city grew louder and louder without; the 
soldiers revelled and laughed below : but every sound passed 
through unconscious ears, and went its way unheeded. Faith, 
hope, reason itself were staked upon the result of that daring 
eflfort to scale the highest heaven. And, by one continuous 
effort of her practised will, which reached its highest virtue, as 
mystics hold, in its own suicide, she chained down her senses 
from every sight and sound, and even her mind from every 
thought, and lay utterly self-resigned, self-emptied, till con- 
sciousness of time and place had vanished, and she seemed to 
herself alone in the abyss. 

She dared not reflect, she dared not hope, she dared not 

rejoice, lest she should break the spell Again and again 

had she broken it at this very point, by some sudden and 

tumultuous yielding to her own joy or awe ; but now her will 

held firm She did not feel her own limbs, hear her own 

breath A light bright mist, an endless network of 

glittering films, coming, going, uniting, resolving themselves, 

was above her and around her Was she in the body or 

out of the body 1 . . . . 

# ♦ ♦ ♦ « 

The network feded into an abyss of still clear light .... 
A still warm atmosphere was around her, thrilling through and 

flirough her She breathed the light, and floated in it, 

as a mote in the midday beam And still her will held 

firm. ♦ # * ♦ ♦ 

Far away, miles, and 8Bons, and abysses away, through the 
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interminable depths of glory, a dark and shadowy spot It 

neared and grew A dark globe, ringed with rainbows. 

.... What might it be? She dared not hope It 

came nearer, nearer, nearer, touched her. .... The centre 

quivered, flickered, took form — a face A god's 1 No — 

Pelagia's. 

Beautiful, sad, craving, reproachful, indignant, awful 

Hypatia could bear no more ; and sprang to her feet with a 
shriek, to experience in its full bitterness the fearful revulsion 
of the mystic, when the human reason and will which he has 
spumed reassert their God-given rights ; and after the intoxi- 
cation of the imagination, comes its prostration and collapse. 

And this, then, was the answer of the gods ! The phantom 
of her whom she had despised, exposed, spurned from her! 
* Ko, not their answer — the answer of my own soul ! Fool 
that I have been ! I have been exerting my will most while I 
pretended to resign it most ! I have been the slave of every 
mental desire, while I tried to trample on them ! What if that 
network of light, that blaze, that globe of darkness, have been, 
like the face of Pelagia, the phantoms of my own imagination — 
ay, even of my own senses ? What if I have mistaken for 
Deity my own self ? What if I have been my own light, my 
own abyss] .... Am I not my own abyss, my own lights 
my own darkness 1 ' And she smiled bitterly as she said it, and 
throwing herself again upon the couch, buried her head in her 
hands, exhausted equally in body and in mind. 

At last she rose, and sat, careless of her dishevelled locks, 
gazing out into vacancy. * Oh, for a sign, for a token ! Oh, 
for the golden days of which the poets sang, when gods walked 
among men, fought by their side as friends ! And yet .... 
are those old stories credible, pious, even modest? Does not 
my heart revolt from them ? Who has shared more than I in 
Plato*s contempt for the foul deeds, the degrading transforma- 
tions, which Homer imputes to the gods of Greece? Must I 
believe them now ? Must I stoop to think that gods, who live 
in a region above all sense, will deign to make themselves 
palpable to those senses of ours which are whole soons of exist- 
ence below them ? — degrade themselves to the base accidents of 
matter ? Yes I That, rather than nothing ! .... Be it even 
so. Better, better, better, to believe that Ares fled shrieking 
and wounded from a moi*tal man — better to believe in Zeus's 
adulteries and Hermes* thefts — than to believe that gods have 
never spoken face to face with men ! Let me think, lest I go 
mad, that beings from that unseen world for which I hunger 
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have appeared) and held communion with mankind, such as no 
reason nor sense could doubt — even though those beings were 
more capricious and baser than ourselves ! Is there, after all, an 
unseen world 1 Oh, for a sign, a sign ! ' 

Haggard and dizzy, she wandered into her * chamber of the 
gods ;* a collection of antiquities, which she kept there rather 
as matters of taste than of worship. All around her they 
looked out into vacancy with their white soulless eyeballs, theii 
dead motionless beauty, those cold dreams of the buried gene- 
rations. Oh that they could speak, and set her heart at rest ! 
At the lower end of the room stood a Pallas, completely 
armed with segis, spear, and helmet; a gem of Athenian 
sculpture, which she had bought from some merchants after the 
sack of Athens by the Goths. There it stood, severely fair; 
but the right hand, alas! was gone; and there the maimed 
arm remained extended, as if in sad mockery of the faith of 
which the body remained, while the power was dead and 
vanished. 

She gazed long and passionately on the image of her favourite 
goddess, the ideal to which she had longed for years to assimi- 
late herself; till — was it a dream ? was it a frolic of the dying 
sunlight? or did those lips really bend themselves into a 
smile? 

Impossible ! No, not impossible. Had not, only a few years 
before, the image of Hecate smiled on a philosopher? Were 
there not stories of moving images, and winking pictures, and 
aU the material miracles by which a dying faith strives despe- 
rately — not to deceive others — but to persuade itself of its own 
sanity ? It had been — it might be — it was ! — 

No ! there the lips were, as they had been from the begin- 
ning, closed upon each other in that stony self-collected calm, 
which was only not a sneer. The wonder, if it was one, had 
passed : and now — did her eyes play her false, or were the 
snakes round that Medusa's head upon the shield all writhing, 
grinning, glaring at her with stony eyes, longing to stiffen her 
with terror into their own likeness ? 

No I that, too, passed. "Would that even it had stayed, for 
it would have been a sign of life ! She looked up at the face 
once more : but in vain — ^the stone was stone ; and ere she was 
aware, she found herself clasping passionately the knees of the 
marble. 

* Athene ! Pallas ! Adored ! Ever Virgin ! Absolute reason, 
springing unbegotten from the nameless One ! Hear me 1 
Athene ! Have mercy on me ! Speak, if it be to curse me ! 
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Thou who alone wieldest the lightnings of thy father, wield 
them to strike me dead, if thou wilt; only do something! — 
something to prove thine own existence — something to make 
me sure that anything exists beside this gross miserable matter, 
and my miserable soul. I stand alone in the centre of the 
universe ! I fall and sicken down the abyss of ignorance, and 
doubt, and boimdless blank and darkness ! Oh, have meroy ! 
I know that thou art not this ! Thou art everywhere and in 
all things ! But I know that this is a form which pleases thee, 
which symbolizes thy nobleness! I know that thou hast 
deigned to speak to those who — Oh ! what do I know ? 
Nothing ! nothing ! nothing ! * 

And she clung there, bedewing with scalding tears the cold 
feet of the image, while there was neither sign, nor voice, nor 
any that answered. 

On a sudden she was startled by a rustling near j and, looking 
round, saw close behind her the old Jewess. 

* Cry aloud ! * hissed the hag, in a tone of bitter scorn ; * Cry 
aloud, for she is a goddess. Either she is talking, or pursuing, 
or she is on a journey : or perhaps she has grown old, as we idl 
shall do some day, my pretty lady, and is too cross and lazy to 
stir. What ! her naughty doll will not speak to her, will it 
not 1 or even open its eyes, because the wires are grown rusty ? 
Well, we will find a new doll for her, if she chooses.' 

* Begone, hag ! What do you mean by intruding here % ' said 
Hypatia, springing up ; but the old woman went on coolly — 

* Why not try the fair young gentleman over there % * pointing 
to a copy of the Apollo which we call Belvedere — * What is his 
name ? Old maids are always cross and jealous, you know. But 
he — he could not be cruel to such a sweet face as that. Try 
the fair young lad ! Or, perhaps, if you are bashful, the old 
Jewess might try him for youi* 

These last words were spoken with so marked a significance, 
that Hypatia, in spite of her disgust, found herself asking the 
hag what she meant. She made no answer for a few seconds, 
but remained looking steadily into her eyes with a glance of 
fire, before which even the proud Hypatia, as she had done once 
before, quailed utterly, so deep was the understanding, so dogged 
the purpose, so fearless the power, which burned within those 
withered and sunken sockets. 

* Shall the old witch call him up, the fair young Apollo, with 
the beauty-bloom upon his chini He shall come! He shall 
come 1 I warrant him he must come, civilly enough when old 
Miriam's finger is once held up.' 
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* To you ? Apollo, the god of light, obey a Jewess % * 
'A Jewess) And you a Greek?' almost yelled the old 
woman. *And who are you who aski And who are your 
gods, your heroes, your devils, you children of yesterday, com- 
pared with usi You, who were a set of half-naked savages 
squabbling about the siege of Troy, when our Solomon, amid 
splendours such as Rome and Constantinople never saw, was 
controlling demons and ghosts, angels and archangels, princi- 
palities and powers, by the ineflfable name 1 What science have 
you that you have not stolen from the Egyptians and Chaldees 1 
And what had the Egyptians which Moses did not teach them 1 
And what have the Chaldees which Daniel did not teach them 1 
What does the world know but from us, the fathers and the 
masters of magic — us, the lords of the inner secrets of the uni- 
verse ! Come, you Greek baby — as the priests in Egypt said 
of your forefathers, always children, craving for a new toy, and 
throwing it away next day — come to the fountain-head of all 
your paltry wisdom ! Name what you will see, and you shall 
see it ! ' 

Hypatia was cowed ; for of one thing there was no doubt — 
that the woman utterly believed her own words ; and that was 
a state of mind of which she had seen so little, that it was no 
wonder if it acted on her with that overpowering sympathetic 
force, with which it generally does, and perhaps ought to, act on 
the human heart. Besides, her school had always looked to 
the ancient nations of the East for the primaeval founts of inspi- 
ration, the mysterious lore of mightier races long gone by. 
Might she not have found it now ? 

The Jewess saw her advantage in a moment, and ran on, 
without giving her time to answer — 

* What sort shall it be, then 1 By glass and water, or by the 
moonlight on the wall, or by the sieve, or by the meaU By 
the cymbals, or by the stars ? By the table of the twenty-four 
elements, by which the empire was promised to Theodosius the 
Great, or by the sacred counters of the Assyrians, or by the 
sapphire of the Hecatic sphere 1 Shall I threaten, as the Egyp- 
tian priests used to do, to tear Osiris again in pieces, or to 
divulge the mysteries of Isis ? I could do so, if I chose ; for I 
know them all and more. Or shall I use the ineffable name 
oil Solomon's seal, which we alone, of all the nations of the 
earth know ] No ; it would be a pity to waste that upon a 
heathen. It shall be by the sacred wafer. Look here ! — 
here they are, the wonder-working atomies ! Eat no food this 
day, except one of these every three hours, and some to me to- 
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night at the "house of your porter, Eudffimon, bringing with you 
the black agate ; and then — why then, what you have the heart 
to see, you shall see ! ' 

Hypatia took the wafers, hesitating — 

* But what are they ? ' 

* And you profess to explain Homer ? Whom did I hear the 
other morning lecturing away so glibly on the nepenthe which 
Helen gave the heroes, to fill them with the spirit of joy 
and love; how it was an allegory of the inward inspiration 
which flows from spiritual beauty, and all that 1 — pretty enough, 
fair lady ; but the question still remains, what was it ? and I say 
it was this. Take it and try j and then confess, that while you 
can talk about Helen, I can act her ; and know a little moie 
about Homer than you do, after alL' 

* I cannot believe you ! Give me some sign of your power, 
or how can 1 trust you V 

*A sign? — ^A signl Kneel down then there, with your 
face toward the north; you are over tall for the poor old 
cripple ! * 

* I ? I never knelt to human being.' 

*Then consider that you kneel to the handsome idol there, 
if you will — ^but kneel I ' 

And constrained by that glittering eye, Hypatia knelt before 
her. 

*Have you faith? Have you desire? Will you submit? 
Will you obey ? Self-will and pride see nothing, know nothing. 
If you do not give up yourself, neither God nor devil will care 
to approach. Do you submit?' 

* I do ! I do 1 * cried poor Hypatia, in an agony of curiosity 
and self-distrust, while she felt her eye quailing and her limbs 
loosening more and more every moment under that intolerable 
fascination. 

The old woman drew from her bosom a crystal, and placed 
the point against Hypatia*s breast A cold shiver ran tlm)ugh 

her The witch waved her hands mysteriously round 

her head, muttering from time to time, * Down I down, proud 
spirit ! ' and then placed the tips of her skinny fingers on the 
victim's forehead. Gradually her eyelids became heavy ; again 
and again she tried to raise them, and dropped them again 
before those fixed glaring eyes .... and in another moment 
she lost consciousness 

When she awoke, she was kneeling in a distant part of the 
room, with dishevelled hair and garments. What was it so 
cold that she was clasping in her arms? The feet of the 
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Aj^Uo I The hag stood by her, chuckling to herself and clap- 
pir.g her hands. 

* How came I here t What have I been doing 1 ' 

* Sajring such pretty things ! — spaying the fair youth there 
such compliments, as he will not be rude enough to forget in 
his visit to-night. A channing prophetic trance you have had ; 
Ah, ha ! you are not the only woman who is wiser asleep than 
awsJce! Well, you will make a very pretty Cassandra — or a 
Clytia, if you have the sense. .... It lies with you, my fair 
lady. Are you satisfied now % Will you have any more signs I 
Shall the old Jewess blast those blue eyes blind to show that she 
knows more than the heathen ? * 

* Oh, I believe you — I believe,* cried the poor exhausted 
maiden. * I will come ; and yet ' 

* Ah ! yes I You had better settle first how he shall appear.* 

* As he wills ! — let him only come ! Only let me know 
that he is a god. Abamnon said that gods appeared in a clear, 
steady, unbearable light, amid a choir of all the lesser deities, 
archangels, principalities, and heroes, who derive their life from 
them.' 

* Abamnon was an old fool, then. Do you think young Phoe- 
bus ran after Daphne with such a mob at his heels 1 or that 
Jove, when he swam up to Leda, headed a whole Nile-flock oi 
ducks, and plover, and curlews 1 No, he shaU come alone — to 
you alone ; and then you may choose for yourself between Cas- 
sandra and Clytia FareweU. Do not forget your wafers, 

or the agate either, and talk with no one between now and 
sunset. And then — my pretty lady ! ' 

And laughing to herself, the old hag glided from the room. 

Hypatia sat trembling with shame and dread. She, as a 
disciple of the more purely spiritualistic school of Porphyry, 
had always looked with aversion, with all but contempt, on 
those theurgic arts which were so much lauded and employed 
by lamblicus, Abamnon, and those who clung lovingly to the 
old priestly rites of Egypt and Chaldaea. Thoy had seemed to 
her vulgar toys, tricks of legerdemain, suited only for the wonder 

of the mob She began to think of them with more favour 

now. How did she know that tiie vulgar did not require signs 
and wonders to make them believe K . . . . How, indeed ? for 
did she not want such herseK? And she opened Abamnon 'a 
famous letter to Porphyry, and- read earnestly over, for the 
twentieth time, his subtle justification of magic, and felt it to 
be unanswerable. Magic ? What was not magical % The whole 
universe, from the planets over her head to. the meanest pebble 
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at her feet, was utterly mysterious, ineffable, nuraculous, influ* 
encing and influenced by affinities and repulsions as unexpected^ 
as unfathomable, as those which, as Abamnon said, drew the 
gods towards those sounds, those objects, which, either in form, 
or colour, or chemical properties, were symbolic of, or akin to, 
themselves. What wonder in it, after all ? Was not love and 
hatred, sympathy and antipathy, the law of the universe t Phi- 
losophers, when they gave mechanical explanations of natural 
phenomena, came no nearer to the real solution of them. The 

mysterious 'Whyl* remained untouched All their analyses 

could only darken with big words the plain fact that the water 
hated the oil with which it refused to mix, the lime loved the 
acid which it eagerly received into itself, and, like a lover, grew 
warm with the rapture of affection. Why noti What right 
had we to deny sensation, emotion, to them, any more than to 
ourselves ? Was not the same universal spirit stirring in them 
as in us ) And was it not by virtue of that spirit that we 
thought, and felt, and loved 1 — Then why not they, as well as 
we 1 If the one spirit permeated all things, if its all- energizing 
presence linked the flower with the crystal as well as with the 
demon and the god, must it not link together also the two 
extremes of the great chain of being ? bind even the nameless 
One itself to the smallest creature which bore its creative 
impress] What greater miracle in the attraction of a god or 
an angel, by material incense, symbols, and spells, than in the 
attraction of one soul to another by the material sounds of the 
human voice] Was the affinity between spirit and matter 
implied in that, more miraculous than the affinity between the 
soul and the body? — than the retention of that soul within 
that body by the breathing of material air, the eating of mate- 
rial food ? Or even, if the physicists were right, and the soul 
were but a material product or energy of the nerves, and the 
sole law of the universe the laws of matter, then was not magic 
even more probable, more rational 1 Was it not fair by every 
analogy to suppose that there might be other, higher beings 
than ourselves, obedient to those laws, and therefore possible to 
be attracted, even as human beings were, by the baits of mate- 
rial sights and soimds? .... If spirit pervaded all things, 
then was magic probable ; if nothing but matter had existence, 
magic was morally certain. All that remained in either case 
was the test of experience. .... And had not that test been 
applied in every age, and asserted to succeed? What more 
rational, more philosophic, action than to try herself those 
methods and ceremonies which she was assured on every hand 
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had never failed bat tlirougli the ignorance or unfitness of the 

neophyte ) . . . . Abamnon must be right She dared 

not think him wrong : for if this last hope failed, what was 
there left but to eat and drink, for to-morrow we die ! 



CHAPTER XXVL 
hiaiam's plot. 

HE who has worshipped a woman, even against his will and 
conscience, knows well how storm may follow storm, and 
earthquake earthquake, before his idol be utterly overthrown. 
And so Philammon found that evening, as he sat pondering 
over the strange chances of the day ; for, as he pondered, his 
old feelings towards Hypatia began, in spite of the struggles 
of his conscience and reason, to revive within him. Not only 
pure love of her great loveliness, the righteous instinct which 
bids us welcome and honour beauty, whether in man or woman, 
as something of real worth — divine, heavenly, ay, though we 
know not how, in a most deep sense eternal; which makes 
our reason give the lie to all merely logical and sentimental 
maunderings of moralists about * the fleeting hues of this our 
painted clay;* telling men, as the old Hebrew Scriptures tell 
them, that physical beauty is the deepest of all spiritual sym- 
bols ; and that though beauty without discretion be the jewel 
of gold in the swine's snout, yet the jewel of gold it is still, 
the sacrament of an inward beauty, which ought to be, perhaps 
hereafter may be, fulfilled in spirit and in truth. Not only 
this, which whispered to him — and who shall say that the 
whisper was of the earth, or of the lower world 1—* She is 
too beautiful to be utterly evil;' but the very defect in her 
creed which he had just discovered, drew him towards her 
again. She had no Gospel for the Magdalene, because she was 

a Pagan That, then, was the fault of her Paganism, not 

of herself. She felt for Polagia : but even if she had not, was 
not that, too, the fault of her Paganism? And for that 
Paganism who was to be blamed] She? .... Was he the 
man to affirm that? Had he not seen scandals, stupidities, 
brutalities, enough to shake even his faith, educated a Chris- 
tian? How much more excuse for her, more delicate, more 
acute, more lofty than he ; the child, too, of a heathen father % 
Her perfections, were they not her own ? — her defects, those of 

Y 2 
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her circumstances t .... And had she not welcomed him, 
guarded him, taught him, honoured himt .... Could he 
turn against her? — ^above all now in her distress — ^perhaps her 
danger 1 Was he not bound to her, if by nothing else, by 
gratitude ! Was not he, of all men, bound to believe that all 
she required to make her perfect was conversion to the true 
faith 1 .... And that first dream of converting her arose 
almost as bright as ever. .... Then he was checked by the 

thought of his first utter fiEdlure At least, if he could 

not convert her, he could love her, pray for her. .... No, 
he could not even do that ; for to whom could he pray 1 He 
had to repent, to be forgiven, to humble himself by penitence, 
perhaps for years, ere he could hope to be heard even for 

himself, much less for another And so backwards and 

forwards swayed his hope and purpose, till he was roused from 
his meditation by the voice of the little porter, summoning him 
to his evening meal ; and recollecting, for the first time, that he 
had tasted no food that day, he went down, half-unwillingly, 
and ate. 

But as he, the porter, and his negro wife were sitting silently 
and sadly enough together, Miriam came in, apparently in high 
good humour, and lingered a moment on her way to her own 
apartments up stairs. 

*Eh? At supper 1 And nothing but lentils and water- 
melons, when the flesh-pots of Egypt have been famous any 
time these two thousand years. Ah! but times are changed 
since then ! . . . . You have worn out the old Hebrew hints, 
you miserable Grentiles you, and got a Caesar instead of a< 
Joseph ! Hist, you hussies ! * cried she to the girls up stairs, 
clapping her hands loudly. * Hero ! bring us down one of those 
roast chickens, and a bottle of the wine of wines — the wine with 
the green seal, you careless daughters of Midian, you, with 
your wits running on the men, 1*11 warrant, every minute 
Tve been out of the house ! Ah, you'll smart for it some 
day — ^you'll smart for it some day, you daughters of Adam's 
first wife ! ' 

Down came, by the hands of one of the Syrian slave-girls, the 
fowl and the wine. 

* There, now ; we'll all sup. together. Wine, that maketh 
glad the heart of man I — Youth, you were a monk once, so you 
have read all about that, eh ? and about the best wine which 
goes down sweetly, causing the lips of them that are asleep to 
speak. And rare wine it was, I warrant, which the blessed 
Solomon had in his little country cellar up there in Lebanon, 
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"We'll try if this is not a very fair substitute for it, though. 
Gome, my little man-monkey, drink and forget your sorrow ! 
You shall be temple- sweeper to Beelzebub yet, I promise you. 
Look at it there, creaming and curdling, the darling ! purring 
like a cat at the very thought of touching human lips ! As 
sweet as honey, as strong as fire, as clear as amber ! Drink, ye 
children of Gehenna ; and make good use of the little time that 
is left you between this and the unquenchable fire ! ' 

And tossing a cup of it down her own throat, as if it had been 
water, she watched her companions with a meaning look, as they 
drank. 

The. little porter followed her example gallantly. Philammon 
looked, and longed, and sipped blushingly and bashfully, and 
tried to fancy that he did not care for it ; and sipped again, 
being willing enough to forget his sorrow also for a moment ; 
the negress refused with fear and trembling — ^ She had a vow 
on her/ 

* Satan possess you and your vow ! Drink, you coal out of 
Tophet ! Do you think it is poisoned ? You, the only creature 
in the world that I should not enjoy ill using, because every one 
else iU-uses you already without my help ! Drink, I say, or I'll 
turn you pea-green from head to foot ! ' 

The negress put the cup to her lips, and contrived, for her 
own reasons, to spill the contents unobserved. 

'A very fine lecture that of the Lady Hypatia's the other 
morning, on Helen's nepenthe,' quoth the little porter, grow- 
ing philosophic as the wine-fumes rose. * Such a power of 
extracting the cold water of philosophy out of the bottomless 
pit of Mythus, I never did hear. Did you ever, my Philam- 
monidion 1 ' 

' Aha ! she and I were talking about that half-an-hour ago,* 
said Miriam. 

' What I have you seen her 1 ' asked Philammon, with a 
flutter of the heart. 

* If you mean, did she mention you, — ^why, then, yes ! ' 
'How?— how r 

'Talked of a young Phoebus Apollo — ^without mentioning 
names, certainly, but in the most sensible, and practical, and 
hopeful way — the wisest speech that I have heard from her 
this twelvemonth.' 

Philammon blushed scarlet. 

* And that,' thought he, * in spite of what passed this moni- 
bg ! — Why, what is the matter with our host ] ' 

* He has taken Solomon's advice, and forgotten his sorrow/ 
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And so, indeed, lie had; for he was sleeping sweetly, with 
open lacklustre eyes, and a maudlin smile at the ceiling ; while 
the negress, with her head fallen on her chest, seemed equally 
uncoiLScious of their presence. 

* We'll see,* quoth Miriam ; and taking up the lamp, she held 
the flame unceremoniously to the arm of each of them ; but 
neither winced nor stirred. 

* Surely your wine is not drugged ? * said PhUammon, in 
trepidation. 

* Why not 1 What has made them beasts, may make us 
angels. You seem none the less lively for it ! Do 1 1 ' 

* But drugged wine ? ' 

*Why noti The same who made wine made poppy-juice. 
Both will make man happy. Why not use both ? * 

* It is poison ! ' 

'It is the nepenthe, as I told Hypatia, whereof she was 
twaddling mysticism, this morning. Drink, child, drink! I 
have no mind to put you to sleep to-night ! I want to make a 
man of you, or rather, to see whether you are one 1 * 

And she drained another cup, and then went on, half talking 
to herself, — 

' Ay, it is poison ; and music is poison ; and woman is poison, 
according to the new creed. Pagan and Christian ; and wine will 
be poison, and meat will be poison, some day; and we shall 
have a world full of mad Nebuchadnezzars, eating grass like oxen. 
It is poisonous, and brutal, and devilish, to be a man, and not 
a monk, and an eunuch, and a dry branch. You are all in 
the same lie. Christians and philosophers, Cyril and Hypatia ! 

Don't interrupt me, but drink, young fool! ^Ay, and the 

only man who keeps his manhood, the only man who is not 
ashamed to be what God has made him, is your Jew. You 
will find yourselves in want of him after all, some day, you 
besotted Gentiles, to bring you back to common sense and 
common manhood. — In want of him and his grand old books, 
which you despise while you make idols of them, about Abraham, 
and Jacob, and Moses, and David, and Solomon, whom you call 
saints, you miserable hypocrites, though they did what you are 
too dainty to do, and had their wives and their children, and 
thanked God for a beautiful woman, as Adam did before them, 
and their sons do after them — Drink, I say — and believed that 
God had really made the world, and not the devil, and had 
given them the lordship over it, as you wiU find out to your 
cost some day ! * 

Philammon heard, and could not answer ; and on she ramblecL 
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*And music, tool Our priests were not afraid of sackbut 
and psaltery, dulcimer and trumpet, in the house of the Lord ; 
for they knew who had given them the cunning to make them. 
Our prophets were not afraid of calling for music, when they 
wished to prophesy, and letting it soften and raise their 
souls, and open and quicken them till they saw into the inner 
harmony of things, and beheld the future in the present; for 
they knew who made the melody and harmony, and made ^em 
the outward symbols of the inward song which runs through 
sun and stars, storm and tempest, fulfilling His word — ^in that 
these sham philosophers the heathen are wiser than those 
Christian monks. Try it ! — try it ! Come with me ! Leave 
these sleepers here, and come to my rooms. You long to be 
as wise as Solomon. Then get at wisdom as Solomon did, and 
give your heart first to know folly and madness. .... You 
have read the Book of the Preacher 1 ' 

Poor Philammon 1 He was no longer master of himself. The 
arguments — the wine — the terrible spell of the old woman's 
voice and eye, and the strong overpowering will which showed 
out through them, dragged him along in spite of himsel£ As 
if in a dream, he followed her up the stairs. 

* There, throw away that stupid, ugly, shapeless, philosopher's 
cloak. So 1 You have on the white tunic I gave you 1 And 
now you look as a human being should. And you have been 
to the baths to-day ? Well — you have the comfort of feeling 
now like other people, and having that alabaster skin as white 
as it was created, instead of being tanned like a brute's hide. 
Drink, I say 1 Ay — what was that face, that figure made for % 
Bring a mirror here, hussy I There, look in that, and judge 
for yourself? Were those lips rounded for nothing? Why 
were those eyes set in your head, and made to sparkle bright as 
jewels, sweet as mountain honey ? Why were those curls laid 
ready for soft fingers to twine themselves among them, and 
look all the whiter among the glossy black knots ? Judge for 
yourself 1 ' 

Alas ! poor Philammon ! 

'And after all,' thought he, 'is it not true, as well as 
pleasant ? ' 

' Sing to the poor boy, girls ! — sing to him ! and teach him 
for the first time in his little ignorant life, the old road to 
inspiration 1 ' 

One of the slave-girls sat down on the divan, and took up 
a double flute ; while the other rose, and accompanying the 
plaintive dreamy air with a slow dance, and delicate twinklings 



Digitized by 



Googk 



328 urFATij, [ciLAP. 

of her silver armlets and anklets, and the sistnim which she 
held aloft, she floated gracefully round and round the floor, and 
sang — 

Why were we born, but for bliss ? 

Why are we ripo, but to fall ? 
Dream not that duty can bar thee from beauty, 
Like water and simshine, the heir-loom of all. 

Lips were made only to kiss ; 

Hands were made only to toy ; 
Eyes were made only to lure on the lonely, 
Tne longing, the loving, and drown them in joy ! 

Alas, for poor PhDammon ! And yet no ! The very poison 
brought with it its own antidote ; and, shaking off by one strong 
effort of will the spell of the music and the wine, he sprang to 
his feet. .... 

* Never ! If love means no more than that — if it is to be a 
mere delicate self-indulgence, worse than the brute's, because it 
requires the prostration of nobler faculties, and a selfishness 
the more huge in proportion to the greatness of the soul which 
is crushed inward by it — then I will have none of it ! I have 
had my dream — ^yes 1 but it was of one who should be at one© 
my teacher and my pupil, my debtor and my queen— who should 
lean on me, and yet support me— supply my defects, although 
with lesser light, as the old moon fills up the circle of the new 
— labour with me side by side in some great work — ^rising 
with me for ever as I rose : and this is the base substitute ! 
iNever ! ' 

Whether or not this was unconsciously forced into words by 
the vehemence of his passion, or whether the old Jewess heard, 
or pretended to hear, a footstep coming up the stair, she at all 
events sprang instantly to her feet 

* Hist ! Silence, girls ! I hear a visitor. What mad maiden 
has come to beg a love-charm of the poor old witch at this time 
of night 1 Or have the Christian bloodhounds tracked the old 
lioness of Judah to her den at last 1 We'll see ! ' 

And she drew a dagger from her girdle, and stepped boldly to 
the door. 

As she went out she turned — 

* So ! my brave young Apollo I You do not admire simple 
woman] You must have something more learned and intel- 
lectual and spiritual, and so forth. I wonder whether Eve, 
when she came to Adam in the garden, brought with her a 
certificate of proficiency in the seven sciences? Well, well- 
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like must after like. Perhaps we shall be able to suit you after 
all. Vanish, daughters of Midian 1 * 

The girls vanished accordingly, whispering and laughing; 
and Philammon found himself alona Although he was some- 
what soothed by the old woman's last speech, yet a sense of 
terror, of danger, of coming temptation, kept him standing 
sternly on his feet, looking warily round the chamber, lest a 
fresh siren should emerge from behind some curtain or heap of 
pillows. 

On one side of the room he perceived a doorway, filled by a 
curtain of gauze, from behind which came the sound of whisper- 
ing voices. His fear, growing with the general excitement of 
his mind, rase into anger as he began to suspect some snare ; 
and he faced round towards the curtain, and stood like a wild 
beast at bay, ready, with uplifted arm, for all evil spirits, male 
or female. 

*And he will show himself? How shall I accost liim?* 
whispered a well-known voice — could it be Hypatia's? 
And then the guttural Hebrew accent of the old woman an- 
swered — 

* As you spoke of him this morning 

' Oh ! I will tell him all, and he must — ^he must have mercy I 
But he] — so awful, so glorious! ^ 

What the answer was, he could not hear : but the next 
moment a sweet heavy scent, as of narcotic gums, filled the 
room — mutterings of incantations — and then a blaze of light, 
in which the curtain vanished, and disclosed to his astonished 
eyes, enveloped in a glory of luminous smoke, the hag standing 
by a tripod, and, kneeling by her, Hypatia herself, robed in 
pure white, glittering with diamonds and gold, her lips parted, 
her head thrown back, her arms stretched out in an agony of 
^expectation. 

In an instant, before he had time to stir, she had sprung 
through the blaze, and was kneeling at his feet. 
. * Phoebus ! beautiful, glorious, ever young ! Hear me ! only 
a moment ! only this once ! ' 

Her drapery had caught fire from the tripod, but she did not 
heed it Philammon instinctively clasped her in his arms^ and 
crushed it out, as she cried — 

* Have mercy on me ! Tell me the secret ! I will obey thee ! 
I have no self — I am thy slave ! Kill me, if thou wilt : but 
Bpeak 1 ' 

The blaze sank into a soft, warm, mellow gleam, and beyond it 
what appeared ? 
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The negro-woman, with one finger upon her lips, as with an 
imploring, all but despairing, look, she held up to him her little 
crucifix. 

He saw it. What thoughts flashed through him, like the 
lightning bolt, at that blessed sign of infinite self-sacrifice, I 
say not ; let those who know it judge for themselves. But in 
another instant he had spumed from him the poor deluded 
maiden, whose idolatrous ecstasies he saw instantly were not 
meant for himself, and rushed desperately across the room, 
looking for an outlet. 

He found a door in the darkness — a room — a window — and 
in another moment he had leapt twenty feet into the street, 
rolled over, bruised and bleeding, rose again like an Antaeus, 
with new strength, and darted off towards the archbishop's 
house. 

And poor Hypatia lay half senseless on the floor, with the 
Jewess watching her bitter tears — not merely of disappoint- 
ment, but of utter shame. For as Philammon fled she had re- 
cognised those well-known features ; and the veil was lifted from 
her eyes, and the hope and the self-respect of Theon's daughter 
were gone for ever. 

Her righteous wrath was too deep for upbraidings. Slowly 
she rose ; returned into the inner room ; wrapped her cloak de- 
liberately around her ; and went silently away, with one look at 
the Jewess of solemn scorn and defiance. 

* Ah 1 I can afford a few sulky looks to-night ! ' said the old 
woman to herself, with a smile, as she picked up from the floor 
the prize for which she had been plotting so long — ^Eaphael's 
half of the black agate. 

* I wonder whether she will miss it ! Perhaps she will have 
no fancy for its company any longer, now that she has dis- 
covered what over-palpable archangels appear when she rubs it 
But if she does try to recover it ... . why — let her try her 
strength with mine: — or, rather, with a Christian mob.' 

And then, drawing from her bosom the other half of the talis- 
man, she fitted the two pieces together again and again, fingering 
them over, and poring upon them with tear-brimming eyes, till 
she had satisfied herseK that the fracture still fitted exactly; 
while she murmured to herself from time to time — * Oh, that he 
were here 1 Oh, that he would return now — now I It may be 
too late to-morrow 1 Stay — I will go and consult the teraph; it 
may know where he is.' ... . 

And she departed to her incantations; while Hypatia threw 
herself upon her bed at home, and filled the chamber with a 
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long, low Wailing, as of a child in pain, until the dreary dawn 
broke on her shame and her despair. And then she rose, and 
rousing herself for one great effort, calmly prepared a last 
oration, in which she intended to bid farewell for ever to 
Alexandria and to the schools. 

Philammon meanwhile was striding desperately up the main 
street which led towards the Serapeium. But he was not 
destined to arrive there as soon as he had hoped to do. For 
ere he had gone half a mile, behold a crowd advancing towards 
him blocking up the whole street 

The mass seemed endless. Thousands of torches flared above 
their heads, and from the heart of the procession rose a solemn 
chanty in which Philammon soon recognised a well-known 
Catholic hymn. He was half-minded to turn up some by-street, 
and escape meeting them. But on attempting to do so, he 
found every avenue which he tried similarly blocked up by a 
tributary stream of people ; and, almost ere he was aware, was 
entangled in the vanguard of the great column. 

* Let me pass ! ' cried he, in a voice of entreaty. 

* Pass, thou heathen? ' 

In vain he protested his Christianity. 

'Origenist, Donatist, heretic! Whither should a good 
Catholic be going to-night, save to the CflBsareiumT 

* My friends, my friends, I have no business at the Caesareium ! ' 
cried he, in utter despair. * I am on my way to seek a private 
interview with the patriarch, on matters of importance.' 

* Oh, liar ! who pretends to be known to the patriarch, and 
yet is ignorant that this night he visits at the Ccesareium the 
most sacred corpse of the martyr Ammonius 1 ' 

* What ! Is Cyril with you 1 ' 

* He and all his clergy.* 

'Better so; better in public,* said Philammon to himself; 
and, turning, he joined the crowd. 

Onward, with chant and dirge, they swept out through the 
Sun-gate, upon the harbour esplanade, and wheeled to the right 
along the quay, while the torchlight bathed in a red glare the 
great front of the Caesareium, and the tall obelisks before it, 
and the masts of the thousand ships which lay in the harbour 
on their left ; and last, but not least, before the huge dim mass 
of the palace which bounded the esplanade in front, a long line 
of glittering helmets and cuirasses, behind a barrier of cables 
which stretched from the shore to the comer of the museum. 

There was a sudden halt ; a low ominous growl ; and then 
the mob pressed onward from behind, surged up almost to the 
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"barrier. The soldiers dropped the points of their lances, and 
stood firm. Again the mob recoiled; again surged forward. 
Fierce cries arose; some of the boldest stooped to pick up 
stones : but, luckily, the pavement was too firm for them. . . . 
Another moment, and the whole soldiery of Alexandria would 
have been fighting for life and death against fifty thousand 
Christians. ... 

But Cyril had not forgotten his generalship. Beckless as 
that night's events proved him to be about arousing the passions 
of his subjects, he was yet far too wary to risk the odium and 
the danger of a night attack, which even if successful, would 
have cost the lives of hundreds. He knew well enough the 
numbers and the courage of the enemy, and the certainty that, 
in case of a collision, no quarter would be given or accepted on 
either side. . . . Beside, if a battle must take place — and 
that, of course, must happen sooner or later— it must not 
happen in his presence and under his sanction. He was in the 
right now, and Orestes in the wrong ; and in the right he would 
keep — at least till his express to Byzantium should have re- 
turned, and Orestes was either proscribed or superseded. So 
looking forward to some such chance as this, the wary prelate 
had schooled his aides-de camp, the deacons of the city, and went 
on his way up the steps of the Csesareium, knowing that they 
could be trusted to keep the peace outside. 

And they did their work welL Before a blow had been 
struck, or even an insult passed on either side, they had burst 
through the front rank of the mob, and by stout threats of 
excommunication, enjoined not only peace, but absolute silence 
until the sacred ceremony which was about to take place should 
be completed; and enforced their commands by marching up 
and down like sentries between the hostile ranks for the next 
weary two hours, till the very soldiers broke out into expressions 
of admiration, and the tribune of the cohort, who had no gre^t 
objection, but also no great wish, to fight, paid them a high- 
flown compliment on their laudable endeavours to maintain 
public order, and received the somewhat ambiguous reply, that 
the * weapons of their warfare were not carnal, that they 
wrestled not against flesh and blood, but against principalities 
and powers.' ... an answer which the tribune, being now 
somewhat sleepy, thought it best to leave unexplained. 

In the meanwhile, there had passed up the steps of the 
Temple a gorgeous line of priests, among whom glittered, more 
gorgeous than all, the stately figure of the pontiff. They were 
followed close by thousancU of monks, not only from Alox- 
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«ndria and Nitrfa, but from all the adjoining towns and 

monasteries. And as Philammon, unable for some half-hour 

more to force his way into the church, watched their endless 

stream, he could well believe the boast which he had so often 

heard in Alexandiia, that one-half of the population of Egypt 

was at that moment in * religious orders.' 

After the monks, the laity began to enter : but even then so 

vast was the crowd, and so dense the crush upon the steps, that 

before he could force his way into the church, Cyril's sermon 

had begun. 

* « * * * 

— 'What went ye out for to see? A man clothed in soft 
raiment 1 Nay, such are in king's palaces, and in the palaces 
of prefects who would needs be emperors, and cast away the 
Lord's bonds from them, — of whom it is written, that He that 
sitteth in the heavens laugheth them to scorn, and taketh the 
wicked in their own snare, and maketh the devices of princes of 
none effect. Ay, in king's palaces, and in theatres too, where 
the rich of this world, poor in faith, deny their covenant, and 
defile their baptismal robes that they may do honour to the 
devourers of the earth. Woe to them who think that they may 
partake of the cup of the Lord and the cup of devils. Woe to 
them who will praise with the same mouth Aphrodite the fiend, 
and her of whom it is written that He was bom of a pure 
Virgin. Let such be excommunicate from the cup of the Lord, 
and from the congregation of the Lord, till they have purged 
away their sins by penance and by almsgiving. But for you, 
ye poor of this world, rich in faith, you whom the rich despise, 
hale before the judgment seats, and blaspheme that holy name 
whereby ye are called — what went ye out into the wilderness to 
see ? A prophet ? — Ay, and more than a prophet — a martyr ! 
More than a prophet, more than a king, more than a prefect : 
whose theatre was the sands of the desert, whose throne was the 
cross, whose crown was bestowed, not by heathen philosophers 
i^nd daughters of Satan, deceiving men with the works of their 
fathers, but by ancjels and archangels ; a crown of glory, the 
victor's laurel, which grows for ever in the paradise of the 
highest heaven. Call him no more Ammonius, call him Thau- 
masius, wonderful ! Wonderful in his poverty, wonderful in 
his zeal, wonderful in his faith, wonderfid in his fortitude, 
wonderful in his death, most wonderful in the manner of that 
drath. Oh, thrice blessed, who has merited the honour of the 
cross itself I What can follow, but that one so honoured in the 
fie^h should also be honoured in the life which he now lives^ 
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and that from the virtue of these thrice-holy limbs the leper 
should be cleansed, the dumb should speak, the veiy dead be 
raised ? Tes ; it were impiety to doubt it. Consecrated by the 
cross, this flesh shall not only rest in hope but work in power. 
Approach, and be healed ! Approach, and see the glory of the 
saints, the glory of the poor. Approach, and learn that that 
which man despises, God hath highly esteemed ; that that 
which man rejects, God accepts ; that that which man punishes, 
God rewards. Approach, and see how God hath chosen the 
foolish things of this world to confound the wise, and the weak 
things of this world to confound the strong. Man abhors the 
cross : The Son of God condescended to endure it ! Man tramples 
on the poor : The Son of God hath not where to lay His head. 
Man passes by the sick as useless : The Son of God chooses them 
to be partakers of His sufferings, that the glory of God may be 
made manifest in them. Man curses the publican, while he 
employs him to fill his coffers with the plunder of the poor: 
The Son of God calls him from the receipt of custom to be an 
apostle, higher than the kings of the earth. Man casts away 
the harlot like a faded flower, when he has tempted her to 
become the slave of sin for a season : and the Son of God calls 
her, the defiled, the despised, the forsaken, to Himself, accepts 
her tears, blesses her offering, and declares that her sins are 
forgiven, for she hath loved much: while to whom little is 
forgiven the same loveth little.' .... 

Fhilammon heard no more. With the passionate and im- 
pulsive nature of a Greek fanatic, he burst forward through the 
crowd, towards the steps which led to the choir, and above 
which, in front of the altar, stood the corpse of Ammonius, 
enclosed in a coffin of glass, beneath a goigeous canopy ; and 
never stopping till he found himself in front of Cyril's pulpit, 
he threw himself upon his face upon the pavement, spread out 
his arms in the form of a cross, and lay silent and motionless 
before the feet of the multitude. 

There was a sudden whisper and rustle in the congregation : 
but Cjrril, after a moment's pause, went on — 

* Man, in his pride and self-sufficiency, despises humiliation, 
and penance, and the broken and the contrite heart ; and tells 
thee that only as long as thou doest well unto thyself will he 
speak well of thee : the Son of God says that he that humbloth 
himself, even as this our penitent brother, he it is who shall be 
exalted. He it is of whom it is written that his father saw 
him afar ofl^ and ran to meet him, and bade put the best robe 
on him, and a ring on his hand, and shoes on his feet, and make 
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merry and be glad with the choir of aogels who rejoice over 
one sinner that repenteth. Arise, my son, whosoever thou art ; 
and go in peace for this night, remembering that he who said 
" My belly cleaveth unto the pavement," hath also said, " Rejoice 
not against me, Satan, mine enemy, for when I £all I shall 
arise!"' 

A thunderclap of applause, surely as pardonable as any an 
Alexandrian church ever heard, followed this dexterous, and 
yet most righteous, turn of the patriarch's oratory: but 
Philammon raised himself slowly and fearfully to his knees, 
and blushing scarlet, endured the gaze of ten thousand eyes. 

Suddenly, horn beside the pulpit, an old man sprang forward, 
and clasped him round the neck. It was Arsenius. 

' My son ! my son ! ' sobbed he, almost aloud. 

* Slave, as well as son, if you will ! ' whispered Philammon. 
' One boon £rom the patriarch ; and then home to the Laura 
for ever!' .... 

* Oh, twice-blest night,' rolled on above the deep rich voice of 
Cyril, 'which beholds at once the coronation of a martyr, and 
the conversion of a sinner ; which increases at the same time 
the ranks of the church triumphant, and of the church mili- 
tant; and pierces celestial essences with a twofold rapture of 
thanksgiving, as they welcome on high a victorious, and on 
earth a repejitant, brother ! ' 

And at a sign from Cyril, Peter the Header stepped forward, 
and led away, gently enough, the two weepers, who were wel- 
comed as they passed by the blessings, and prayers, and tears 
even of those fierce fanatics of Nitria. Nay, Peter himself, as 
he turned to leave them together in the sacristy, held out his 
hand to Philammon. 

'I ask your forgiveness,' said the poor boy, who plunged 
eagerly and with a sort of delight into any and every self- 
abasement. 

* And I accord it,' quoth Peter ; and returned to the church, 
looking, and probably feeling, in a &r more pleasant mood 
than usual 
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CHAPTER XXVIL 

THE prodigal's BETURK. 

ABOUT ten o'clock the next morning, as Hypalia, worn out 
with sleepless sorrow, was trying to arrange her thoughts 
for the fietrewell lecture, her fieiyourite maid announced that a 
messenger from Synesius waited below. A letter from Sjrne- 
sius ? A gleam of hope flashed across her mind. From him, 
surely, might come something of comfort^ of advice. Ah 1 if ho 
only knew how sorely she was bested I 

* Let him send up his letter.' 

* He refuses to deliver it to any one but yourself. And I 
think, — added the damsel, who had, to tell the truth, at that 
moment in her purse a substantial reason for so thinking — ' I 
think it might be worth your ladyship's while to see him.' 

Hypatia shook her head impatiently. 

* He seems to know you well, madam, though he refuses to 
tell his name : but he bade me put you in mind of a black 
agate — I cannot tell what he meant — of a black agate, and a 
spirit which was to appear when you rubbed it' 

Hypatia turned pale as death. Was it Philammon again? 
She felt for the talisman — it was gone ! She must have lost it 
last night in Miriam's chamber. Now she saw the true purpose 
of the old hag's plot — .... deceived, tricked, doubly tricked 1 
And what new plot was this 1 

* TeU him to leave the letter, and begone .... My father I 
What ? Who is this 1 Whom are you bringing to me at such 
a moment?' 

And as she spoke, Theon ushered into the chamber no other 
than Eaphael Aben-Ezra, and then retired. 

He advanced slowly towards her, and falling on one knee, 
placed in her hand Synesius's letter. 

Hypatia trembled from head to foot at the unexpected appa-' 
rition. .... Well; at least he could know nothing of last 
night and its disgrace. But not daring to look him in the face, 

she took the letter and opened it If she had hoped for 

comfort from it, her hope was not realized. 
* Synesius to the Philosopher : 

* Even if Fortune cannot take from me all things, yet what she 
can take she will. And yet of two things, at least, she shall 
not rob me — to prefer that which is best, and to succour the 
oppressed. Heaven forbid that she should overpower my judg- 
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ment, as well as the rest of me ! Therefore I do hate injustice ; 
for that I can do ; and mj will is to stop it ; but the power to 
do so is among the things of which she has bereaved me — 
before, too, she bereaved me of my children. . . . • 

** Once, in old times, .Milesian men were strong.** 

And there was a time when I, too, was a comfort to my friends, 
and when you used to call me a blessing to every one except 
myself, as I squandered for the benefit of others the favour with 
which the great regarded me. .... My hands they were — then. 
.... But now I am left desolate of all : unless you have any 
power. For you and virtue I count among those good things, of 
which none can deprive me. But you always have puwer, and 
will have it, surely, now — using it as nobly as you do. 

* As for NicaBus and Philolaus, two noble youths, and kinsmen 
of my own, let it be the business of all who honour you, both 
private men and magistrates, to see that they return possessors 
of their just rights.* * 

' Of all who honour me ! ' said she, with a bitter sigh : and then 
looked up quickly at Eaphael, as if fearful of having betrayed 
Lerself. She turned deadly pale. In his eyes was a look of solemn 
pity, which told her that he knew — not all ? — surely not all ? 

* Have you seen the — Miriam ? ' gasped she, rushing desperately 
at that which she most dreaded. 

* Not yet. I arrived but one hour ago ; and Hypatia's wel- 
fare is stUl more important to me than my own.' 

* My welfare ? It is gone I ' 

* So much the better. I never found mine till I lost it* 

* What do you mean ? ' 

Eaphael lingered, yet without withdrawing his gaze, as if he 
had something of importance to say, which he longed and yet 
feared to utter. At last — 

* At least, you will confess that I am better drest than when 
we met last. I have returned, you see, like a certain demoniac 
of Gadara, about whom we used to argue, clothed — and perhaps 
also in my right mind God knows ! ' 

* B^phael I are you come here to mock me 1 You know — 
you cannot have been here an hour without knowing — that but 
yesterday I dreamed of being ' — and she drooped her eyes — * an 
empress ; that to-day I am ruined ; to-morrow, perhaps, pro- 
scribed. Have you no speech for me but your old sarcasms and 
ambiguities ? ' 

Eaphael stood silent and motionless. 

• An authentic letter of Synrsius to H}T>atia. 

Z 



Digitized by 



Googk 



338 HYFJTIJ, [chat. 

* Why do you not speak ? What is the meaning of this sad, 
earnest look, so diflFerent from your former self 1 .... You 
have something strange to tell me!' 

' I have,* said he, speaking very slowly. * What — what would 
Hypatia answer if, after all, Aben-Ezra said, like the dying 
Jidmn, "The Galilean has conquered?"' 

* Julian never said it ! It is a monkish calumny.' 
'But I say it.' 

* Impossible I' 
' I say it r 

* As your dying speech 1 The true Raphael Aben-Ezra, then, 
lives no more ! ' 

* But he may be bom again.' 

' And die to philosophy, that he may be born again into bar- 
baric superstition ! Oh worthy metempsychosis ! Farewell, sir ! ' 
And she rose to go. 

* Hear me ! — hear me patiently this once, noble, beloved Hy- 
patia ! One more sneer of yours, and I may become again the 
same case-hardened fiend which you knew me of old — to all, at 
least, but you. Oh, do not think me ungrateful, forgetful! 
What do I not owe to you, whose pure and lofty words alone 
kept smouldering in me the dim remembrance that there was a 
Right, a Truth, an unseen world of spirits, after whose pattern 
man should aspire to live ? ' 

She paused, and listened in wonder. What faith had she of 
her own? She would at least hear what he had found 

' Hypatia, I am older than you — wiser than you, if wisdom 
be the fruit of the tree of knowledge. You know but one side 
of the medal, Hypatia, and the fairer ; I have seen its reverse 
as well as its obverse. Through every form of human thought, 
of human action, of human sin and folly, have I been wander- 
ing for years, and found no rest — as little in wisdom as in folly, 
iu spiritual dreams as in sensual brutality. I could not rest 
in your Platonism — I will tell you why hereafter. I went on 
to Stoicism, Epicurism, Cynicism, Scepticism, and in that lowest 
deep I found a lower depth, when I became sceptical of Scep- 
ticism itself.' 

* There Ls a lower deep still,' thought Hypatia to herself, as 
she recollected last night's magic ; but she did not speak. 

* Then, in utter abasement, I confessed myself lower than the 
brutes, who had a law, and obeyed it, while I was my own law- 
less God, devil, harpy, whirlwind I needed even my 

own dog to awaken in me the brute consciousness of my own 
existence, or of anything without mysel£ I took her, the dog. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



XXVII.] THE PRODIGATS RETURN. 339 

for my teacher, and obeyed her, for she was wiser than I. And 
she led me back — the poor dumb beast — like a God-sent and 
Gk>d-obeying angel, to human nature, to mercy, to self-sacrifice, 
to belief, to worship— to pure and wedded love.' 

Hypatia started And in the struggle to hide her own 

bewilderment, answered almost without knowing it — 

'Wedded love? . . . Wedded love? Is that, then, the 
paltry bait by which Raphael Aben-Ezra has been tempted io 
desert philosophy ? ' 

* Thank Heaven ! ' said Raphael to himself. * She does not 
care for me, then ! If she had, pride would have kept her from 
that sneer.' * Yes, my dear lady,' answered he, aloud, * to desert 
philosophy, to search after wisdom ; because wisdom itself had 
sought for me, and found me. But, indeed, I had hoped that 
you would have approved of my following your example for 
once in my life, and resolving, like you, to enter into the estate 
of wedlock.' 

* Do not sneer at me ! ' cried she, in her turn, looking up at 
him with shame and horror, which made him repent of uttering 
the words. * If you do not know — ^you will soon, too soon ! 
Never mention that hateful dream to me, if you wish to have 
speech of me more ! ' 

A pang of remorse shot through Raphael's heart. Who but 
he himself had plotted that evil marriage ? But she gave him 
no opportunity of answering her, and went on hurriedly — 

'Speak to me rather about yoursel£ What is this strange 
and sudden betrothal ? What has it to do with Christianity 1 
I had thought that it was rather by the glories of celibacy — 
gross and superstitious as their notions of it are — that the 
GalilaBans tempted their converts.' 

* So had I, my dearest lady,' answered he, as, glad to turn 
the subject for a moment, and perhaps a little nettled by her 
contemptuous tone, he resumed something of his old arch and 
careless manner. *But — there is no accounting for man's 
agreeable inconsistencies — one morning I foimd myself, to my 
astonishment, seized by two bishops, and betrothed, whether I 
chose or not, to a young lady who but a few days before had 
been destined for a nunnery.' 

' Two bishops ? " 

* I speak simple truth. The one was Synesius, of course , — 
that most incoherent and most benevolent of busybodies chose 
to betray me behind my back: — but I will not trouble you 
with that part of my story. The real wonder is, that the other 
episcopal match-makw was — Augustine of Hippo himself 1 ' 

z2 
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* Anything to bribe a convert,' said Hypatia, contemptuously. 
'I assure you, no. He informed me, and her also, openly 

and uncivilly enough, that he thought us very much to be 
pitied for so great a falL .... But as we neither of us seeme<) 
to have any call for the higher life of celibacy, he could not 
press it on us. . . . "We should have trouble in the flesh. 
But if we married we had not sinned. To which I answered 
that my humility was quite content to sit in the very lowest 
ranks, with Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob. .... He replied by 
an encomium on virginity, in which I seemed to hear again the 
voice of Hypatia herself.' 

* And sneered at it inwardly, as you used to sneer at me.' 

* Eeally, I was in no sneering mood at that moment ; and 
whatsoever I may have felt inclined to reply, he was kind 
enough to say for me and himself the next minute.' 

* What do you mean ? ' 

* He went on, to my utter astonishment, by such a eulogium 
on wedlock as I never heard from Jew or heathen, and ended 
by advice to young married folk so thoroughly excellent and to 
the point, that I could not help telling him, when he stopped, 
what a pity I thought it that he had not himself married, and 
made some good woman happy by putting his own recipes into 

practice and at that, Hypatia, I saw an expression on 

his face which made me wish for the moment that I had bitten 
out this impudent tongue of mine, before I so rashly touched 
some deep old wound. .... That man has wept bitter tears 
ere now, be sure of it. ... • But he turned the conversation 
instantly, like a well-bred gentleman as he is, by saying, with 
the sweetest smile, that though he had made it a solemn rule 
never to be a party to making up any marriage, yet in our 
case Heaven had so plainly pointed us out for each other, 
&c. &c., that he could not refuse himself the pleasure .... 
and ended by a blessing as kindly as ever came from the lips 
of man.' 

*You seem wonderfully taken with the sophist of Hippo,' 
said Hypatia, impatiently ; * and forget, perhaps, that his 
opinions, especially when, as you confess, they are utterly in 
consistent with themselves, are not quite as important to me 
as they seem to have become to you.' 

'Whether he be consistent or not about marriage,' said 
Eaphael, somewhat proudly, * I care little. I went to him %o 
tell me, not about the relation of the sexes, on which point I 
am probably as good a judge as he — but about God ; and on 
that subject he told me enough to bring me back to Alexandria* 
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that I miglit undo, if poesible, somewhat of the wrong which I 
Lave done to Hypatia.' 

* What wrong have you done me ! . . . , You are silent ? 
Be sure, at least, that whatsoever it may be, you will not wipe 
it out by trying to make a proselyte of me ! ' 

' Be not too sure of that I have found too great a treasure 
not to wish to share it with Theon's daughter.' 
' A treasure ? ' s«dd she, half scornfully. 

* Yes, indeed. You recollect my last words, when we parted 
there below a few months ago ? ' 

Hypatia was silent. One terrible possibility at which he had 
hinted flashed across her memory for the flrst time since ; . . . . 
but she spurned proudly from her the heaven-sent warning. 

' I told you that, like Diogenes, I went forth to seek a man. 
Did I not promise you, that when I had found one you should 
be the first to hear of him ? And I have found a man.* 

Hypatia waved her beautiful hand. *I know whom you 
would say .... that crucified one. Be it so. I want not a 
man, but a god.' 

* What sort of a god, Hypatia ? A god made up of our own 
intellectual notions, or rather of negations of them — of infinity 
and eternity, and invisibility, and impassibility — and why not 
of immorality, too, Hypatia 1 For I recollect we used to agree 
that it was a carnal degrading of the Supreme One to predicate 
of Him so merely human a thing as virtue.' 

Hypatia was silent. 

*Now I have always had a sort of fancy that what we 
wanted, as the first predicate of our Absolute One, was that 
He was to be not merely an infinite God — ^whatever that 
meant, which I suspect we did not always see quite clearly — 
or an eternal one — or an omnipotent one— or even merely a one 
God at all ; none of which predicates, I fear, did we understand 
more clearly than the first : but that He must be a righteous 
God : — or rather, as we used sometimes to say that He w£is to 
have no predicate — Righteousness itsel£ And all along, I 
could not help remembering that my old sacred Hebrew books 
told me of such a one ; and feeling that they might have some- 
thing to tell me which ^ 

'Which I did not tell you! And this, then, caused your 
air of reserve, and of sly superiority over the woman whom you 
mocked by calling her your pupil ! I little suspected you of so 
truly Jewish a jealousy ! Why, oh why, did you not tell me 
this?' 

' Because I was a beast, Hypatia ; and had all but forgotten 
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what this righteousness was like ; and was a&aid to find oat 
lest it should condemn me. Because I was a devil, Hypatia; 
and hated righteousness, and neither wished to see you 
righteous, or God righteous either, because then you would 
both have been unlike myself. God be merciful to me a 
sinner ! ' 

She looked up in his face. The man was changed as if by 
miracle — and yet not changed. There was the same gallant con- 
sciousness of power, the same subtle and humorous twinkle in 
those strong ripe Jewish features and those glittering eyes: 
and yet every line in his face was softened, sweetened ; the 
mask of sneering faineance was gone — ^imploring tenderness 
and earnestness beamed from his whole countenance. The 
chrysalis case had fallen off, and disclosed the butterfly within. 
She sat looking at him, and past her hand across her eyes, as if 
to try whether the apparition would not vanish. He, the 
subtle 1 — ^he, the mocker ! — he, the Lucian of Alexandria 1 — he 
whose depth and power had awed her, even in his most pol- 
luted days And this was the end of him 

* It is a freak of cowardly superstition Those Chris- 
tians have been frightening him about his sins and their 
Tartarus.' 

^he looked again into his bright, clear, fearless fBWse, and was 
ashamed of her own calumny. And this was the end of him — 
of Synesius — of Augustine — of learned and unlearned, Goth 

and Eoman The great flood would have its way, then. 

Could she alone fight against it % 

She could ! Would she submit ?— She ? Her will should 
stand firm, her reason free, to the last — to the death if need 
be And yet last night ! — last night 1 

At last she spoke, without looking up. 

* And what if you have found a man in that crucified one \ 
Have you found in him a God also 1 ' 

* Does Hypatia recollect Glaucon's definition of the perfectly 
righteous man ? . . . . How, without being guilty of one 
unrighteous act, he must labour his life-long under the im- 
putation of being utterly unrighteous, in order that his dis* 
interestedness may be thoroughly tested, and by proceeding in 
such a course, arrive inevitably, as Glaucon says, not only in 
Athens of old, or in Judaea of old, but, as you yourself will 
agree, in Christian Alexandria at this moment, at — do you 
remember, Hypatia?— bonds, and the scourge, and lastly, at 
the cross itself. .... If Plato's idea of the righteous man be 
a crucified one, why may not mine also 1 K as we both — and 
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old Biehop Clemens, too — as good a Platonist as we, remember 
— and Augustine himself would agree, Plato in speaking those 
strange words, spoke not of himself^ but by The Spirit of God, 
why should not others have spoken by the same Spirit when 
they spoke the same words ? ' 

* A crucified man .... Yes. But a crucified Grod, 
Kaphael ! I shudder at the blasphemy.' 

* So do my poor dear fellow-countrymen. Are they the 
more righteous in their daily doings, Hypatia, on account of 
their fancied reverence for the glory of One who probably 
knows best how to preserve and manifest His own glory! 
But you assent to the definition ? Take care ! ' said he, with 
one of his arch smiles, * I have been fighting with Augustine, 
and have become of late a terrible dialectician. Do you assent 
toitr 

* Of course — it is Plato's.' 

' But do you assent merely because it is written in the book 
called Plato's, or because your reason tells you that it is true ? 
.... You will not tell me. Tell me this, then, at least. 
Is not the perfectly righteous man the highest specimen of 
menr 

* Surely,' said she, half carelessly : but not unwilling, like a 
philosopher and a Greek, as a matter of course, to embark in 
anything like a word-battle, and to shut out sadder thoughts 
for a moment. 

* Then must not the Autanthropos, the archetypal and ideal 
man, who is more perfect than any individual specimen, be 
perfectly righteous also?' 

* Yes.' 

* Suppose, then, for the sake of one of those pleasant old 
games of ours, an argument, that he wished to manifest his 
righteousness to the world. .... The only method for him, 
according to Plato, would be Glaucon's, of calumny and perse- 
cution, the scourge and the cross T 

* What words are these, Kaphael ? Material scourges and 
crosses for an eternal and spiritual idea?' 

*Did you ever yet, Hypatia, consider at leisure what tho 
archetype of man might be like % ' 

Hypatia started, as at a new thought, and confessed — as 
every i^"eo-Platonist would have done — that she had never 
done 60. 

'And yet our master, Plato, bade us believe that there was 
a substantial archetype of each thing, from a flower to a 
nation, eternal in the heavens. Perhaps we have not been 
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faithful Flatonists enough heretofore, my dearest tutor. Per- 
haps, heisg philosophers, and somewhat of Pharisees to boot^ 
-we began all our lucubrations as we did our prayers, by thank- 
ing God that we were not as other men were ; and so misread 
another passage in the Kepublic, which we used in pleasant old 
days to be fond of quoting.' 

' What was that ? ' asked Hypatia, who became more and 
more interested every moment 

* That philosophers were men.' 

* Are you mocking me ? Plato defines the philosopher as the 
man who seeks after the objects of knowledge, while others 
seek after those of opinion.' 

'And most truly. But what if, in our eagerness to assert 
that wherein the philosopher differed from other men, we had 
overlooked that in which he resembled other men ; and so 
forgot that, after all, man was a genus whereof the philosopher 
was only a species ? ' 

Hypatia sighed. 

' Do you not think, then, that as the greater contains the 
less, and the archetype of the genus that of the species, we 
should have been wiser if we had speculated a little more on 
the archetype of man as man, before we meddled with a part of 
that archetype, — the archetype of the philosopher ? . . . , Cer- 
tainly it would have been the easier course, for there are more 
men than philosophers, Hypatia ; and every man is a real man^ 
and a fair subject for examination, while every philosophei is 
not a real philosopher — our friends the Academics, for instance, 
and even a Neo-Platonist or two whom we know 1 You seem 
impatient Shall I cease 1 ' 

'You mistook the cause of my impatience,' answered she, 
looking up at him with her great sad eyes. 'Go on.' 

' Now — for I am going to be terribly scholastic — ^is it not the 
very definition of man, that he is, alone of all known things, a 
spirit temporarily united to an animal body 1 ' 

'Enchanted in it, as in a dungeon, rather,' said she, sigh- 
ing. 

' Be it so if you will. But — must we not say that the arche- 
type — the very man — that if he is the archetype, he too will 
be, or must have been, once at least, temporarily enchanted 
into an animal body 1 . . . . You are silent I will not press 
you. '. . . Only ask you to consider at your leisure whether 
Plato may not justify somewhat from the charge of absurdity 
the fisherman of GalUee, where he said that He in whose image 
man is made was made flesh, and dwelt with him bodily there 
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by the lake side at Tiberias, and that be beheld His glory, the 
glory as of the only-begotten of the Father.' 

* That last question is a very diiferent one. God made flesh ! 
My reason revolts at it.' 

* Old Homer's reason did not* 

Hypatia started, for she recollected her yesterday's cravings 
after those old, palpable, and human deities. And — * Go on,' 
she cried, eagerly. 

*Tell me, then — This archetype of man, if it exists any- 
where, it must exist eternally in the mind of God % At least, 
Plato would have so said % ' 

*Yes.' 

* And derive its existence immediately from Him ? ' 
'Yes.' 

' But a man is one willing person, unlike to all othe[> 
*Yes.' 

* Then this archetype must be such.' 
' I suppose so.' 

'But possessing the faculties and properties of all men in 
their highest perfection.' 

* Of course.' 

*How sweetly and obediently my late teacher becomes my 
pupil ! ' 

Hypatia looked at him with her eyes full of tears. 

* I never taught you anything, Raphael' 

* You taught me most, beloved lady, when you least thought 
of it. But tell me one thing more. Is it not the property of 
every man to be a son ? For you can conceive of a man as not 
being a father, but not as not being a son.' 

* Be it so.' 

'Then this archetype must be a son also.' 

* Whose son, Raphael 1 ' 

'Why not of "Zeus, father of gods and men!" For we 
agreed that it — we will call it he, now, having agreed that 
it is a person — could owe its existence to none but God him- 
self.' 

* And what then % ' said Hypatia, fixing those glorious eyes 
full on his face, in an agony of doubt, but yet, as Raphael 
declared to his dying day, of hope and joy. 

* Well, Hypatia, and must not a son be of the same species 
as his father? "Eagles," says the poet, "do not beget doves." 
Is the word son anything but an empty and false metaphor, 
unless the son be the perfect and equal likeness of his father 1 ' 

' Heroes beget sons worse than themselves, says the poet' 
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' We are not talking now of men as they are, whom Homer's 
Zeus calls the most wretched of all the heasts of the field ; we 
ore talking — are we not I— of a perfect and archetypal Son, and 
a perfect and archetypal Father, in a perfect and eternal world, 
wherein is neither growth, decay, nor change ; and of a perfect 
and archetypal generation, of which the only definition can 
he, that l^e hegets its perfect like ? . . . . Ton are silent. 
Be so, Hypatia .... We have gone up too fer into the 



And so they hoth were silent for a while. And Eaphael 
thought solemn thoughts about Victoria, and about ancient 
signs of Isaiah's, which were to him none the less prophecies 
concerning The Man whom he had found, because he prayed 
and trusted that the same signs might be repeated to himself, 
and a child given to him also, as a token that, in spite of all his 
baseness, * God was with him.' 

But he was a Jew, and a man : Hypatia was a Greek, and a 
woman — ^and for that matter, so were the men of her school 
To her, the relations and duties of common humanity shone 
with none of the awful and divine meaning which they did in 
the eyes of the converted Jew, awakened for the first time in 
his life to know the meaning of his own scriptures, and become 
an Israelite indeed. And Eaphael's dialectic, too, though it 
might silence her, could not convince her. Her creed, like 
those of her fellow-philosophers, was one of the fancy and the 
religious sentiment, rather than of the reason and the moral 
sense. All the brilliant cloud-world in which she had revelled 
for years, — cosmogonies, emanations, affinities, symbolisms, 
hierarchies, abysses, eternities, and the rest of it — ^though she 
could not rest in them, not even believe in them — though they 
had vanished into thin air at her most utter need, — yet — they 
were too pretty to be lost sight of for ever; and, struggling 
against the growing conviction of her reason, she answered at 
last, — 

* And you would have me give up, as you seem to have done, 
the sublime, the beautiful, the heavenly, for a dry and barren 
chain of dialectic — in which, for aught I know, — for after all, 
Baphael, I cannot cope with you — I am a woman — a weak 
woman ! ' 

And she covered her face with her hands. 

* For aught you know, what ? * asked Eaphael, gently. 

* You may have made the worse appear the better reason.' 

' So said Aristophanes of Socrates. But hear me once more, 
beloved Hypatia. You refuse to give up the beautiful, the 
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sublime, the heavenly ! What if Raphael Aben-Ezra, at least, 
had never found them till now ? Recollect what I said just 
now — what if our old Beautiful, and Sublime^ and Heavenly, 
had been the sheerest materialism, notions spun by our own 
brains out of the impressions of pleasant things, and high 
things, and low things, and awful things, which we had seen 
with our bodily eyes? AVhat if I had discovered that the 
spiritual is not the intellectual, but the moral; and that the 
spiritual world is not, as we used to make it, a world of our 
own intellectual abstractions, or of our own physical emotions, 
rehgious or other, but a world of righteous or unrighteous 
persons 1 What if I had discovered that one law of the spiritual 
world, in which all others were contained, was righteousness ; 
and that disharmony with that law, which we called unspiri- 
tuality, was not being vulgar, or clumsy, or ill-taught, or 
unimaginative, or dull, but simply being unrighteous 1 What 
if I had discovered that righteousness, and it alone, was the 
beautiful, righteousness the sublime, the heavenly, the Godlike 
— ay, God himself 1 And, what if it had dawned on me, as by 
a great sunrise, what that righteousness was like ? What if I 
had seen a human being, a woman, too, a young weak girl, 
showing forth the glory and the beauty of God 1 Showing me 
that the beautiful was to mingle unshrinking, for duty's sake, 
with all that is most foul and loathsome ; that the sublime was 
to stoop to the most menial offices, the most outwardly-degrading 
self-denials ; that to be heavenly, was to know that the com- 
monest relations, the most vulgar duties, of earth, were God's 
commands, and only to be performed aright by the help of the 
same spirit by which He rules the Universe ; that righteousness 
was to love, to help, to suffer for — if need be, to die for — those 
who, in themselves, seem fitted to arouse no feelings except 
indignation and disgust? What if, for the first time, I trust 
not for the last time, in my life, I saw this vision ; and at the 
sight of it my eyes were opened, and I knew it for the likeness 
and the glory of God ? What if I, a Platonist, like John of 
Galilee, and Paul of Tarsus, yet, like them, a Hebrew of the 
Hebrews, had confessed to myself — If the creature can love 
thus, how much more its archetype? If weak woman can 
endure thus, how much more a Son of God 1 If for the good of 
others, man has strength to sacrifice himself in part, God will 
have strength to sacrifice Himself utterly. If He has not done 
it. He will do it : or He will be less beautiful, less sublime, less 
heavenly, less righteous than my poor conception of Him, ay, 
than this weak joyful girl 1 Why should I not believe tiiose 
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who tell me that He has done it already 1 What if their evi- 
dence he, after all, only prohahility? I do not want mathe- 
matical demonstration to prove to me that when a child was in 
danger his father saved him — neither do I heiu My reason, 
my heart, every faculty of me, except this stupid sensuous 
experience, which I find deceiving me every moment, which 
cannot even prove to me my own existence, accepts that story 
of Calvary as the most natural, most prohable, most necessary 
of earthly events, assuming only that God is a righteous Person, 
and not some dream of an all-pervading necessary spirit — 
nonsense which, in its very terms, confesses its own matenalisnu' 
Hypatia answered with a forced smile. 

* Eaphael Ahen-Ezra has deserted the method of the severe 
dialectician for that of the eloquent lover.* 

* Not altogether,' said he, smiling in return. * For suppose 
that I had said to myself, We Platonists agree that the sight of 
God is the highest good.' 

Hypatia once more shuddered at last night's recollections. 

* And if He he righteous, and righteousness he — as I know it 
to be — identical with love, then He will desire that highest 
good for men far more than they can desire it for themselves. 
.... Then He will desire to show Himself and His own 

righteousness to them Will you make answer, dearest 

Hypatia, or shall II .... or does your silence give consent! 
At least let me go on to say this, that if God do desire to show 
His righteousness to men, His only perfect method, according 
to Plato, will be that of calumny, persecution, the scourge, and 
the cross, that so He, like Glaucon's righteous man, may remain 
for ever free from any suspicion of selfish interest, or weakness 
of endurance. .... Am I deserting the dialectic method now, 
Hypatia] .... You are still silent? You will not hear me, 
I see At some future day, the philosopher may con- 
descend to lend a kinder ear to the words of her greatest 
debtor. .... Or, rather, she may condescend to hear, in her 
own heart, the voice of that Archetypal Man, who has been 
loving her, guiding her, heaping her with every perfection of 
body and of mind, inspiring her with all pure and noble long- 
ings, and only asks of her to listen to her own reason, her own 
philosophy, when they proclaim Him as the giver of them, and 
to impart them freely and humbly, as He has imparted them to 
her, to the poor, and the brutish, and the sinful, whom He loves 
as well as He loves her. . . . • Farewell ! ' 

* Stay ! ' said she, springing up ; * whither are you going 1' 

* To do a little good before I die, having done much evil. To 
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&rm, phuit, aihd build, and rescue a little corner of Ormuzd's 
earth, as the Persians would say, out of the dominion of 
Ahriman. To fight Ausurian robbers, feed Thracian merce- 
naries, save a few widows from starvation, and a few orphans 
from slavery. .... Perhaps to leave behind me a son of 
David's line, who will be a better Jew, because a better Chris- 
tian, than his father. .... We shall have trouble in the flesh, 
Augustine tells us. ... , But, as I answered him, I really have 
had so little thereof yet, that my fair share may probably be 
rather a useful education than otherwise. Farewell ! ' 

' Stay 1 ' said she. ' Come again ! — again ! And her. .... 
Bring her. .... I must see her ! She must be noble, indeed, 
to be worthy of you.' 

* She is many a hundred miles away.' 

*Ah? Perhaps she might have taught something to me — 
me, the philosopher! You need not have feared me. , , .1 

have no heart to make converts now Oh, Raphael Aben- 

Ezra, why break the bruised reed % My plans are scattered to 
the winds, my pupils worthless, my fair name tarnished, my 
conscience heavy with the thought of my own cruelty. .... 
If you do not know all, you will know it but too soon. .... 
My last hope, Synesius, implores for himself the hope which I 

need from him And, over and above it all You ! 

. , . . Et tu, Brute ! Why not fold my mantle round me, 
like Julius of old, and die ! ' 

Eaphael stood looking sadly at her, as her whole face sank 

into utter prostration. 

« * « « « 

*Yes — come The Galilaean If he conquers 

strong men, can the weak maid resist him ) Come soon. .... 
This afternoon. . . . My heart is breaking fast. 

* At the eighth hour this afternoon 1 ' 

'Yes .... At noon I lecture .... take my farewell, 

rather, for ever of the schools Gods 1 What have I to 

say 1 . . , . And tell me about Him of Nazareth. Farewell ! ' 

' Farewell, beloved lady 1 At the ninth hour, you shall hear 
of Him of Nazareth.' 

Why did his own words sound to him strangely pregnant, all 
but ominous % He almost fancied that not he, but some third 
person had spoken them. He kissed Hypatia's hand. It was 
as cold as ice ; and his heart, too, in spite of all his bliss, felt 
cold and heavy, as he left the room. 

As he went down the steps into the street, a young man 
sprang from behind one of the pillars, and seized his arm. 
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^Aha! my yonng Coijphsas of pioiu plandereiB ! What 
do 70a want with met' 

Philammoiiy for it was he, looked at him an instant^ and 
lecognised him. 

* Save her I for the love of Gkxl, save her ! ' 
'Whomt' 

'Hypatia!' 

'How long has her salvation heen important to yon, mj 
good friend % ' 

'For (rod's sake/ said Philammon, 'go back and warn her ! 
She will hear yon — yon are rich — yon used to be her friend — I 

know yon — I have heard of yon Oh, if you ever cared 

for her — if yon ever felt for her a thousandth part of what I 
feel — go in and warn her not to stir from home ! ' 

' I must hear more of this,' said Eaphael, who saw that the 
boy was in earnest * Come in with me, and speak to her fether.* 

' No ! not in that house ! Never in that house again ! Do 
not ask me why : but go yourself. She will not hear me. Did 
yon — did yon prevent her from listening % ' 

* What do you mean 1 ' 

' I have been here — ages ! I sent a note in by her maid, and 
she returned no answer.' 

Eaphael recollected then, for the first time, a note which he 
had seen brought to her during the conversation. 

*I saw her receive a note. She tossed it away. Tell me 
your story. If there is reason in it, I will bear your message 
niysell Of what is she to be warned 1 ' 

* Of a plot — I know that there is a plot — against her among 
the monks and ParabolanL As I lay in bed this morning in 
Arsenius's room — they thought I was asleep * 

' Arsenius 1 Has that venerable fanatic, then, gone the way 
of all monastic flesh, and turned persecutor? ' 

* God forbid ! I heard him beseeching Peter the Header to 
refrain from something, I cannot tell what ; but I caught hei 
name . . • • I heard Peter say, *' She that hindereth will hindei 
till she be taken out of the way." And when he went out into 
the passage I heard him say to another, '' That thou doesl^ do 
quickly I'" .... 

* These are slender grounds, my friend.' 

* Ah, you do not know of what those men are capable I 

* Do I not % Where did you and I meet last % ' 
Philammon blushed and burst forth again. 'That was 

enough for me. I know the hatred which they bear her, the 
erimes which they attribute to her. Her house would have 
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been attacked last night had it not 1)een for CyriL .... And 
I knew Peter*8 tone. He spoke too gently and softly not to 
mean something devilish. I watched all the morning for an 
opportunity of escape, and here I ami — ^Will yoa take my 
message, or see her ^ 

^Whatr 

' (rod only knows, and the devil whom they worship instead 
of God; 

Eaphael hurried back into the house — 'Could he see 
Hypatial* She had shut herself up in her private room, 
strictly commanding that no visitor should be admitted. .... 
* Where was Theon, then ? ' He had gone out by the canal gate 
half an hour before, with a bundle of mathematical papers 
under his arm, no one knew whither. • . • • * Imbecile old 
idiot I ' and he hastily wrote on his tablet — 

* Do not despise the young monk's warning. I believe him 
to speak the trutL As you love yourself and your father, 
Hypatia, stir not out to-day.' 

He bribed a maid to take the message up stairs ; and past 
his time in the hall in warning the servants. But they would 
not believe him. It was true the shops were shut in some 
quarters, and the Museum gardens empty; people were a little 
lightened after yesterday. But Cyril, they had heard for 
certain, had threatened excommunication only last night to 
any Christian who broke the peace ; and there had not been a 
monk to be seen in the streets the whole morning. And as for 
any harm happening to their mistress — ^impossible I ' The very 
wild beasts would not tear her,* said the huge n^ro porter, * if 
she were thrown into the amphitheatre.' 

Whereat a maid boxed his ears for talking of such a thing ; 
and then, by way of mending it, declared that she knew for cer- 
tain that her mistress could turn aside the lightning, and call 
legions of spirits to fight for her with a nod. .... What was 
to be done with such idolaters 1 And yet who could help liking 
them the better for it ? 

At last the answer came down, in the old graceful, studied, 
self-conscious handwriting. 

* It is a strange way of persuading me to your new faith, to 
bid me beware, on the very first day of your preaching, of the 
wickedness of those who believe it. I thank you : but your 
affection for me makes you timorous. I dread nothing. They 
will not dare. Did they dare now, they would have dared long 
ago. As for that youth — to obey or to believe his word, even 
to seem aware of his existence, were shame to me henceforth. 
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BeeaixBe be is insolent enough to warn me, therefore I will ga 
Fear not for me. You would not wish me, for the first time 
in my life, to fear for myselt I must follow my destiny. I 
must speak the words which I have to speak. Ahove aU, I 
must let no Christian say, that the philosopher dared less than 
the fanatic. If my Gods are Gods, then will they protect me : 
and if not, let your God prove His rule as seems to Him good.' 

Eaphael tore the letter to fragments. .... The guards, at 
least, were not gone mad like the rest of the world. It wanted 
half an hour of the time of her lecture. In the interval he 
might summon force enough to crush all Alexandria. And turn- 
ing suddenly, he darted out of the room and out of the house. 

* Quem Deus vult perdere — ! ' cried he to Philammon, with a 
gesture of griet ' Stay here and stop her ! — make a last appeal ! 
Drag the horses' heads down, if you can I I will he hack in ten 
minutes.' And he ran off for the nearest gate of the Museum 
gardens. 

On the other side of the gardens lay the court-yard of the 
palace. There were gates in plenty communicating between them. 
If he could but see Orestes, even alarm the guard in time ! . . 

And he hurried through the walks and alcoves, now deserted 
by the fearful citizens, to the nearest gate. It was fast, and 
barricaded firmly on the outside. 

Terrified, he ran on to the next; it was barred also. He 
saw the reason in a moment, and maddened as he saw it The 
guards, careless about the Museum, or reasonably fearing no 
danger from the Alexandrian populace to the glory and wonder 
of their city, or perhaps wishing wisely enough to concentrate 
their forces in the narrowest space, had contented themselves 
with cutting off all communication with the gardens, and so 
converting the lofty partition-wall into the outer enceinte of 
their marble citadeL At all events, the doors leading from the 
Museum itself might be open. He knew them every one, every 
hall, passage, statue, picture, almost every book in that vast 
treasure-house of ancient civilization. He found an entrance; 
hurried through well-known corridors to a postern through 
which he and Orestes had lounged a hundred times, their lips 
full of bad words, their hearts of worse thoughts, gathered in 
those records of the fair wickedness of old. .... It was feistw 
He beat upon it; but no one answered. He rushed on and 
tried another. No one answered there. Another — still silence 
and despair ! .... He rushed up stairs, hoping that from the 
windows above he might be able to call to the guard. The pru- 
dent soldiers had locked and barricaded the entrances to the 
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upper floors of the whole right wing, le'^t the palace court should 
be commanded from thence. Whither now ? Back — and whither 
then ) Back, round endless galleries, vaulted halls, staircases, 
doorways, some fast, some open, up and down, trying this way 
and that, losing himself at whiles in that enormous silent laby- 
rinth. And his breath failed him, his throat was parched, his 
face burned as with the simoom wind, his legs were trembling 
under him. His presence of mind, usually so perfect, failed 
him utterly. He was baffled, netted ; there was a spell upon 
him. Was it a dream ? Was it all one of those hideous night- 
mares of endless pillars beyond pillars, stairs above stairs, rooms 
within rooms, changing, shifting, lengthening out for ever and 
for ever before the dreamer, narrowing, closing in on him, 
choking him ? Was it a dream ? Was he doomed to wander 
for ever and for ever in some palace of the dead, to expiate the 
sin which he had learnt and done therein ? His brain, for the 
first time in his life, began to reeL He could recollect nothing 
but that something dreadful was to happen — and that he had to 
prevent it, and could not .... Where was he now f In a little 
by-chamber. .... He had talked with her there a hundred 
times, looking out over the Pharos and the blue Mediterranean. 
.... What was that roar below 1 .... A sea of weltering 
yelling heads, thousands on thousands, down to the very beach ; 
and from their innumerable throats one mighty war-cry — * God, 

and the Mother of God ! ' Cyril's hounds were loose He 

reeled from the window, and darted frantically away again .... 
whither, he knew not, and never knew until his dying day. 

And Philammon 1 . . . . Sufficient for the chapter, as for the 
day, is the evil thereof. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 
woman's love. 

PELAGIA had past that night alone in sleepless sorrow, 
which wa« not diminished by her finding herself the next 
morning palpably a prisoner in her own house. Her girls told 
her that they had orders — they would not say from whom — to 
prevent her leaving her own apartments. And though some of 
them made the announcement with sighs and tears of condo- 
lence, yet more than one, she could see, was well inclined to 
aiake her feel that her power was over, and that there were 
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others besides Lerself wLo might aspire to the honour of reigning 
favourite. 

What matter to herl Whispers, sneers, and saucy answers 
fell on her ear unheeded. She had one idol, and she had lost 
it; one power, and it had failed her. In the heaven above, 
and in the earth beneath, was neither peace, nor help, nor hope ; 
nothing but black, blank, stupid terror and despair. The little 
weak infant soul, which had just awakened in her, had been 
crushed and stunned in its very birth-hour ; and instinctively 
she crept away to the roof of the tower where her apartments 
were, to sit and weep alone. 

There she sat, hour after hour, beneath the shade of the large 
windsail, which served in all Alexandrian houses the double 
purpose of a shelter from the sun and a ventilator for the rooms 
below ; and her eye roved carelessly .over that endless sea of 
roofs and towers, and masts, and glittering canals, and gliding 
boats: but she saw none of them — nothing but one beloved 
face, lost, lost for ever. 

At last a low whistle roused her from her dream. She 
looked up. Across the narrow lane, from one of the embrasures 
of the opposite house-parapet, bright eyes were peering at her. 
She moved angrily to escape them. 

The whistle was repeated, and a head rose cautiously above 
the parapet. .... It was Miriam's. Casting a careful look 
around, Pelagia went forward. What could the old woman 
want with herl 

Miriam made interrogative signs, which Pelagia understood 
as asking her whether she was alone ; and the moment that an 
answer in the negative was returned, Miriam rose, tossed over 
to her feet a letter weighted with a pebble, and then vanished 
again. 

* I have watched here all day. They refused me admittance 
below. Beware of Wulf, of every one. Do not stir from your 
chamber. There is a plot to carry you off to-night, and give you 
up to your brother the monk ; you are betrayed ; be brave ! * 

Pelagia read it with blanching cheek and staring eyes ; and 
took, at least, the last part of Miriam's advice. For walking 
down the stair, she passed proudly through her own rooms, and 
commanding back the girls who would have stayed her, with a 
voice and gesture at which they quailed, went straight down, 
the letter in her hand, to the apartment where the Amal usually 
spent his midday hours. 

As she approached the door, she heard loud voices within 
.... His ! — yes J but Wulfs also. Her heart failed her, and 
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she stopped a moment to listen She Lcard Hypatia's 

name ; and mad with curiosity, crouched down at the lock, and 
hearkened to every word. 

* She will not accept me, Wulf.' 

* If she will not, she shall go farther and fare worse. Besides, 
I tell you, she is hard run. It is her last chance, and she will 
jump at it The Christians are mad with her; if a storm 
blows up, her life is not worth — that ! ' 

* It is pity that we have not brought her hither already.' 

' It is j but we could not. We must not break with Oreste« 
till the palace is in our hands.' 

* And will it ever be in our hands, friend % ' 

* Certain. We were round at every picquet last night, and 
the very notion of an AmaFs heading them made them so 
eager, that we had to bribd them to be qidet rather than to 
rise.' 

' Odin ! I wish I were among them now ! * 

* Wait till the city rises. If the day pass over without a 
riot, I know nothing. The treasure is all on board, is it 
notr 

*Yes, and the galleys ready. I have been working like a 
horse at them all the morning, as you would let me do nothing 
else. And Goderic will not be back from the palace, you say, 
till nightfall ! ' 

* If we are attacked first, we are to throw up a fire signal to 
him, and he is to come off hither with what Goths he can 
muster. If the palace is attacked first, he is to give us the 
signal, and we are to pack up and row round thither. And in 
the meanwhile, he is to make that hound of a Greek prefect as 
drunk as he can.' 

* The Greek will see him under the table ! He has drugs, 
I know, as all these Koman rascals have, to sober him when he 
likes ; and then he sets to work and drinks again. Send off 
old Smid, and let him beat the armourer if he can.' 

* A very good thought ! ' said Wulf, and came out instantly 
for the purpose of putting it in practice. 

Pelagia had just time to retreat into an adjoining doorway : 
but she had heard enough ; and as Wulf passed, she sprang to 
him and caught him by the arm. 

* Oh, come in hither ! Speak to me one moment ; for 
mercy's sake speak to me I ' and she drew him, half against hia 
will, into the chamber, and throwing herself at his feet, broke 
out into a childlike wail. 

Wulf stood silent^ utterly discomfited by this imexpected 
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Bubmission, where he had expected petulant and artM resist- 
ance. He almost felt guilty and ashamed, as he looked dowu 
into that beautiful imploring face, convulsed with simple sorrow^ 
as of a child for a broken toy At last she spoke. 

'Oh, what have I done — what have I donel Why must 
you take him from mel What have I done but love him, 
honour him, worship him 1 I know you love him ; and I love 
you for it. — I do indeed ! But you — what is your love to 
mine 1 Oh, I would die for him — be torn in pieces for him — 
now, this moment !'.... 

Wulf was silent. 

* What have I done but love him ? What could I wish but 
to make him happy 1 I was rich enough, praised, and petted ; 
.... and then he came, .... glorious as he is, like a god 
among men — ^among apes rather — and I worshipped him : was 
I wrong in that 1 I gave up all for him : was I wrong in that 1 
I gave him myself : what could I do more f He condescended 
to like me — he, the hero ! Could I help submitting ? I loved 
him : could I help loving him 1 Did I wrong him in that % 
Cruel, cruel Wulf !' .... 

Wulf was forced to be stem, or he would have melted at 
once. 

* And what was your love worth to him 1 What has it done 
for himi It has made him a sot, an idler, a laughingstock to 
these Greek dogs, when he might have been their conqueror, 
their king. Foolish woman, who cannot see that your love has 
been his bane, his ruin ! He, who ought by now to have been 
sitting upon the throne of the Ptolemies, the lord of all south 
of the Mediterranean — as he shall be still I * 

Pelagia looked at him wide-eyed, as if her mind was taking 
in slowly some vast new thought, under the weight of which it 
reeled already. Then she rose slowly. 

* And he might be Emperor of Africa.* 
' And he shall be ; but not ' 

' ^ot with me 1 ' she almost shrieked. * No ! not with 
wretched, ignorant, polluted me ! I see — oh, God, I see it all J 
And this is why you want him to marry her — her ^ 

She could not utter the dreaded name. 

Wulf could not trust himself to speak j but he bowed his 
head in acquiescence. 



*Yes — I will go — up into the desert — with Philammon — ► 
and you shall never hear of me again. And I will be a nun. 
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and pray for him, that he may bo a great king, and conquer al! 
the world. You will tell him why I went away, will you not I 

Tes, I will go, — now, at once * 

She turned away hurriedly, as if to act upon her promise, and 
then she sprang again to Wulf with a sudden shudder. 

* I cannot, Wulf ! — I cannot leave him ! I shall go mad if I 
do ! Do not bo angry ; — I will promise anything — take any 
oath you like, if you will only let me stay here. Only as a 
slave — as anything — if I may but look at him sometimes. No 
— ^not even that — ^but to be under the same roof with him, 
only — Oh, let me be but a slave in the kitchen ! I will make 
over all I have to him — ^to you — to any one ! And you shall 
tell him that I am gone — dead, if you wilL — Only let me stay I 

And I will wear rags, and grind in the mill Even that 

will be delicious, to know that he is eating the bread which I 
have made I And if I ever dare speak to him — even to come 
near him — ^let the steward hang me up by the wrists, and whip 
me, like the slave which I deserve to be! ... . And then 
shall I soon grow old and ugly with grief, and there will be no 
more danger then, de^r Wulf, will there, from this accursed 

face of mine 1 Only promise me that, and There ! he is 

calling you ! Don't let him come in and see me I — I cannot 
bear it ! Go to him, quick, and tell him alL — No, don't tell 
him yet.' .... 

And she sank down again on the floor, as Wulf went out, 
murmuring to himself, — 

' Poor child ! poor child ! well for thee this day if thou wert 
dead, and at the bottom of Hela ! ' 

And Pelagia heard what he said. 

Gradually, amid sobs and tears, and stormy confusion of 
impossible hopes and projects, those words took root in her 
mind, and spread, till they filled her whole heart and brain. 

* Well for me if I were dead 1 ' 
And she rose slowly. 

*Well for me if I were deadi And why noti Then it 
would indeed be all settled. There would be no more danger 
from poor little Pelagia then.' .... 

She went slowly, firmly, proudly, into the well-known 
chamber. .... She threw herself upon the bed, and covered 
the pillow with kisses. Her eye fell on the AniaVs sword, 
which hung across the bed's-head, after the custom of Gothic 
warriors. She seized it, and took it down, shuddering. 

* Yes ! . . . . Let it be with this, if it must be. And it 
must be. I cannot bear it 1 Anything but shame I To have 
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fancied all my life — ^vain fool that I was ! — that every one 
loved and admired me, and to find that they were despising 
mo, hating me, all along ! Those students at the lecture-room 
door told me I was despised* — ^The old monk told me so — 
Fool that I was ! I forgot it next day ! — For he — ^he loved me 
still! — Ah — how could I believe them, till his own lips had 
Paid it ? . . . . Intolerable 1 . . . . And yet women as bad as 
I am have been honoured — when they were dead. What was 
that song which I used to sing about Epicharis, who hung 
herself in the litter, and Leaina, who bit out her tongue, lest 
the torture should drive them to betray their lovers 1 There 
used to be a statue of Leaina, they say, at Athens, — a lioness 

without a tongue And whenever I sang the song, the 

theatre used to rise, and shout, and call them noble and 
blessed. .... I never could tell why then ; but I know now i 
— I know now ! Perhaps they may call me noble, after all. 
At least, they may say " She was a — a — ^but she dare die for 
the man she loved !".... Ay, but God despises me too, and 
hates me. He will send me to eternal fire. Philammon said 
so — though he was my brother. The old monk said so — 
though he wept as he said it ... . The flames of hell for 
ever ! Oh, not for ever ! Great, dreadful God ! Not for ever ! 
Indeed, I did not know ! No one taught me about right and 
wrong, and I never knew that I had been baptized— Indeed, 
I never knew ! And it was so pleasant — so pleasant to be 
happy, and praised, and loved, and to see happy faces round 
me. How could I help iti The birds there who are singing 
in the darling, beloved court — they do what they like, and 
Thou art not angry with them for being happy 1 And Thou 
wilt not be more cruel to me than to them, great God — ^for 
what did I know more than they % Thou hast made the 
beautiful sunshine, and the pleasant, pleasant world, and the 
flowers, and the birds — Thou wilt not send me to burn for ever 
and ever ? Will not a hundred years be punishment enough — . 
or a thousand ? Oh, God ! is not this punishment enough 
already, — to have to leave him, just as — just as I am beginning 
to long to be good, and to be worthy of him 1 . . . . Oh, have 
mercy — mercy — mercy — and let me go after I have been 
punished enough ! Why may I not turn into a bird, or even 
a worm, and come back again out of that horrible place, 
to see the sun shine, and the flowers grow once moi-el Oh, 
am I not punishing myself already] Will not this help to 
atone ? . . • . Yea — I will die 1 — and perhaps so God may 
pity me r 
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And with trembling hands she drew the sword from its 
sheath and covered the blade with kisses. 

* Yes — on this sword — with which he won his battles. That 
is right — his to the last ! How keen and cold it looks ! 
Will it be very painful f . . . . No — I will not try the pointy 
or my heart might fail me. I will fall on it at once: let ifr 
hurt me as it may, it will be too late to draw back then. And 
after all it is his sword — It will not have the heart to torture 
me much. And yet he struck me himself this morning I * 

And at that thought, a long wild cry of misery broke from 
her lips, and rang through the house. Hurriedly she fastened 
the sword upright to the foot of the bed, and tore open, her 

tunic *Here — under this widowed bosom, where his 

head will never lie again ! There are footsteps in the passage 1 
Quick, Pelagia ! Now ^ 

And she threw up her arms wildly, in act to fall .... 

* It is his step ! And he will find me, and never know that 
it is for him I die T 

The Amal tried the door. It was fast. With a single blow 
he burst it open, and demanded — 

* What was that shriek ? What is the meaning of this 1 
Pelagia ! ' 

Pelagia, like a child caught playing with a forbidden toy. hid 
her face in her hands, and cowered down. 

* What is it ? ' cried he, lifting her. 
But she burst from his arms. 

* No, no ! — never more ! I am not worthy of you ! Let nie 
die, wretch that I am ! I can only drag you down. You must 
be a king. You must marry her — the wise woman ! ' 

* Hypatia I She is dead ! ' 

* Dead 1 ' shrieked Pelagia. 

* Murdered, an hour ago, by those Christian devils.' 
Pelagia put her hands over her eyes, and burst into tears. 

Were they of pity or of joy ? . . . . She did not ask herself ; 
and we will not ask her. 

* Where is my sword ? Soul of Odin ! why is it fastened 
here % ' 

* I was going to — Do not be angry 1 . . . . They told me 
that I had better die, and ' 

The Amal stood thunderstruck for a moment. 

* Oh, do not strike me again 1 Send me to the mill. Kill 
me now with your own hand ! Anything but another blow ! ' 

* A blow ^—Noble woman 1 ' cried the Amal, clasping her in 
his arms 
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The storm was past ; and Pelagia had been nestling to that 
beloved heart, cooing like a happy dove, for many a minuto 
before the Amal aroused himself and her. .... 

* Now ! — quick ! We have not a moment to lose. Up to 
the tower, where you will be safe ; and then to show theso 
curs what comes of snarling round the wild wolves' den !' 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

NEMESIS. 

AND was the AmaVs news true, then 1 
Philammon saw Raphael rush across the street into the 
Museum gardens. His last words had been a command to stay 
where he was ; and the boy obeyed him. The black porter who 
let Raphael out told him somewhat insolently, that his mistress 
would see no one, and receive no messages : but he had made 
up his mind : complained of the sun, quietly ensconced himself 
behind a buttress, and sat coiled up on the pavement, ready for 
a desperate spring. The slave stared at him: but he was 
accustomed to the vagaries of philosophers; and thanking the 
gods that he was not bom in that station of life, retired to his 
porter's cell, and forgot the whole matter. 

There Philammon waited a full half-hour. It seemed to him 
hours, days, years. And yet Raphael did not return : and yet 
no guards appeared. Was the strange Jew a traitor ? Impos- 
sible ! — ^his face had shown a desperate earnestness of terror 

as intense as Philammon's own Yet why did he not 

return ] 

Perhaps he had found out that the streets were clear ; their 

mutual fears groundless What meant that black knot 

of men some two hundred yards off, hanging about the mouth 
of the side street, just opposite the door which led to her 
lecture-room 1 He moved to watch them : they had vanished. 

He lay down again and waited There they were again. 

It was a suspicious post. That street ran along the back of the 
Caesareium, a favourite haunt of monks, communicating by 
innumerable entries and back buildings with the great Church 
itself. .... And yet, why should there not be a knot of 
monks there % What more common in every street of Alex- 
andria ? He tried to laugh away his own fears. And yet they 
ripened, by the very intensity of thinking on them, into 
certainty. He knew that something terrible was at hand. 
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More than once he looked out from his hiding-place — ^the knot 
of men were still there ; .... it seemed to have increased, to 
draw nearer. If they found him, what would they not suspect t 
What did he care 1 He would die for her, if it came to that — 
not that it could come to that : hut still he must speak to her 
—he must warn her. Passenger after passenger, carriage after 
carriage passed along the street : student after student entered 
the lecture-room : but he never saw them, not though they 
passed him close. The sun rose higher and higher, and turned 
his whole blaze upon the corner where Philammon crouched, 
till the pavement scorched like hot iron, and his eyes were 
dazzled by the blinding glare : but he never heeded it. His 
whole heart, and sense, and sight, were riveted upon that well- 
known door, expecting it to open 

At last, a curricle, glittering with silver, rattled round the 
corner and stopped opposite him. She must be coming now. 
The crowd had vanished. Perhaps it was, after all, a fancy of 
his own. No; there they were, peeping round the corner, 
close to the lecture-room — the hell-hounds! A slave brought 
out an embroidered cushion — and then Hypatia herself came 
forth, looking more glorious than ever ; her lips set in a sad 
firm smile ; her eyes uplifted, inquiring, eager, and yet gentle, 
dimmed by some great inward awe, as if her soul was far away 
aloft, and face to face with God. 

In a moment he sprang up to her, caught her robe convul- 
sively, threw himself on his knees before her — 

'Stop I Stay ! You are going to destruction I ' 

Calmly she looked down upon him. 

' Accomplice of witches ! Would you make of Theon*s daughter 
a traitor like yourself? ' 

He sprung up, stepped back, and stood stupified with shame 
and despair. .... 

She believed him guilty, then I .... It was the will of 
God! 

The plumes of the horses were waving far down the street 
before he recovered himself, and rushed after her, shouting he 
knew not what. 

It was too late ! A dark wave of men rushed from the 
ambuscade, surged up round the car ... . swept forward .... 
she had disappeared ! and as Philammon followed breathless, 
the horses galloped past him madly homeward with the empty 
carriage. 

Whither where they dragging her 1 To the Csesareium, the 
Church of God himself] Impossible 1 Why thither of all 
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places of the earth t Why did the mob, increasing momen- 
tarily by hundreds, pour down upon the beach, and return 
brandishing flints, shells, fragments of pottery ? 

She was upon the church steps before he caught them up, 
invisible among the crowd; but he could track her by the 
fragments of her dress. 

Where were her gay pupils now f Alas ! they had barricaded 
themselves shamefully in the Museum, at the first rush which 
swept her from the door of the lecture-room. Cowards ! he 
would save her! 

And he struggled in vain to pierce the dense mass of Para- 
bolani and monis, who, mingled with the fish- wives and dock- 
workers, leaped and yelled around their victim. But what he 
could not do another and a weaker did — even the little porter. 
Furiously — no one knew how or whence — he burst up as if 
from the ground in the thickest of the crowd, with knife, teeth, 
and nails, like a venomous wild-cat, tearing his way towards his 
idol. Alas I he was torn down himself, rolled over the steps, 
and lay there half dead in an agony of weeping, as Philammoa 
sprung up past him into the church. 

Yes. On into the church itself ! Into the cool dim shadow, 
with its fretted pillars, and lowering doraes, and candles, and 
incense, and blazing altar, and great pictures looking from the 
walls athwart the gorgeous gloom. And rij^ht in front, above 
the altar, the colossal Christ watching unmoved from off the 
wall, his right hand raised to give a blessing — or a curse 1 

On, up the nave, fresh shreds of her dress strewing the holy 
pavement — up the chancel steps themselves — up to the altar — 
right underneath the great still Christ : and there even those 
hell-hounds paused. .... 

She shook herself free from her tormentors, and springing 
back, rose for one moment to her full height, naked, snow-white 
against the dusky mass around — shame and indignation in those 
wide clear eyes, but not a stain of fear. With one hand she 
clasped her golden locks around her ; the other long white arm 
was stretched upward toward the great still Christ appealing — " 
and who dare say, in vain ] — from man to God. Her lips were^ 
opened to speak ; but the words that should have come from 
them reached God*s ear alone ; for in an instant Peter struck 

her down, the dark mass closed over her again and then 

wail on wail, long, wild, ear-piercing, rang along the vaulted 
roofs, and thrilled like the trumpet of avenging angels through 
Philammon's ears. 

Crushed against a pillar,' unable to move in the dense mass. 
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he pressed his hands over his ears. He could not shut out 
those shrieks 1 When would they end ? What in the name of 
the God of mercy were they doing ? Tearing her piecemeal ? 
Yes, and worse than that. And still the shrieks rang on, and 
Btill the great Christ looked down on Philammon with that 
calm, intolerable eye, and would not turn away. And over his 
head was written in the rainbow, ' I am the same, yesterday, 
to-day, and for ever ! ' The same as he was in Judea of old, 
Philammon ? Then what are these, and in whose temple ? And 
he covered his face with his hands, and longed to die. 

It was over. The shrieks had died away into moans ; the 
moans to silence. How long had he been there ? An hour, or 
an eternity % Thank God it was over I For her sake — ^but for 
theirs 1 Bat they thought not of that as a new cry rose through 
the dome. 

* To the Cinaron ! Bum the bones to ashes I Scatter them 
into the sea ! ' . . . . And the mob poured past him again. . . . 

He turned to flee : but, once outside the church, he sank 
exhausted, and lay upon the steps, watching with stupid horror 
the glaring of the fire, and the mob who leaped and yelled like 
demons round their Moloch sacrifice. 

A hand grasped his arm ; he looked up ; it was the porter. 

'And this, young butcher, is the Catholic and apostolic 
Church ? ' 

* No ! Eudaemon, it is the church of the devils of hell ! ' And 
gathering himself up, he sat upon the steps and buried his head 
within his hands. He would have given life itself for the power of 
weeping : but his eyes and brain were hot and dry as the desert. 

Euda3mon looked at him awhile. The shock had sobered the 
poor fop for once. 

' I did what I could to die with her ! * said he. 

' I did what I could to save her ! ' answered Philammon. 

' I know it. Forgive the words which I just spoke. Bid we 
not both love her 1 ' 

And the little wretch sat down by Philammon*s side, and as 
the blood dripped from his wounds upon the pavement, broke 
out into a bitter agony of human tears. 

There are times when the very intensity of our misery is a 
boon, and kindly stuns us till v/e are unable to torture ourselves 
by thought. And so it was with Philammon then. He sat 
there, he knew not how long. 

* She is with the gods,' said Eudajmon at last. 

* She is with the God of gods/ answered Philammon ; and 
they both were silent again. 
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Suddenly a commandiDg voice aroused them. They looked 
up, and saw before them Eaphael Aben-Ezra. 

He was pale as death, but calm as death. One look into his 
face told them that he knew alL 

' Young monk/ he said, between his closed teeth, * you seem 
to have loved her? ' 

Philammon looked up, but could not speak. 

* Then arise, and flee for your life into the farthest comer of 
the desert, ere the doom of Sodom and Gomorrha fall upon this 
accursed city. Have you father, mother, brother, sister, — ^ay, 
cat, dog, or bird for which you care, within its walls 1 * 

Philammon started; for he recollected Pelagia. .... That 
evening, so Cyril had promised, twenty trusty monks were to 
have gone with him to seize her. 

*You have? Then take them with you, and escape, and 
remember Lot's wife. Eudsemon, come with me. You must 
lead me to your house, to the lodging of Miriam the Jewess. 
Do not deny ! I know that she is there. For the sake of her 
who is gone I will hold you harmless, ay, reward you richly, if 
you prove faithful. Rise I ' 

Eudsemon, who knew Eaphael's face well, rose and led tlie 
way trembling; and Philammon was left alone. 

They never met again. But Philammon knew that he had 
been in the presence of a stronger man than himself, and of one 
who hated even more bitterly than he himself that deed at 
which the very sun, it seemed, ought to have veiled his face. 
And his words, * Arise, and flee for thy life,* uttered as they 
were with the stem self-command and writhing lip of com- 
pressed agony, rang through his ears like the trump of doom. 
Yes, he would flee. He had gone forth to see the world, and 
he had seen it. Arsenius was in the right after alL Home to 
the desert ! But first he would go himself alone, to Pelagia, 
and implore her once more to flee with him. Beast, fool, that 
he had been, to try to win her by force — by the help of such as 
these ! God's kingdom was not a kingdom of fanatics yelling 
for a doctrine, but of willing, loving obedient hearts. If he 
could not win her hearty her will, he would go alone, and die 
praying for her. 

He sprang from the steps of the Caesareium, and tumed up 
the street of the Museum. Alas 1 it was one roaring sea of 
heads ! They were sacking Theon's house — the house of so 
many memories I Perhaps the poor old man too had perished ! 
Still — his sister I He must save her and flee. And he tumed 
up a side street and tried to make his way onward. 
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Alas again ! the whole of the dock-quarter was up and out. 
Every street poured its tide of furious fanatics into the main 
river ; and ere he could reach Pelagia's house the sun was set, 
and close behind him, echoed by ten thousand voices, was 
the cry of 'Down with all heathens! Eoot out all Arian 
Goths ! Down with idolatrous wantons ! Down with Pelagia 
Aphrodite ! * 

He hurried down the alley, to the tower door, where Wulf 
had promised to meet him. It was half open, and in the dusk 
he could see a figure standing in the doorway. He sprang up 
the steps, and found, not Wu&, but Miriam. 

* Let me pass I ' 

* Wherefore r 

He made no answer, and tried to push past her. 

* Fool, fool, fool ! ' whispered the hag, holding the door against 
him with all her strength. * Where are your fellow-kidnappers 1 
Where are your band of monks ^ ' 

Philammon started back. How had she discovered his plan T 

* Ay — where are they 1 Besotted boy ! Have you not seen 
enough of monkery this afternoon, that you must try still to 
make that poor girl even such a one as yourselves 1 Ay, you 
may root out your own human natures if you will, and make 
yourselves devils in trying to become angels : but woman she 
is, and woman she shall live or die ! ' 

* Let me pass 1 ' cried Philammon, furiously. 

' Raise your voice — and I raise uine : and then your life is 
not worth a moment's purchase. Fool, do you think I speak 
as a Jewess 1 I speak as a woman — as a nun I I was a nun 
once, madman — ^the iron entered into my soul ! — God do so to 
me, and more also, if it ever enter into another soul while I 
can prevent it I You shall not have her I I will strangle her 
with my own hand first ! ' And turning from him, she darted 
up the winding stair. 

He followed : but the intense passion of the old hag hurled 
her onward with the strength and speed of a young Maenad. 
Once Philammon was near passing her. But he recollected 
that he did not know his way, and contented himself with 
keeping close behind, and making the fugitive his guide. 

Stair after stair, he fled upward, till she turned suddenly into 
a chamber door. Philammon paused. A few feet above him 
the open sky showed at the stair-head. They were close, then, 
to the roof ! One moment more, and the hag darted out of the 
room again, and turned to flee upward still. Philammon caught 
her by the arm, hurled her back into the empty chamber, shut 
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the door upon her ; and with a few bounds gained the roof, and 
met Pelagia face to face. 

* Come 1 ' gasped he breathlessly. * Now is the moment ! 
Come, while Uiey are all below ! * and he seized her hand. 

But Pelagia only recoiled. 

* No, no,' whispered she in answer, * I cannot, cannot — he has 
forgiven me all, all ! and I am his for ever ! And now, just as 
he is in danger, when he may be wounded — ah, heaven ! would 
you have me do anything so base as to desert him 1 ' 

* Pelagia, Pelagia, darling sister ! ' cried Philammon, in an 
agonized voice, * think of the doom of sin ! Think of the pains 
of hell V ' 

* I have thought of them this day : and I do not believe you ! 
No — I do not ! God is not so cruel as you say ! And if He 
were : — to lose my love, that is hell ! Let me bum hereafter, if 
I do but keep him now 1 ' 

Philammon stood stupified and shuddering. All his own 
«arly doubts flashed across him like a thunderbolt, when in the 
temple-cave he had seen those painted ladies at their revels, 
and shuddered, and asked himself, were they burning for ever 
and ever ? 

* Come ! ' gasped he once again ; and throwing himseK on his 
knees before her, covered her hands with kisses, wildly entreat- 
ing : but in vain. 

' "What is this ? ' thundered a voice ; not Miriam's, but the 
Amal's. He was unarmed : but he rushed straight upon 
Philammon. 

* Do not harm him ! ' shrieked Pelagia ; * he is my brother — 
my brother of whom I told you 1 ' 

* What does he here ? ' cried the Amal, who instantly divined 
the truth. 

Pelagia was silent 

* I wish to deliver my sister, a Christian, from the sbiful 
embraces of an Arian heretic ; and deliver her I will, or die ! ' 

* An Arian 1 ' laughed the Amal. * Say a heathen at once, 
and tell the truth, young fool ! Will you go with him, Pelagia, 
and turn nun in the sand-heaps 1 * 

Pelagia sprang towards her lover ; Philammon caught her by 
the arm for one last despairing appeal : and in a moment^ neither 
knew how, the Goth and the Greek were locked in deadly 
struggle, while Pelagia stood in silent horror, knowing that a 
call for help would bring instant death to her brother. 

It was over in a few seconds. The Goth lifted Philammon 
like a baby in his arms, and bearing him to the parapet. 
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attempted to hurl him into the canal below. But the active 
Gi-eek had wound himself like a snake around him, and held 
him by the throat with the strength of despair. Twice they 
rolled and tottered on the parapet ; and twice recoiled. A 
third fearful lunge — ^the earthen wall gave way ; and down to 
the dark depths, locked in each other's arms, fell Goth and Greek. 
Pelagia rushed to the brink, and gazed downward into the 
gloom, dumb and dry-eyed with horror. Twice they turned over 

together in mid-air The foot of the tower, as was usual 

in Egypt, sloped outwards towards the water. They must strike 
upon that — and then ! .... It seemed an eternity ere they 

touched the masonry The Amal was undermost. . . . • 

She saw his fair floating locks dash against the cruel stone. His 
grasp suddenly loosened, his limbs collapsed ; two distinct plunges 
broke the dark sullen water; and then all was still but the 
awakened ripple, lapping angrily against the waU. 

Pelagia gazed down one moment more, and then, with a 
shriek which rang along roof and river, she turned, and fled down 
the stairs and out into the night. 

Five minutes afterwards, Philammon, drippuig, bruised, and 
bleeding, was crawling up the water-steps at the lower end of 
the lane. A woman rushed from the postern door, and stood 
on the quay edge, gazing with clasped hands into the canaL 
The moon fell full on her face. It was Pelagia. She saw him, 
knew him, and recoiled. 

* Sister ! — my sister 1 Forgive me ! * 

'Murderer!' she shrieked, and dashing aside his outspread 
liands, fled wildly up the passage. 

The way was blocked with bales of merchandise : but the 
dancer bounded over them like a deer ; while Philammon, half 
etunned by his fall, and blinded by his dripping locks, stumbled, 
fell, and lay, iinable to rise. She held on for a few yards 
towards the torch-lit mob, which was surging and roaring in 
the main street above, then turned suddenly into a side alley> 
and vanished; while Philammon lay groaning upon the pavo- 
pient, without a purpose or a hope upon earth. 

Five minutes more, and Wulf was gazing over the broken 
parapet, at the head of twenty terrified spectators, male and 
female, whom Pelagia's shriek had summoned. 

He alone suspected that Philammon had been there ; and 
shuddering at the thought of what might have happened, he 
kept his secret. 

But all knew that Pelagia had been on the tower ; all had 
seen the Amal go up thither. Where were they now } And 
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why was the little postern gate found open, and shut only just 
in time to prevent the entrance of the mob ? 

Wulf stood, revolving in a brain but too well practised in 
such cases, all possible contingencies of death and horror. At 
last— 

* A rope and a light, Smid ! ' he almost whispered. 

They were brought, and Wulf, resisting all the entreaties of 
the younger men to allow them to go on the perilous search, 
lowered himself through the breach. 

He was about two-thirds down, when he shook the rope, and 
called, in a stifled voice, to those above — 

* Haul up. I have seen enough.* 

Breathless with curiosity and fear, they hauled him up. He 
stood among them for a few moments, silent, as if stunned by 
the weight of some enormous woe. 

'Is he dead?' 

Odin has taken his son home, wolves of the Goths 1 ' And 
he held out his right hand to the awe-struck ring, and burst 
into an agony of weeping. ... A clotted tress of long fair 
hair lay in his palm. 

It was snatched ; handed from man to man One after 

another recognised the beloved golden locks. And then, to the 
utter astonishment of the girls who stood round, the great 
simple hearts, too brave to be ashamed of tears, broke out, and 

wailed like children Their Amal I Their heavenly man I 

Odin's own son, their joy and pride, and glory ! Their * King- 
dom of heaven,' as his name declared him, who was all that each 
wished to be, and more, and yet belonged to them, bone of their 
bone, flesh of their flesh ! Ah, it is bitter to all true human 
hearts to be robbed of their ideal, even though that ideal be 
that of a mere wild bull, and soulless gladiator. .... 

At last Smid spoke : — 

* Heroes, this is Odin's doom ; and the Allfathet is just. Had 
we listened to Prince Wulf four months ago, this had never 
been. We have been cowards and sluggards, and Odin is 
angry with his children. Let us swear to be Prince Wulfs 
men, and follow him to morrow where he will 1 * 

Wulf grasped his outstretched hand lovingly — 

* No, Smid, son of Troll ! These words are not yours to 
speak. Agilmund son of Cniva, Goderic son of Ermenric, you 
are Baits, and to you the succession appertains. Draw lots here, 
which of you shall be our chieftain.' 

* Ko 1 no ! Wulf ! ' cried both the youths at once. * You are 
the hero I you are the Sagaman ! We are not worthy ; we ha\«> 
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been cowards and sluggards, like the rest. Wolves of the 
Groths, follow the Wol^ even though he lead you to the land of 
the giants ! ' 

A roar of applause followed, 

* Lift him on the shield,* cried Goderic, tearing off liis 
buckler. * Lift him on the shield ! Hail, Wulf king ! Wulf, 
king of Egypt 1 ' 

And the rest of the Goths, attracted by the noise, rushed up 
the tower-stairs in time to join in the mighty shout of ' Wulf, 
king of Egypt ! ' — ^as careless of the vast multitude which yelled 
and surged without, as boys are of the snow against the window* 
pane, 

* 1^0 ! ' said Wulf, solemnly, as he stood on the uplifted shield. 
* If I be indeed your king, and ye my men, wolves of the Goths, 
to-morrow we will go forth of this place, hated of Odin, rank- 
with the innocent blood of the Alruna maid. Back to Adolf; 
back to our own people I Will you go 1 ' 

' Back to Adolf ! ' shouted the men. 

' You will not leave us to be murdered ? ' cried one of the 
girls. * The mob are breaking the gates already ! ' 

* Silence, silly one ! Men — we have one thing to do. The 
Amal must not go to the Valhalla without fair attendance.* 

* !Not the poor girls 1 * said Agilmund, who took for granted 
that Wulf would wish to celebrate the Amal's funeral in true 
Gothic fashion by a slaughter of slaves. 

* No One of them I saw behave this very afternoon 

worthy of a Vala. And they, too — they may make heroes' wives 

after all, yet Women are better than I fancied, even 

the worst of them. No. Go down, heroes, and throw the 
gates open ; and call in the Greek hounds to the funeral supper 
of a son of Odin.* 

* Throw the gates open ? * 

' Yes. Goderic, take a dozen men, and be ready in the east 
hall. Agilmund, go with a dozen to the west side of the court 
—there in the kitchen ; and wait till you hear my war-cry. 
Smid and the rest of you, come with me through the stables 
close to the gate — as silent as Hela.* 

And they went down — to meet, full on the stairs below, old 
Miriam. 

Breathless and exhausted by her exertion, she had fallen 
heavily before Philammon's strong arm ; and lying half 
stunned for a while, recovered just in time to meet her 
doom. 

She knew that it was come, and faced it like herself. 

B B 
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'Take the wiicli ! ' said Wulf, slowly — * Take the corrupter of 
heroes — the cause of aU our sorrows ! * 

Miriam looked at him with a quiet smile. 

' The witch is accustomed long ago to hear fools lay on her 
the consequences of their own lust and laziness/ 

* Hew her down, Smid, son of Troll, that she may pass the 
Amal's soul and gladden it on her way to Nifibeim/ 

Smid did it : but so terrible were the eyes which glared upon 
liim from those sunken sockets, that his sight was dazzled. 
The axe turned aside^ and struck her shoulder. She reeled, but 
did not fdl. 

' It is enough,' she said, quietly. 

' The accursed Grendel's daughter numbed my arm I ' said 
Smid. * Lot her go ! No man shall say that I struck a woman 
twice.' 

* Nidhogg waits for her, soon or late,' answered Wulf. 

And Miriam, coolly folding her shawl around her, turned 
and walked steadily down the stair ; while all men breathed 
more freely, as if delivered from some accursed and supernatural 
spelL 

* And now,' said Wulf, ' to your posts, and vengeance ! ' 

The mob had weltered and howled inefTcctually around the 
house for some half-hour. But the lofty walls, opening on the 
street only by a few narrow windows in the higher stories, 
rendered it an impregnable fortress. Suddenly, the iron gates 
were drawn back, disclosing to the front rank the court, 
glaring empty and silent and ghastly in the moonlight. For 
an instant they recoiled, with a vague horror, and dread of 
treachery : but the mass behind pressed them onward, and in 
swept tiiie murderers of Hypatia, till the court was full of 
choking wretches, surging against the walls and pillars in 
aimless fury. And then, from under the archway on each 
side, rushed a body of tall armed men, driving back all 
incomers more ; the gates slid together again upon their 
grooves; and the wild beasts of Alexandria were trapped at 
last 

And then began a murder grim and great. From three 
different doors issued a line of Goths, whose helmets and mail- 
shirts made them invulnerable to the clumsy weapons of the 
mob, and began hewing their way right through the living 
mass, helpless from their close-packed array. True, they were 
but as one to ten ; but what are ten curs before one lion t 
• . . . And the moon rose higher and higher, staring down 
ghastly and unmoved upon that doomed court of the furies 
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and still the bills and swords liewed on and on, and the Goths 
drew the corpses, as they found room, towards a dark pile in 
the midst, where old Wulf sat upon a heap of slain, singing 
the praises of the Amal and the glories of Valhalla, while the 
shrieks of his lute rose shrill above the shrieks of the flying 
and the wounded, and its wild waltz-time danced and rollicked 
on swifter and swifter as the old singer maddened, in awful 
mockery of the terror and agony around. 

And so, by men and purposes which wrecked nqt of her, as is 
the wont of Providence, was the blood of Hypatia avenged in 
part that night. 

In part only. For Peter the Reader, and his especial as- 
sociates, were safe in sanctuaiy at the Csesareium, clinging to 
the altar. Tenified at the storm which they had raised, and 
fearing the consequences of an attack upon the palace, they 
had left the mob to run riot at its will ; and escaped the swords 
of the Goths, to be reserved for the more awful punishment of 
impunity. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

EVERY MAN TO HIS OWN PLACE. 

IT was near midnight. Raphael had been sitting some three 
hours in Miriam's inner chamber, waiting in vain for her 
return. To recover, if po'^sible, his ancestral wealth ; to convey 
it, without a day's delay, to Gyrene ; and, if possible, to persuade 
the poor old Jewess to accompany him, and there to soothe, to 
guide, perhaps to convert her, was his next purpose : — at all 
evente, with or without his wealth, to flee from that accursed 
city. And he counted impatiently the slow hours and minutes 
which detained him in an atmosphere which seemed reeking 
with innocent blood, black with the lowering curse of an 
avenging God. More than once, unable to bear the thought, 
he rose to depart, and leave his wealth behind: but he was 
checked again by the thought of his own past life. How had 
he added his own sin to the great heap of Alexandrian wicked- 
ness ! How had he tempted others, pampered others in evil 1 
Good God ! how had he not only done evil with all his might, 
but had pleasure in those who did the same ! And now, now 
he was reaping the fruit of his own devices. For years past, 
merely to please his lust of power, his misanthropic scorn, he 
had been making that wicked Orestes wickeder than he was 
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even Ly his own base will and nature; and his puppet had 
avenged itself upon him ! He, he had prompted him to ask 
Hypatia's hand. .... He had laid, half in sport, half in envy 
of her excellence, that foul plot against the only human being 
whom he loved. .... and he had destroyed her ! He, and not 
Peter, was the murderer of Hypatia I True, he had never 

meant her death Ko; but had he not meant for her 

worse than death? He had never foreseen No; but 

only because he did not choose to foresee. He had chosen to 
be a god ; to kill and to make alive by his own will and law : 
and behold, he had become a devil by that very act Who can 
— and who dare, even if he could — withdraw the sacred veil 
from those bitter agonies of inward shame and self-reproach, 
made all the more intense by his clear and nndoubting know- 
ledge that he was forgiven ? What dread of punishment, what 
blank despair, could have pierced that groat heart so deeply as 
did the thought that the God whom he had hated and deEed 
had returned him good for evil, and rewarded him not accord- 
ing to his iniquities 1 That discovery, as Ezekiel of old had 

warned his forefathers, filled up the cup of his self-loathing 

To have found at last the hated and dreaded name of God : and 
found that it was Love ! .... To possess Victoria, a living, 
human likeness, however imperfect, of that God ; and to possess 
in her a home, a duty, a purpose, a fresh clear life of righteous 
labour, perhaps of final victory. .... That was his punish- 
ment ; that was the brand of Cain upon his forehead ; and he 
felt it greater than he could bear. 

But at least there was one thing to be done. Where he had 
sinned, there he must make amends ; not as a propitiation, not 
even as a restitution; but simply as a confession of the truth 
which he had found. And as his purpose shaped itself, he 
longed and prayed that Miriam might return, and make it 
possible. 

And Miriam did return. He heard her pass slowly through 
the outer room, learn from the girls who was withm, order them 
out of the apartments, close the outer door upon them ; at last 
she entered, and said quietly — 

* Welcome 1 I have expected you. You could not surprise 
old Miriam. The teraph told me, last night, that you would ba 
here.' .... 

Did she see the smile of incredulity upon Raphael's face, or 
was it some sudden pang of conscience which made her cry 
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a miserable old liar, who cannot speak the truth, even if I try ! 
Only look kind ! Smile at me, Eaphael ! — liaphael come back 
at last to his poor, miserable, villanous old mother i Smile on 
me but once, my beautiful, my son ! my son 1 ' 

And springing to him, she clasped him in her arms. 

* Your son % * 

* Yes, my son ! Safe at last ! Mine at last ! I can prove it 
now ! The son of my womb, though not the son of my vows ! ' 
And she laughed hysterically. * My child, my heir, for whom 
I have toiled and hoarded for three-and-thirty years ! Quick ! 
here are my keys. In that cabinet are all my papers — all I 
have is yours. Your jewels are safe — buried with mine. The 
negro-woman^ Eudamon's wife, knows where. I made her 
swear secrecy upon her little wooden idol, and, Christian as she 
is, she has been honest. Make her rich for life. She hid your 
poor old mother, and kept her safe to see her boy come home. 
But give nothing to her little husband : he is a bad fellow, and 
beats her. — Go, quick I take your riches, and away ! . . . . 
No ; stay one moment — just one little moment — that the poor 
old wretch may feast her eyes with the sight of her darling once 
more before she dies ! ' 

' Before you die 1 Your son 1 God of my fathers, what is 
the meaning of all this, Miriam 1 This morning I was the son 
of Ezra the merchant of Antioch ! ' 

* His son and heir, his son and heir ! He knew all at last. 
We told him on his death-bed 1 I swear that we told him, and 
he adopted you ! ' 

*We! WhoT 

* His wife and L He craved for a child, the old miser, and 
we gave him one — a better one than ever came of his family. 
But he loved you, accepted you, though he did know all. lie 
was afraid of being laughed at after he was dead — afraid of 
having it known that he was childless, the old dotard ! No — 
he was right — true Jew in that, after all ! ' 

* Who was my father, then 1 ' interrupted Eaphael, in utter 
bewilderment. 

The old woman laughed a laugh so long and wild, that 
Raphael shuddered. 

* Sit down at your mother's feet. Sit down .... just to 
please the poor old thing ! Even if you do not believe her, 
just play at being her child, her darling, for a minute before she 
dies; and she will tell you all ... . perhaps there is time 
yet!' 

And he sat down. .... * What if this incarnation of all 
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wickedness were really my mother t .... And yet — why 
should I shrink thus proudly from the notion t Am I so pure 
myself as to deserve a purer source)' .... And the old 
woman laid her hand fondly on his head, and her skinny fingers 
played with his sofl locks, as she spoke hurriedly and thick. 

* Of the house of Jesse, of the seed of Solomon ; not a rahbi 
from Babylon to Eome dare deny that ! A king's daughter I 
am, and a king's heart I had, and have, like Solomon's own, my 

son ! .... A kingly heart It made me dread and 

scorn to be a slave, a plaything, a soulless doll, such as Jewish 
women are condemned to be by their tyrants, the men. I 
craved for wisdom, renown, power — ^power — power ! and my 
nation refused them to me ; because, forsooth, I was a woman ! 
So I left them. I went to the Christian priests. .... They 

gave me what I asked They gave me more. . . . They 

pampered my woman's vanity, my pride, my self-will, my scorn 
of wedded bondage, and bade me be a saint, the judge of angels 
and archangels, the bride of God ! Liars 1 liars I And so — if 
you laugh, you kill me, Raphael — and so Miriam, the daughter 
of Jonathan — Miriam, of the house of David — Miriam, the 
descendant of Euth and Eachab, of Eachel and Sara, became a 
Christian nun, and shut herself up to see visions, and dream 
dreams, and fattened her own mad self-conceit upon the impious 
fancy that she was the spouse of the Nazarene, Joshua Bar- 
Joseph, whom she called Jehovah Ishi Silence ! If you stop 

me a moment, it may be too late. I hear them calling me 
already ; and I made them promise not to take me before I had 
told all to my son — the son of my shame ! * 

* Who calls you 1 ' asked Raphael ; but after one strong 
shudder she ran on, unheeding, — 

' But they lied, lied, lied ! I found them out that day 

Do not look up at me, and I will tell you all. There was a riot 
— a fight between the Christian devils and the Heathen devils 
— and the convent was sacked, Raphael, my son ! — Sacked ! 

.... Then I found out their blasphemy Oh, God I I 

shrieked to Him, Raphael 1 I called on Him to rend His heavens 
and come down — to pour out His thunderbolts upon them — to 
cleave the earth and devour them — to save the wretched help- 
less girl who adored Him, who had given up father, mother, 
kinsfolk, wealth, the light of heaven, womanhood itself for Him 
— who worshipped, meditated over Him, dreamed of Him night 

and day Aiid, Raphael, He did not hear me .... He 

did not hear me ... . did not hear me 1 ... • And then I 
knew it all for a lie 1 a lie 1 ' 
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* And you knew it for what it is !' cried Eaphaol through hig 
Boba, as he thought of Victoria, and felt every vein burning 
with righteous wrath. 

— * There was no mistaking that test, was there? . . . • 
For nine months I was mad. And then your voice, my baby, 
my joy> Miy pride— that brought me to myself once more ! And 
I shook off the dust of my feet against those Galilean priests, 
and went back to my own nation, where God had set me from 
the beginning. I made them — the Rabbis, my father, my kin 
— I made them all receive me. They could not stand before 
my eye. I can make people do what I will, Itaphael ! I could 
— I could make you emperor now, if I had but time loft ! I 
went back. I palmed you off on Ezra as his son, I and his 
wife, and made him believe that you had been born to him 

while he was in Byzantium And then — to live for you I 

And I did live for you. For you I travelled from India to 
Britain, seeking wealth. For you I toiled, hoarded, lied, 
intrigued, won money by every means, no matter how base — 
for was it not for you % And I have conquered ! You are the 
richest Jew south of the Mediterranean, you, my son ! And 
you deserve your wealth. You have your mother's soul in you, 
my boy ! I watched you, gloried in you — in your cunning, 
your daring, your learning, your contempt for these Gentile 
hounds. You felt the royal blood of Solomon within you I 
You felt that you were a young lion of Judah, and they the 
jackals who followed to feed upon your leavings! And now, 
now ! Your only danger is past ! The cunning woman is 
gone — the sorceress who tried to take my young lion in her pit- 
fall, and has fallen into the midst of it herself; and he is safe, 
and returned to take the nations for a prey, and grind their 
bones to powder, as it is written, ** he couched like a lion, he lay 
down like a lioness's whelp, and who dare rouse him up 1 " ' 

* Stop ! * said Raphael, * I must speak 1 Mother ! I must ! 
As you love me, as you expect me to love you, answer 1 Had 
you a hand in her death ? Speak ! ' 

* Did I not tell you that I was no more a Christian ? Had 
I remained one — who can tell what I might not have donel 
All I, the Jewess, dare do was — Fool that I am ! I have for- 
gotten all this time the proof — the proof * 

* I need no proof, mother. Your words are enough,' said 
Raphael, as he clasped her hand between his own, and pressed 
it to his burning forehead. But the old woman hurried on — 
* See ! See the black agate which you gave her in your 
niaduLSS ! * 
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* How did you obtain that ? ' 

* I stole it — stole it, my son ; as thieves steal, and are crucified 
for stealing. What was the chance of the cross to a mother 
yearning for her child?— to a mother who put round her baby's 
neck, three-and-thirty black years ago, that broken agate, and 
kept the other half next her own heart by day and night I 
See 1 See how they lit ! Look, and believe your poor old 
sinful mother ! Look, I say ! * and she thrust the talisman into 
his hands. 

* Now, let me die ! I vowed never to tell this secret but to 
you : never to tell it to you, until the night I died. Farewell, 
my son ! Kiss me but once — once, my child, my joy ! Oh, 
this makes up for all ! Makes up even for that day, the last 
on which I ever dreamed myself the bride of the Kazarene ! * 

Raphael felt that he must speak, now or never. Though it 
cost him the loss of all his wealth, and a mother's curse, ho 
must speak. And not daring to look up, he said gently, — 

* Men have lied to you about Him, mother : but has He ever 
lied to you about Himself? He did not lie to me when He 
sent me out into the world to find a man, and sent me back 
again to you with the good news that The Man is born into the 
world.' 

But to his astonishment, instead of the burst of bigoted in- 
dignation which he had expected, Miriam answered in a low, 
confused, abstracted voice, — 

* And did He send you hither ? Well — that was more like 

what I used to fancy Him A grand thought it is after 

all — ^a Jew the king of heaven and earth ! , . . . Well — I shall 

know soon I loved Him once, ,..,,. and perhaps 

• . . . perhaps . . . .* 

Why did her head drop heavily upon his shoulder 1 He 

turned — a dark stream of blood was flowing from her lips ! He 

•sprang to his feet. The girls rushed in. They tore open her 

shawl, and saw the ghastly wound, which she had hidden with 

such iron resoli*tion to the last. But it was too late. Miriam 

the daughter of Solomon was gone to her own place. 

* ♦ » * * 

Early the next morning, Eaphael was standing in Cyril's ante- 
room, awaiting an audience. There were loud voices within ; 
and after a while a tribune whom he knew well hurried out, 
muttering curses — 

* What brings you here, friend 1 ' said Raphael. 

*The scoundbrel will not give them up,' answered he, in an 
undertone. 
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* Give up whom ? * 

* The murderers. They are in sanctuary now at the Csesa- 
reium. Orestes sent me to demand them: and this fellow 
defies him openly ! * And the tribune hurried out 

Raphael, sickened with disgust, half-turned to follow him : 
but his better angel conquered, and he obeyed the summons of 
the deacon who usliered him in. 

Cyril was walking up and down, according to his custom, 
with great strides. When he saw who was his visitor, he 
stopped short with a look of fierce inquiry. Eaphael entered 
on business at once, with a cold calm voice. 

'You know me, doubtless; and you know what I was. T 
am now a Christian catechumen. I come to make such resti- 
tution as I can for certain past ill deeds done in this city. You 
will find among these papers the trust-deeds for such a yearly 
sum of money as will enable you to hire a house of refuge fur 
a hundred fallen women, and give such dowries to thirty of 
them yearly as will enable them to find suitable husbands. I 
have set down every detail of my plan. On its exact fulfilment 
depends the continuance of my gift' 

Cyril took the document eagerly, and was breaking out with 
some commonplace about pious benevolence, when the Jew 
stopped him. 

' Your Holiness's compliments are unnecessary. It is to your 
office, not to yourself, that this business relates.' 

Cyril, whose conscience was ill enough at ease that morning, 
felt abashed before Raphael's dry and quiet manner, which 
bespoke, as he well knew, reprcfof more severe than all open 
upbraidings. So looking down, not without something like a 
blush, he ran his eye hastily over the paper; and then said, 
in his blandest tone, — 

* My brother will forgive me for remarking, that while I 
acknowledge his perfect right to dispose of his charities as he 
will, it is somewhat startling to me, as Metropolitan of Egypt, 
to find not only the Abbot Isidore of Pelusium, but the secular 
Defender of the Plebs, a civil officer, implicated, too, in the late 
conspiracy, associated with me as co-trustees.' 

* I have taken the advice of more than one Christian bishop 
on the matter. I acknowledge your authority by my presence 
here. If the Scriptures say rightly, the civil magistrates are 
as much God's ministers as you ; and I am therefore bound to 
acknowledge their authority also. I should have preferred 
associating the Prefect with you in the trust : but as your 
dissensions with the present occupant of that post might have 
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crippled my scheme, I have named the Defender of the Plebs, 
and haye already pat into his hands a copy of this document 
Another copy has been sent to Isidore, who is empowered to 
receive all moneys from my Jewish bankers in Pelusium.' 

* You doubt, then, either my ability or my honesty I ' said 
Cyril, who was becoming somewhat nettled. 

* If your Holiness dislikes my offer, it is easy to omit your 
name in the deed. One word more. If yuu deliver up to 
justice the murderers of my friend Hypatia, I double my bequest 
on the spot.' 

C3rril burst out instantly — 

* Thy money perish with thee 1 Do you presume to bribe me 
into delivering up my children to the tyrant I * 

* I offer to give you the means of showing more mercy, pro 
vided that you will first do simple justice.' 

* Justice ] ' cried Cyril. * Justice 1 If it be just that Peter 
should die, sir, see first whether it was not just that Hypatia 
should die. Not that I compassed it. As I live, I would have 
given my own right hand that this had not happened! But 
now that it is done — let those who talk of justice look first in 
which scale of the balance it lies 1 Do you fancy, sir, that the 
people do not know their enemies from their friends % Do you 
fancy that they are to sit with folded hands, while a pedant 
makes common cause with a profligate, to drag them back again 
into the very black gulf of outer darkness, ignorance, brutal 
lust, grinding slavery, from which the Son of God died to free 
them, from which they are painfully and slowly struggling 
upward to the light of day ? You, sir, if you be a Christian 
catechumen, should know for yourself what would have been 
the fate of Alexandria had the devil's plot of two days since 
succeeded. What if the people struck too fiercely % They struck 
in the right place. What if they have given the reins to passions 
fit only for heathens] Eecollect the centuries of heathendom 
which bred those passions in them, and blame not my teaching, 
but the teaching of their forefathers. That very Peter. .... 
What if he have for once given place to the devil, and avenged 
where he should have forgiven ] Has he no memories i> »u;;h 
may excuse him for fancying, in a just paroxysm of dread, that 
idolatry and falsehood must be crushed at any riski — He who 
counts back for now three hundred years, in persecution after 
persecution, martyrs, sir ! martyrs — if you know what that 
word implies — of his own blood and kin ; who, when he was but 
a seven years' boy, saw his own father made a sightless cripple to 
this day, and his elder sister, a consecrated nun, devoured ahve 
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by sMdne in the open streets, at the hands of those who sud- 
ported the very philosophy, the very gods, which Hypatia 
attempted yesterday to restore. God shall judge such a man ; 
not I, nor you I ' 

'Let God judge him, then, by delivering him to God*8 
minister.' 

* God's minister ] That heathen and apostate prefect ? When 
he has expiated his apostacy by penance, and returned pub- 
licly to the bosom of the church, it will be time enough to 
obey him : till then he is the minister of none but the devil. 
And no ecclesiastic shall suffer at the tribunal of an infideL 
Holy Writ forbids us to go to law before the unjust. Let the 
world say of me what it will. I defy it and its rulers. I have 
to establish the kingdom of God in this city, and do it I wiU, 
knowing that other foundation can no man lay than that which 
is laid, which is Christ.' 

* Wherefore you proceed to lay it afresh, A curious method 
of proving that it is laid already.' 

* What do you mean 1 ' asked Cyril, angrily. 

'Simply that God's kingdom, if it exist at all, must be a 
sort of kingdom, considering Who is The King of it, which 
would have established itself without your help some time 
since ; probably, indeed, if the Scriptures of my Jewish fore- 
fathers are to be believed, before the foundation of the world ; 
and that your business was to believe that God was King of 
Alexandria, and had put the Eoman law there to crucify all 
murderers, ecclesiastics included, and that crucified they must 
be accordingly, as high as Haman himself.' 

* I will hear no more of this, sir ! I am responsible to God 
alone, and not to you : let it be enough that by virtue of the 
authority committed to me, I shall cut off these men from the 
church of God, by solemn excommunication, for three years to 
come.' 

* They are not cut off, then, it seems, as yet 1 ' 

* I tell you, sir, that I shall cut them off 1 Do you come here 
to doubt my word 1 ' 

*Not in the leasts most august sir. But I should have 
fancied that, according to my carnal notions of God's Kingdom 
and The Church, they had cut off themselves most effectually 
already, from the moment when they cast away the Spirit of 
God, and took to themselves the spirit of murder and cruelty ; 
and that all which your most just and laudable excommunica- 
tion could effect, would be to inform the public of that fact. 
However, farewell 1 My money shall be forthcoming in due 
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*K/^It I with joGT Holisesa well when I sajso. K my 
Wfiv^Wb tef^za to roa somewhat secular, roais — forgire me — 
fi^ m to ix.e Si'.r:.ewhit ath^rlaUc ; and I advise yon honestly to 
take care lest while yon aze bosy trying to establish Good's 
kingdom, yon forget lihat it is like, by shutting your eyes to 
th^/^ of lis laws which are established already. I haye no 
doubt that with your Holiness's great powers yon will sacoeed 
in e«tahli-h:n;r something. My only dread is, that when it is 
eitt'ibiUhed, yon should discover to your horror that it is the 
devil's kiri;n]om and not God's.' 

Arid without waiting for an answer, Eaphael bowed himself 
out of the au;;u.st presence, and sailing for Berenice that very 
day, with Enc'aemon and his negro wife, went to his own place ; 
there to Ltlxrur and to succour, a sad and stem, and yet a 
loving and a much-loved man, for many a year to come. 

And now we will leave Alexandria also, and taking a forward 
leap of gome twenty years, see how all other persons mentioned 
in this history went, likewise, each to lus own place. 



A little more than twenty years after, the wisest and holiest 
man in the East was writing of Cyril, just deceased — 

'His death made those who survived him joyful; but it 
grieved most probably the dead ; and there is cause to fear, lest, 
finding his presence too troublesome, they should send him 

back to us May it came to pass, by your prayers, that 

he may obtain mercy and forgiveness, that the immeasurable 
grace of God may prevail over his wickedness !'.... 

So wrote Theodoret in days when men had not yet inter- 
calated into Holy Writ that line of an obscure modern hymn, 
which proclaims to man the good news that 'There is no 
repentance in the grave.' Let that be as it may, Cyril has gone 
to his own place. What that place is in history is but too well 
known. What it is in the sight of Him unto whom all live 
for ever, is' no concern of ours. May He whose mercy is over 
oil His works, have mercy upon all, whether orthodox or unor- 
thodox, Papist or Protestant, who, like Cyril, begin by lying 
for the cause of truth; and setting off upon that evil road, 
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arrive surely, with the Scribes and Pharisees of old, sooner or 
later at their own place ! 

True, he and lus monks had conquered ; but Hypatia did 
not die unavenged. In the hour of that unrighteous victory, 
the Church of Alexandria received a deadly wound. It had 
admitted and sanctioned those habits of doing evil that good 
may come, of pious intrigue, and at last of open persecution, 
which are certain to creep in wheresoever men attempt to set 
up a merely religious empire, independent of human relation- 
ships and civil laws ; — to * establish,* in short, a * theocracy,' 
and by that very act confess their secret disbelief that God is 
ruling already. And the Egyptian Church grew, year by year, 
more lawless and inhuman. Freed from enemies without, and 
from the imion which fear compels, it turned its ferocity 
inward, to prey on its own vitals, and to tear itself in pieces 
by a voluntary suicide, with mutual anathemas and exclusions, 
till it ended as a mere chaos of idolatrous sects, persecuting 
each other for metaphysical propositions, which, true or false, 
were equally heretical in their mouths, because they used them 
only as watchwords of division. Orthodox or unorthodox, they 
knew not God, for they knew neither righteousness, nor love, 
nor peace. . . • . They * hated their brethren, and walked on 
still in darkness, not knowing whither they were going ' . . . . 
till Amrou and his Mahommedans appeared ; and whether 
they discovered the fact or not, they went to their own 
place 

Tliough the mills of God ^rind slowly, yet they grind exceeding small ; 
Though He stands and waits with patience, with exactness grinds He all. — 

And so found, in due time, the philosophers as well as the 
ecclesiastics of Alexandria. 

Twenty years after Hypatia's death, philosophy was flicker- 
ing down to the very socket. Hypatia's murder was its death- 
blow. In language tremendous and unmistakeable, philosophers 
had been informed that mankind had done with them ; that 
they had been weighed in the balances, and found wanting ; 
that if they had no better Gospel than that to preach, they 
must make way for those who had. And they did make way. 
We hear little or nothing of them or their wisdom henceforth, 
except at Athens, where Proclus, Marinus, Isidore, and others, 
kept up * the golden chain of the Platonic succession,* and 
descended deeper and deeper, one after the other, into the 
realms of confusion — confusion of the material with the 
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epiritaal, of the subject with the object, tbe moral with the 
intellectual ; self- consistent in one thing only, — ^namely, in 
their exclusive Pharisaism; utterly unable to proclaim any 
good news for man as man, or even to conceive of the possi- 
bility of such, and gradually looking With more and more 
complacency on all superstitions which did not involve that 
one idea, which alone they hated, — ^namely, the Incarnation; 
craving after signs and wonders, dabbling in magic, astrology, 
and barbarian letichisms ; bemoaning the fallen age, and bark- 
ing querulously at every form of human thought except theii 
own ; writing pompous biographies, full of bad Greek, worse 
taste, and still worse miracles. .... 

That last drear mood 

Of envious sloth, and proud decrepitude ; 

No faith, no art, no king, no priest, no God ; 

While round the freezing founts of life in snarling rin^ 

Crouch'd on the bareworn sod, 

Babbling about the unreturning spring, 

And whining for dead gods, who cannot save, 

The toothless systems Silver to their grave. 

The last scene of their tragedy was not without a touch of 

pathos In the year 529, Justinian finally closed, by 

imperial edict, tlie schools of Athens. They had nothing more 
to tell the world, but what tlie world had yawned over a 
thousand times before : why should they break the blessed 
silence by any more such noises ? The philosophers felt so 
themselves. They had no mind to be martyrs, for they had 
nothing for which to testify. They had no message for man- 
kind, and mankind no interest for theiiL All that was left for 
them was to take care of their own souls ; and fancying that 
they saw something like Plato's ideal republic in the pure 
monotheism of the Guebres, their philosophic emperor the 
Khozroo, and his holy caste of magi, seven of them set off to 
Persia, to forget the hateful existence of Christianity in that 
realized ideal. Alas for the facts ! The purest monotheism, 
they discovered, was perfectly compatible with bigotry and 
ferocity, luxury and tyranny, serails and bowstrings, incestuous 
marriages and corpses exposed to the beasts of the field and the 
fowls of the air; and in reasonable fear for their own necks, 
the last seven Sages of Greece returned home weary-hearted, 
into the Christian Empire from which they had fled, fully 
contented with the permission, which the Khozroo had obtained 
for them from Justinian, to hold their peace, and die among 
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decent people. So among decent people they died, leaving 
behind them, as their last legacy to mankind, Simplicius's 
Commentaries on Epictetus's Enchiridion, an essay on the art 
of egotism, by obeying which, whosoever list may become 
as perfect a Pharisee as ever darkened the earth of God. 
Peace be to their ashes ! . . . . They are gone to their own 
place. 

« « « « « 

Wulf, too, had gone to his own place, wheresoever that may 
be. He died in Spain, full of years and honours, at the court 
of Adolf and Placid ia, having resigned his sovereignty into the 
hands of his lawful chieftain, and having lived long enough to 
see Goderic and his younger companions in arms settled with 
their Alexandrian brides up on the sunny slopes from which 
they had expelled the Vandals and the Suovi, to be the 
ancestors of 'bluest-blooded' Castilian nobles. Wulf died, as 
be had lived, a heathen. Placidia, who loved him well, as she 
loved all righteous and noble souls, had succeeded once in 
persuading him to accept baptism. Adolf himself acted as one 
of his sponsors ; and the old warrior was in the act of stepping 
into the font, when he turned suddenly to the bishop, and 
asked where were the souls of his heathen ancestors? *In 
hell,' replied the worthy prelate. Wulf drew back from the 

font, and threw his bearskin cloak around him * He 

would prefer, if Adolf had no objection, to go to his own 
people.' * And so he died unbaptized, and went to his own 
place. 

Victoria was still alive and busy : but Augustine's warning 
had come true — she had found trouble in the flesh. The day 
of the Lord had come, and Vandal tyrants were now the 
masters of the fair corn-lands of Africa. Her father and 
brother were lying by the side of Raphael Aben-Ezra, beneath 
tlie ruined walls of Hippo, slain, long years before, in the vain 
attempt to deliver their country from the invading swarms. 
But they had died the death of heroes ; and Victoria was 
. content. And it was whispered, among the down-trodden 
Catholics, who clung to her as an angel of mercy, that she, 
too, had endured strange misery and disgrace ; that her 
delicate limbs bore the scars of fearful tortures ; that a room 
in her house, into which none ever entered but herself, con- 
tained a young boy's grave; and that she passed long nights 
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of prayer upon the spot, where lay her only child, martyred by 
the hfoids of Arian persecutors. Nay, some of the few who, 
haying dared to face that fearful storm, had survived its fury, 
asserted that she herself, amid her own shame and agony, had 
cheered the shrinking boy on to his glorious death. But 
though she had found trouble in the flesh, her spirit knew 
none. Clear-eyed and joyful as when she walked by her 
father's side on the field of Ostia, she went to and fro among 
the victims of Vandal rapine and persecution, spending upon 
the maimed, the sick, the ruined, the small remnants of her 
former wealth, and winning, by her purity and her piety, the 
reverence and favour even of the barbarian conquerors. She 
had her work to do, and she did it, and was content ; and, in 
good time, she also went to her own place. 

Abbot Pambo, as well as Arsenius, had been dead several' 
years ; the abbot's place was filled, by his own dying command, 
by a hermit from the neighbouring deserts, who had made him- 
self famous for many miles round, by his extraordinary auste- 
rities, his ceaseless prayers, his loving wisdom, and, it was 
rumoured, by various cures which could only be attributed to' 
miraculous powers. While still in the prime of his manhood, 
he was dragged, against his own entreaties, from a lofty cranny 
of the clifis to preside over the Laura of Scetis, and ordained a 
deacon at the advice of Pambo, by the bishop of the diocese, 
who, three years afterwards, took on himself to command him 
to enter the priesthood. The elder monks considered it an 
indignity to be ruled by so young a man ; but the monastery 
throve and grew rapidly imder his government. His sweetness, 
patience, and humility, and above all, his marvellous under- 
standing of the doubts and temptations of his own generation, 
soon drew around him all whose sensitiveness or waywardness 
had made them unmanageable in the neighbouring monasteries. 
As to David in the mountains, so to him, every one who was 
discontented, and every one who was oppressed, gathered them- 
selves. The neighbouring abbots were at first inclined to 
shrink from him, as one who ate and drank with publicans and 
sinners : but they held their peace, when they saw those whom 
they had driven out as reprobates labouring peacefully and 
cheerfully under Pliilammon. The elder generation of Scetis, 
too, saw, with some horror, the new influx of sinners: but 
their abbot had but one answer to their remonstrances — 
* Those who are whole need not a physician, but those who 
are sick.' 

Never was the young abbot heard to speak harshly of any 
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human being. When thou hast tried in vain for seven years,* 
he used to say, ' to convert a sinner, then only wilt thou have 
a right to suspect him of being a worse man than thyself.' 
That there is a seed of good in all men, a Divine Word and 
Spirit striving with all men, a gospel and good news which 
would turn the hearts of all men, if abbots and priests could 
but preach it aright, was his favourite doctrine, and one which 
he used to defend, when, at rare intervals, he allowed himself 
to discuss any subject, from the writings of his favourite 
theologian, Clement of Alexandria. Above all, he stopped, by 
stem rebuke, any attempt to revile either heretics or heathens. 
* On the Catholic Church alone,' he used to say, * lies the blame 
of all heresy and unbelief : for if she were bu* for one day that 
which she ought to be, the world would be converted before 
nightfall.* To one class of sins, indeed, he was inexorable — all 
but ferocio«w; to the sins, namely, of religious persons. In 
proportion to any man*s reputation for orthodoxy and sanctity, 
Philammon*s judgment of him was stem and pitiless. More 
than once events proved him to have been unjust: when he 
saw himself to be so, none could confess his mistake more 
frankly, or humiliate himself for it more bitterly : but from hia 
rule he never swerved ; and the Ptarisees of the Nile dreaded 
and avoided him, as much as the publicans and sinners loved 
and followed him. 

One thing only in his conduct gave some handle for scandal^ 
among the just persons who needed no repentance. It was 
well known that in his most solemn devotions, on those long 
nights of unceasing prayer and self-discipline, which won him a 
reputation for superhuman sanctity, there mingled always with 
his prayers the names of two women. And, when some worthy 
elder, taking courage from his years, dared to hint kindly to 
him that such conduct caused some scandal to the weaker 
brethren, *It is true,* answered he; *tell my brethren that I 
pray nightly for two women : both of them young ; both of 
them beautiful ; both of them beloved by me more than I love 
ray own soul ; and tell them, moreover, that one of the two was 
a harlot, and the other a heathen.' The old monk laid his hand 
on his mouth, and retired. 

The remainder of his history it seems better to extract from 
an unpublished fragment of the Hagiologia Nilotica of Graidio- 
colosyrtus Tabenniticus, the greater part of which valuable 
work was destroyed at the taking of Alexandria under Amrou, 
A.D. 640. 

*Now when the said abbot had ruled the monastery of Scctis 

CO 



Digitized by 



Googk 



386 HYP ATI A. [CHAP. 

seven years with nncommon prudence, resplendent in virtue and 
in miracles, it befel that one morning he was late for the Divine 
office. Whereon a certain ancient brother, who was also a 
deacon, being sent to ascertain the cause of so unwonted a 
defection, found the holy man extended upon the floor of his 
cell, like Balaam in the flesh, though far diflering from him in 
the spirit, having fallen into a trance, but having his eyes open. 
Who, not daring to arouse him, sat by him until the hour of 
noon, judging rightly that something from heaven had befallen 
him. And at that hour, the saint arising without astonishment 
said, '' Brother^ make ready for me the divine elements, that t 
may consecrate them." And he asking the reason wherefore, 
the saint replied, "That I may partake thereof with all my 
brethren, ere I depart hence. For know assuredly that, within 
the seventh day, I shall migrate to the celestial mansions. For 
this night stood by me in a dream, those two women, whom I 
love, and for whom I pray; the one clothed in a white, the 
other in a ruby-coloured garment, and holding each other by 
the hand ; who said to me, * That life after death is not such a 
one as you fancy : come, therefore, and behold with us what it 
is like.'*' Troubled at which words, the deacon went forth : yet 
on account not only of holy obedience, but also of the sanctity 
of the blessed abbot, did not hesitate to prepare according to his 
command the divine elements ; which the abbot having conse- 
crated, distributed among his brethren, reserving only a portion 
of the most holy bread and wine ; and then, having bestowed 
on them all the kiss of peace, he took the paten and chalice in 
his hands, and went forth from the monastery towards the 
desert ; whom the whole fraternity followed weeping, as know- 
ing that they should see his face no more. But he, having 
arrived at the foot of a certain mountain, stopped, and blessing 
them, commanded them that they should folk>w him no farther, 
and diamissed them with these words : " As ye have been loved, 
so love. As ye have been judged, so judge. As ye have been 
forgiven, so forgive." And so ascending, was taken away from 
their eyes. Now they, returning astonished, watched three 
days with prayer and fasting : but at last the eldest brother, 
being ashamed, like Elisha before the entreaties of Elijah's dis- 
ciples, sent two of the young men to seek their master, 

*To whom befel a thing noteworthy and full of miracles. 
For ascending the same mountain where they had left the abbot, 
they met with a certain Moorish people, not averse to the 
Christian verity, who declare that certain days before a priest 
had passed by them, bearing a paten and chalice, and blessing 
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tbem in silence, proceeded across the desert in the direction of 
the cave of the holy Amma. 

*And they inquiring who this Amma might be, the Moors 
answered that some twenty years ago there had arrived in those 
mountains a woman more beautiful than had ever before been 
seen in that region, dressed in rich garments ; who after a short 
sojourn among their tribe, having distributed among them the 
jewels which she wore, had embraced the eremitic life, and 
sojourned upon the highest peak of a neighbouring mountain ; 
til], her garments failing her, she became invisible to mankind, 
saving to a few women of the tribe, who went up from time to 
time to carry her offerings of fruit and meal, and to ask the 
blessing of her prayers. To whom she rarely appeared, veiled 
down to her feet in black hair of exceeding length and splendour, 

* Hearing these things, the two brethren doubted for a while : 
but at last, determining to proceed, arrived at sunset upon the 
summit of the said mountain. 

* Where, behold a great miracle. For above an open grave, 
freshly dug in the sand, a cloud of vultures and obscene birds 
hovered, whom two lions, fiercely contending, drove away with 
their talons, as if from some sacred deposit therein enshrined 
Towards whom the two brethren, fortifying themselves with 
the sign of the holy cross, ascended. Whereupon the lions, as 
having fulfilled the term of their guardianship, retired ; and left 
to the brethren a sight which they beheld with astonishment, 
and not without tears. 

'For in the open grave lay the body of Philammon the 
abbot; and by his side, wrapt in his cloak, the corpse of a 
woman of exceeding beauty, such as the Moors had described. 
AVliom embracing straitly, as a brother a sister, and joining 
his lips to hers, he had rendered up lus soul to God ; not with- 
out bestowing on her, as it seemed, the most holy sacrament; 
for by the grave-side stood the paten and the chalice emptied of 
their divine contents. 

'Having beheld which things awhile in silence, they con- 
sidered that the right understanding of such matters pertained 
to the judgment-seat above, and was unnecessary to be compre- 
hended by men consecrated to God. Whereon, filling in the 
grave with all haste, they returned weeping to the Laura, and 
declared to them the strange things which they had beheld, and 
w^hereof I the writer, having collected these facts from sacro- 
sanct and most trustworthy mouths, can only say that wisdom 
is justified of all her children. 

*Now, before they returned, one of the brethren searching 
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the cave wherein the holy woman dwelt, found there neither 
food, furniture, or other matters ; saving one hracelet of gold, 
of large size and strange workmanship, engraven with foreign 
characters, which no one could decipher. The which hracelet, 
being taken home to the Laura of Scetis, and there dedicated in 
the chapel to the memory of the holy Amma, proved beyond all 
doubt the sanctity of its former possessor, by the miracles 
which its virtue worked ; the fame whereof spreading abroad 
throughout the whole Thebaid, drew innumerable crowds of sup- 
pliants to that holy relic. But it came to pass, after the YandaUo 
persecution wherewith Huneric and Genseric the king devas- 
tated A&ica, and enriched the Catholic Church with innume- 
rable martyrs, that certain wandering barbarians of the Vandalic 
race, imbued with the Arian pravity, and made insolent by 
success, boiled over from the parts of Mauritania into the 
Thebaid region. Who plundering and burning all monasteries, 
and insulting the consecrated virgins, at last arrived even at 
the monastery of Scetis, where they not only, according to 
their impious custom, defiled the altar, and carried off the 
sacred vessels, but also bore away that most holy relic, the 
chief glory of the Laura, — namely, the bracelet of the holy 
Amma, impiously pretending that it had belonged to a warrior 
of their tribe, and thus expounding the writing thereon 
engraven — 

For Amalric Amal's Son Smid Troll's Son Made Me. 

Wherein whether they spoke truth or not, yet their sacrilege 
did not remain unpunished ; for attempting to return homeward 
toward the sea by way of the Nile, they were set upon while 
weighed down with wine and sleep, by the country people, and 
to a man miserably destroyed. But the pious folk, restoring 
the holy gold to its pristine sanctuary, were not unrewarded : 
for since that day it grows glorious with ever fresh miracles — 
as of blind restored to sight, paralytics to strength, demoniacs 
to sanity — to the honour of the orthodox Catholic Church, and 
of its ever-blessed saints.' 



So be it. Pelagia and Philammon, like the rest, went to 
their own place ; to the only place where such in such days 
could find rest ; to the desert and the hermit's cell, and then 
forward into that fairy land of legend and miracle, wherein 
all saintly lives were destined to be enveloped for many a 
century thenceforth. 
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And now, readers, farewell. I have shown you New Foes 
under an Old Face — ^your own likenesses in toga and tunic, 
instead of coat and bonnet. One word before we part The 
same devil who tempted these old Egyptians tempts you. The 
same God who would have saved these old Egyptians if they 
had willed, will save you, if you will Their sins are yours, 
their errors yours, their doom yours, their deliverance yours. 
There is nothing new under the sun. The thing which has 
been, it \& that which shall be. Let him that is without sin 
among you cast the first stone, whether at Hypatia or Pelagia, 
Miriam or Raphael, Cyril or Philammon. 



THB END. 
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Memoir. By the Rev. E. L. Hicks, M.A., Rector of Fenny Compton ; Hon. 
Canon of Worcester; sometime Fellow and Tutor of Corpus Qvi^ti D^e^e, 
Ojdrord. With a Steel Portrait engraved by Stodavt. CrowQ 8vo. 6s, (Bio« 
gfaphical Series.) 

BECKER.— DISTURBED IRELAND, being the Letters Written during the 
Winter of 1880— i88z. By Bernard H. Becker, Special Commissioner ol The 
Daily News. With Route Maps. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

BEESLY.— STORIES FROM THE IJISTORY OP ROME. By Mrs. 
Bbesly. Extra fcap. 8vo. or. 6d. 

BERLIOZ, HECTOR, AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF, Member of the 
Institute of France from 1803-1865 ; comprising his Travels ip Italy, Germany, 
Russia, and England. Translated entire from the second Paris Ediuon by 
Rachel (Scott Russell) Holmes and Eleanor Holmes, a vols. Crowe 8vo. 

ftXt. 

BERNARD (ST.)— THE LIFE AND TIMES OF ST. BERNARD. 

Abbot of Clairvaux. By J. C Morison, M.A. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6r 
(Biographical Series.) 
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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES, 1852-1875. By Harriet Mar- 
TINBAU. With four Additional Sketches, and Autobiographical Sketch. Fifth 
Edition. Crown Qvo, 6s. (Biographical Series.) • 

BLACKBURNE. — BIOGRAPHY OF THE RIGHT J ION. FRANCIS 
BLACKBURNE. Late Lord Chancellor of Ireland. Chiefly m connecuon with 
his Public and Political Career. By his Son, Edward Ci^> :icbuknb, Q.C. 
With Portrait engraved by Jeens. 8vo. izs. 

BLACKIE.— WHAT DOES HISTORY TEACH ? Two Ed...Nurgh Lcctrttcs. 
By John Stuart Blackie. Emeritus Professor of Greek in tht "Jii'vciilty of 
Edinburgh. Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

BLAKE —LIFE OF WILLIAM BLAKE. With Seleciions from his Poems 
and other Writings. Illustrated from Blake's own Works By Alexandsr 
GiLCHKj$T. A new and Enlarged Edition, with additional Letters, and a 
Memoir of the Authrr. Pnnted on hand-made paper, the Illustrations on India 
paper, and mounted in the text. 3 vols. Cloth elegant, g.lt, with Designs after 
Blake by Fkedericic J. Shields. Medium 8vo. £a zs. 

BLANDFORP (W. T.)-<;eOLOGV AND ZOOLOGY OF ABYS- 
SINIA. By W. T. Blandford. 8vo. ax*. 

BOLEYN, ANNE : a Chapter of English History, 1527-1536. By Paul 
Friedmann. a vols. Demy 8vo. a8*. 

B ON AR.— MALTHUS AND HIS WORK. By Jambs Bokar, M.A., BaUiol 
College, Oxford. 8vo. 12*. 64, 

BOUGHTON— ABBEY.— SKETCHING RAMBLES IN HOLLAND. 
By G. H. BouGHTON, A.R.A., and E. A. Abbey. With numerous Illustrationsd 
Fcap. 4to. 2x^. 

BRIMLEY.— ESSAYS. By the late George Brimlev, MA., Librarian of 
Trinity College, Cambridge. tdited by W. G. Clark. M.A., Fellow and 
Tutor of Trinity College, Cambridge. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 5^. , , . 
Contents. — Tennyson's Poems — Wordsworth's Poems — Poetry and Criticism— 
Carlyle's Life of Sterling—" Esmond "— •' Westward Ho 1 "—Wilson's "Noctes 
Ambrosjanae'* — Comte's " Positive Philosophy," &c. 

BI^QNT^.— CHARLOTTE BRONTE. A Monograph. By T. Wkmym Rbid. 
With Illustrations. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 6*. (Biographical Series.) 

BROOKE.— THE RiVJA OF SAB AWAK : an Account of Sir Jam<js Brooke. 
K.C.B., LL.D. Given chiefly through Letters or Journals. By Gertrude L. 
Jacob. With Portrait and Maps. Two Vols. 8vo. 25*. 

BROWNE?.— PALiEOLITHIC MAN IN NORTH-WEST MIDDLESEX: 
the evidence of his Existence and the Physical Conditions under which he lived 
in Ealing and its Neighbourhood, Illustrated by the Condition and Culture 
presented by certain Existing Savages. By John Allbn Browns, F.G.S., 
F.R.G.S. With Frontispiece and Eight Plates. Demy 8vo. 7^ 6(L 

BRYCE.— Works by James Bryce, M.P., D.C.L., Regius Professor of Civil 

Law, Oxford :— 
THE HOLY ROMAIC EMPIRE. Eightb Edition, Revised and Eiilarged. 

Crown 8vo. 7*. 6({. 
TRANSCAUCASIA AND ARARAT: being npies of 0, Vacation Tour in the 

Autumn of X876. With an Illustration and Map. Third Edition. Crown 

8vo. 9*. 

BUCKLAND.— OUR NATIONAL INSTITUTIONS. A Short Sketchfor 
Schools. By Anna Buckland. New Edition with Glossary. i8ma xj. 

BUCKLEY.— A HISTORY OF ENGLAND FOR BEGINNERS By 
Arabella B. Buckvbv, Author of "ASlKMt Histoxy of Natural Science.'* 
With Mapi. Globe 8vo. 3;. 

a 2 
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BURGOYNE.— POLITICAL AND MILITARY EPISODES DURING 
THE FIRST HALF uF THE REIGN o¥ GEORGE IIL Denred fn» the 

• Life and Correspondence of the Right Hon. J. Buraoyne, Liettt.-Gcnend in his 
Majesty's Army, and M.P. for Preston. By £. B. i» FommLAMHom, With 
Portiait, Hcliocype Plate, and Biaps. Sro. i€t, 

BURKE.— LETTERS, TRACTS. AND SPEECHES ON IRISH 
AFFAIRS. By Edmund BcrmcB. ArrmngM and Edked by Matthsw 
Abnolo. With a Preface. Crown Srx ts. 

CAMBRIDGE. — MEMORIALS OF CAMBRIDGE. Greatly Enkvied and 
partly Rewritten (1851—66) By Chaklbs Hsnry Coopck, F.S.A. With 
Seventy-^our Views of the Collies. Churches, and other Public Bufldit^of the 
University and Town, engraved on steel by J Lb KEtnc, tonther with about 
Forty-five of those en^.i\ed oo Copper by Sforbk, and a few Lithographs, with 
Twenty additional Etchings OQ Copper by RoRBrrFARRBiv. 8vo. ^rcis. £3^$* 
Fifty copies of the Etching by R. FAMumti, from the " Memorials 01 Camfarid^** 
prooGi signed in portfolio. £$ y. 

CAMERON.— OUR FUTURE HIGHWAY By Y Lotktt Camrom. 
CB., Commander, R.N. With IDostratioas. stoIs. Crown 8vo. ats. 

CAMPBELL.— LOG-LETTERS FROM THE "CHALLENGER" By 
LoKO Gboigb Campbslx. "Wulk Mi^x Seventh and Cheaper Edition. Crown 
Svow 6». 

CAMPBELL.— MY aRCULAR NOTES : Extracts from Joamak ; Lettera 
•ent Home : Geological and other Notes, written while Travelling Westwards 
round the World, from July 6th, 1874, to July 6th, 1875. By J. F. Cascpbsu., 
Autiior of '* Frost and Fire." Cheaper Issue. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

CARLES. — LIFE IN COREA. By W. R. Carles. With nnaertms Ilhis. 
trations. 8vo. llmfrudiaUfy. . 

CARLYLE — CARLYLE PERSONALLY AND IN HIS 

WRITINGS. Two Lectures fay David Masson, M.A., LL.D. Extm fcap. 

8vo. 9S. 6d. 
EARLY LETTERS OF THOMAS CARLYLE. Edited by Charles Eliot 

Norton. 3 vols. VoL I. 1814-1831 ; 1821-1826. With two portraits. Crown 

8vo. i&r. 
CORRESPONDENCE BETWEEN GOETHE AND CARLYLE. Edited 

by Charles Eliot Norton. Crown 8vo. or. 
REMINISCENCES BY THOMAS CARLYLE. Edited by Charles Eliot 

Norton. ANewEditioa. a vols. Crown 8vo. isr. 

CARPENTER.— THE LIFE AND WORK OF MARY CARPENTER. 
By J. EsTLiN Carpenter, M.A. With Steel Portrait. Grown 8vo. 6*. 
(Biographical Series.) 

CARR (J* COMYNS).— PAPERS ON ART. By J. Comtns Carr. 
Extra Crown 8vo. 8*. 6d, 

CARST ARES.— WILLIAM CARSTARES: a Character and Career of the 
Revolutionary Epoch (1649— 1 715). By Robert Story, Minister of R o sneath. 

8V0. Z3X. 

CAS8EL.— MANUAL OF JEWISH HISTORY AND LITERATURE ; 
preceded by a Brief Summary of Bible History, by Dr. D. Cassbl. Translated 
by Mrs. Henry Lucas. Fcap. 8vo. ar. 6d. 

CAUCASUS, NOTES ON THE. By Wanderer. 8vo. 9*. 

CHATTERTON : a BIOGRAPHICAL STUDY. By Daniel Wilson, 
LL.D., Professor of History and English Literature in University College, 
Toronto. Crown 8vo. dr. 6a. 

CHATTERTON : a STORY OF THE YEAR 1770. By Professor Masson, 
LL.D. Crown Svo. $». 
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CHXJRCH (R. W.)— COLLECTED EDITION OF DEAN CHURCH'S 

MISCELLANEOUS WRITINGS. Uniform with the Col'cctcd Works of 

Ralph Waldo Emerson* &c In Five Volumes. Globe 8vo. To be published 
in Monthly Volumes. 

Vol. I. Miscellaneous Essays. | Vol. III. St. Ansblm. 

[/» ih4 Pr4U, Vol IV. Spbnsbk. 

Vol. n. Daktk. I VoLV. Bacon. 

CICERO.— THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF MARCUS TULLIUS 
CICEHO : being a New Translation of the Letters included in Mr. Watson's 
Selection. With Historical and Critical Notes, by Rev. G. E. Jeans, M.A., 
Fellow <»f Hertford College, Oxford, Assistant-Master in Haileybury College, 
8vo. lof. 6d. 

CLARK.— MEMORIALS FROM JOURNALS AND LETTERS OF 
SAMUEL CLARK, M.A., formerly Principal of the National Society's Train- 
ing College, Battersea. Edited with Introduction by his Wife. With Portrait. 
Crown 8vo. 7*. dd. 

CLASSICAL WRITERS— Edited by John Richard Green. Fcap. 
8vo. Price u. 6d. each. 
EURIPIDES. By Professor Mahaffy. 
MILTON. By the Rev. Stopford A. Brook*. 
LIV\'. By the Rev. W. W. Capes, M.A. 
VERGIL. By Professor Nettleship, M.A. 
SOPHOCLES. By Professor L. Campbell, M.A. 
DEMOSTHENES. By Professor S. H. Butcher. M.A. 
TACITUS. By Rev. A- J. Church, M.A, and W. J. Brodribb, M.A, 
Other Volumes to follow. 

CLIFFORD (W. K.)- LECTURES AND ESSAYS. Edited by Lbslib 
Stephen and Frederick Pollock, with Introduction by F. Pollock. Two 

;- Portraits, a vols. 8vo. 25*. 

Popular Edition. With Portrait. Crown 8vo. Zt. 6d. 

COMBE.— THE LIFE OF GEORGE COMBE, Author of ''The Constitution 
of Man." By Charles Gibbon. With Three Portraits engraved by Jkbns. 
Two Vols. 8vo. 32*. 

COPE.— THE ORIGIN OF THE FITTEST : ESSAYS ON EVOLUTION. 
By Edward Cope, A.M., Ph.D., Member of the United States National 
Academy of Sciences, &c. Demy 8vo. xzs, 6d. 

CORNWALL, AN UNSENTIMENTAL JOURNEY 

THROUGH. By the Author of " John Halifax, Gentleman." With numerous 
Illustrations by C Napibr Hbmy. Medium 4to. xm. 6^. 

COUES.— NORTH AMERICAN BIRDS, KEY TO. Containing a Conase 
Account of every Sp)ecies r f Living and Fossil Bird at present known from the 
C mtinent north of the Mexican and United States Boundary, inclusive of 
Greenland. Second Edition, revised to date, and entirely rewritten. With 
which are incorporated GttNERAL Ornithology, an Outline of the Structure 
and Classification of Birds ; and Field Ornithology, a Manual of Collecting, 
Preparing, and Preserving Birds. By Elliott Coues, M.A., M.D., Ph.D., 
Member of the National Academy of Science, &c &c Profusely Illustrated. 
Demy 8vo. £i 2s. 

COX (G. V.)— RECOLLECTIONS OF OXFORD. By G. V. Cox, M.A.. 

New College, late Esquire Bedel and Coroner in the University of Oxford. 
Cheaper E<^tion. Crown 8vo.. 6s. 

CUNYNGHAME (SIR A. T.)— MY COMMAND IN SOUTH 
AFRICA, 1874— 1878. Comprisbg Exi)eriences of Travel in the Colonies o( 
South Africa and the Independent States. By Sir Arthur Thurlow Cunyng- 
HAME. G.C.B., then Lieutenant-Governor and Commander of the Forces in South 
AAica. Third Edition. 8vo. 12s. 6<L 
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•« DAILY NEWS."— THE DAILY NEWS* CORUESPOKDfeNCE of the 
War between Russia and Tttrkev. to the foil of RArs. Indudhir the letters of 
Mr. Archibald Forbes, Mr. J. E. McGahan, and other Special Correspondents 
in Europe and Asia. Second Edition, Enhu-ged. Cheaper Edition. Crown 
8va 6s. 

FROM THE FALL OF KARS TO THE CONCLUSION OF PEACE. 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6t. 

DARWIN.— CHARLES DARWIN: MEMORIAL NOTICES RE- 
PRINTED FROM " NATURE." By Thomas H. Huxlet. F.R.S. ; G. J. 
Romanes, F.R.S.: Archibald Gbikiv, F.R.S ; and W. T. TnistLTON Dyer, 
F.R.S. With a Portrait engraved by C. H. Jbbns. Crown 8vo. as. 6d, 
Naturt Series. 

DAVIDSON.— THE LIFE OF A SCOTTISH PROBATIONER; b«nga 
Memoir of Thomas Davidson, with his Po^s and Letters. By Jambs Brown. 
Minister of St James's Street Church, Paisley. Second Emtion, revised and 
enlarged, with Portrait Crown 8vo. ^s. 6d. 

DAWSON.-AUSTRALIAN ABORIGINES. The Lanfuajge and Customs 
of Several Tribes of Aborigines in the Western District of Victoria, Australia. 
By Jambs Dawson. SmfliIl4to. 141. 

DEAK.— FRANCIS DEAK, HUNGARIAN STATESMAN l A_J»^emoir 
With a Preface, 
trait 8vo. xm. 



With a Preface, hj the Right Hon. M. E. Grant Dufp, M.P. With Por- 



DEAS.— THE RIVER CLYDE. An Historio*! Description of the Rise and 
Progress of the Harbour of Glasgow, and of the Improvement of die River 
from Glasgow to Port Glasgow. By J. Dbas, M. Inst. C.E. 8vo. 10*. 6d. 

DENISON.— A HISTORY OF CAVALRY FROM THE EARLIEST 
TIMES. With Lessons Cwr the Future. By Lieut. •Colonel Gborgb Dbnison, 
Commanding the Governor-General's Body Guard. Canada, Author of ** Modem 
Cavalry." With Maps and Plans. 8vo. x8f. 

DE VERE.— ESSAYS CHIEFLY ON POETRY. By [AtXBRBT M Vbrr 
3 vols. Globe 8vo. 12*. 
Vol. L CRITICISMS ON CERTAIN POETS. 
VoL II. ESSAYS LITERARY AND ETHICAU 

DE WINT.— THE LIFE OF PETER DE WINT. By Walter Arm- 
strong. Illustrated with Twenty Photogravures from the Artist's Pictures. 
Medium 4I0. [In preparation. 

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF PARIS, i885.-(F. nrth Year.) An 
Unconventional Handbook. With Maps, Plans. &c. iBmo. Paper Cover, 14. 
•f'Cloth, X*. 6d. 

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OP LONDON, 1887.— (Ninth 

Year.) An Unconventional Handbook. With Maps, Plans, &c. x8mo. Paper 
Cover, TS. Cloth, 1*. 6d. 

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF THE THAMES, 1887.— An 

Unconventional Handbook. With Maps, Plans, &c. Paper Cover, ix. Cloth, 
ti. 6d. 

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF THE UNIVERSITY 

OF OXFORD. x8mo. paper cover, if. 

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF THE UNIVERSITY 

OF CAMBRIDGE. i8mo paper cover, x*. 

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF THE UNIVERSITIES 
OF OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE. i8mo. cloth. %s. 6d. 
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DILKB.-«<;kEATER BRITAIN. A Record of Tra^l te English-speaking 
Countries diuin|| 1866—67. (America. Australia, India.) By the Right Hon. 
Sir Chaklbs Wentwortk Dilke. M.P. Eighth Edition, with Additions. 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 

DILETTANTI SOCIETY'S PUBLICATIONS. lONA, ANTI- 
QUITIES OF. Vols. I. II. and III. £a 2*. each, or;C5 5*. the set. 

PENROSE.— AN INVESTIGATION OF THE PRINCIPLES OF ATHE^ 
N I AN ARCHITECTURE; or, The Results of a recent Survey conducted 
chiefly with reference to the Optical refinements exhibited in the constructic n of 
the Ancient Buildings at Athens By Francis Cranmer Penrose, Archt., 
M.A., &c. Illustrated by numerous Engravings. £7 7s. 

SPECIMENS OF ANCIENT SCULPTURE; Egyptian, Etruscan. Greek, 
and Roman. Selected from different Collecticns in Great Britain by the 
Society of Dilettanti. Vol. II. £5 5*. 

ANTIQUITIES OF IONIA. Part IV. Folio, half-morocco. £3 13s. 6d. 

DOLET.— ETIENNEDOLET: the Martyr of the Renaissance. A BiogTaphv. 
With a Biographical Appendix, containing a Descriptive Catalogue of the Books 
written, printed, or edited by Dolet. By Richard Copley Christie, Lincoln 
College, Oxford, Chancellor of the Diocese of Manchester. With Illustrations. 
8vo. i8x. 



-HISTORY OF AMERICA. By J. A. Doylb. With Maps. i8mo. 

[Historical Course. 



DOYLE. 

AS.6d. 

DRUMMOND OP HAWTHORNDEN : THE STORY OF HIS 
LIFE AND WRITINGS. By Professor Masson. With Portrait and Vignette 
engraved by C. H. Jbbns. Crown 8vo. io». td. 

DUFF.— Works by the Right Hon. M. E. Grant Durr. 
NOTES OF AN INDIAN JOURNEY. With Map. 8yo. 10*. 6d. 
MISCELLANIES, POLITICAL AND LITERARY. 8vo. lot. 6d, 

EADIE.— LIFE OF JOHN EADIE, D.D.. LL.D. By Jambs Brown. D.D., 
Author of *• The Life of a Scottish Probationer." With Portrait- Second Edi- 
tion. Grown 8vo. 7*. 6d. 

EGYPT.— RECENSEMENT Gl^NftRAL DE L'EGYPTE. xe Gamad 
Akhar 1399. 3 Mai, 1882. Direction du Recensement minlstfcre de 1 Int^rietir. 
Tome premier. Royal 410. £9 2*. 

ELLIOTT.— LIFE OF HENRY VENN ELLIOTT, of Brighton. By 
JosiAH Bateman, M.A. With Portiait. engraved by Jbens. Third and 
Cheaper Edition. Extra fcap. Svo. 6s. 

EMERSON.— THE LIFE OF RALPH WALDO EMERSON. By J. L. 
CABOT, his Literary Executor. 2 vols Crown Svo. 18*. 

EMERSON. —THE COLLECTED WORKS OF RALPH WALDO 
EMERSON. (Uniform with the Eversley Edition of Charles Kmgsley's 
Novels.) Globe Svo. Price 5*. each volume. 



i.».MISCELLANIES. With an In- 
ductory Essay by John Morlby, 

a. ESSAYS. 

3. POEMS. 



4. ENGLISH TRAITS; and REPRE- 

SENTATIVE MEN. 

5. CONDUCT OF LIFE: and SO- 

CIETY and SOLITUDE. 

6. LETTERS ; AND SOCIAL AIMS, 

&c 



ENGLISH ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE, THE. Profusely 
Illustrated. Published Monthly. Number I., October 1883. Price Sixpence. 

Yearly Volume, 1885-1884, consisting of 79a closely;printed pages, and con- 
taining 428 Woodcut Illustrations of various sizes. Bound in extra cloth, 
cotourtd edges. Royal 8vo. 7*. 6d. 
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ENGLISH ILLUSTRATBD MAOAZll^E^cofUimi^ 

Yearly Volume, 1884-1885* consisting of 8|o closely printed pa^es, and con- 
taimng nearly 500 Woodcut Illustrations of various sixes. Bound in extra doth, 
coloured edges. Royal 8vo. &r. 

Yearly Volume, 1885-^886, consisting of 83a closely printed ]^ges, and con- 
taining upwards of 400 Woodcut Illustrations of various sixes. Sound in extra 
cloth, coloured edges. Royal 8vo. &r. 

Yearly Volume, 1886-1887, consisting of 833 closely printed pages, and con- 
uining nearly 400 Woodcut Illustrations of various axes. Bouna in extra doth, 
coloured edges. Royal 8vo. Sjt. 

Cloth Coven for binding Volumes, xs. 6d. each. 

ENGLISH ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE. proof IM- 
PRESSIONS OF ENGRAVINGS ORIGINALLY PUBLISHED IN 
"THE ENGLISH ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE," 1884. In Portfolia 
4to. ais, 

ENGLISH MEN OP LETTERS.— Edited by John Morlkv. 
A Series of Short Books to tell people what is best worth knowing as to the Life, 
Character, and Works of some of the great English Writers. In Crown 8vo. 
price as. 6d. each. 

I. DR. JOHNSON. By Lbbub Stxphxn. 

II. SIR WALTER SCOTT. By R. H. Huttom. 

III. GIBBON. By J. Cottbr Morison. 

IV. SHELLEY. By J. A Symonds. 

V. HUME. By Thomas H. Huxlby, P.R.S. 

VI. GOLDSMITH. By William Black. 
VIL DEFOE. By W. Minto. 

VIII. BURNS. By Principal Shairp. 

IX. SPENSER. By the Very Rev. the Dxan op St. Paul's. 

X. THACKERAY. By Anthony Trollops. 

XI. BURKE. By John Morley. 

XII. MILTON. By Mark Pattisom. 
XIIL HAWTHORNE. By Henry James. 

XIV. SOUTHEY. By Professor Dowden. 

XV. BUNYAN. By J. A. Froude. 

XVI. CHAUCER. By Professor A. W. Wa-jj. 

XVII. COWPER. By Goldwin Smith. 

XVIII. POPE. By Leslie Stephen. 

XIX. BYRON. By Professor Nichol. 

XX. LOCKE. By Professor Fowler. 

XXI. WORDSWORTH. By F. W. H. Mybrs. 

XXII. DRYDEN. By G. Saintsbury. 
XXIIL LANDOR. By Sidney Colvin. 

XXIV. DE QUINCEV. By Professor Masson. 

XXV. CHARLES LAMB. By Rev. Alfred Aingbs. 

XXVI. BENTLEY. By Professor R. C. Jebb. 

XXVII. DICKENS. By Professor A. W. Ward. 

XXVIII. GRAY. By Eomund Gosse. 

XXIX. SWIFT. By Lesub Stephen. 

XXX. STERNE. By H. D. Traill. 

XXXI. MACAULAY. By J. Cotter Morisok, 

XXXII. FIELDING. By Austik Doeson. 

XXXIII. SHERIDAN. By Mrs. Oliphant. 

XXXIV. ADDISON. By W. J. Courthope. 

XXXV. BACON. By the Very Rev. the Dean of St. Paul's. 

XXXVI. COLERIDGE. By H. D. Traill. 

XXXVII. SIR PHILIP SIDNEY. By J. Addington Symonds. 

XXXVIII. KEATS. By Sidney Colvin. 

Im Preparation :^ 
ADAM SMITH. By Leonard H. Courtney, M.P. 
BERKELEY. By Thomas H. Huxley. 

OiAer Volunus to/olUm, 
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Popular Edition. One ShiUing each. 

ENGLISH MEN OP LETTERS. Edited by John Morlev. Now 
publishing Monthly. Vols. I. to XI. ready. Paper covers, i*. each: cloth 
binding, ix. 6d. 

JOHNSON. By Leslie Stephen. 

SCOTT. By R. H. Hutton. 

GIBBON. By J. Cotter Morisow. 

HUME. By T. H. Huxley, F.R.S. 

GOLDSMITH. By Wm. Black. 

SH ELLEY. By J. A. Symonds. 

DEFOE. By W. Minto. 

BURNS. By Principal Shairp. 

T??Ar^Tr\^p aS^ 'tf ^^'^ ^*^- ^ ^- ^"""^«' ^^^ o^ St. Paul's. 
THACKEFAY. By Anthony Trollope. 
BURKE. By John Morley. 
MILTON. By Mark Pattison. 

*»* And the rest of the series month by month in du cotirse. 

ENGLISH POETS: SELECTIONS, with Critical Introductions by various 
Writers, and a General Introduction by Matthew Arnold, Edited by T. H. 
Ward, M.A., late Fellow of Brasenose College, Oxford. 4 vols. Crown 8vo. 
7*. 6d. each. 

Vol. L CHAUCER to DONNE. 

Vol. IL BEN JONSON to DRYDEN. 

Vol. III. ADDISON to BLAKE. 

Vol. IV. WORDSWORTH to ROSSETTI. 

ENGLISH STATESMEN.— Under the above title Messrs. Macmillam 
and Co. beg to announce a series of short biographies, nut designed to be a 
complete roll of famous statesmen, but to present in historic order the lives and 
work of those leading actors in our affairs who by their direct influence have left 
an abiding mark on the policy, the institutions, and the position of Great Britain 
among states. 
The following list of subjects is the result of careful selec:ion. The great move- 
ments of national history are made to f .How one another in a connected course, 
and the series is intended to form a continuous narrative of English freedom, 
order, and power. 

WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR. By Edward A. Freeman, D.C.L., 

HENRY IL By Mrs. J. R. Green. Un the press. 

EDWARD I. By Frederick Pollock. 

HENRY VII. By J. Cotter Morison. 

W( ) LS EY. By Prof. M. Creighton. {Ju the iress 

ELIZABETH. By the Dean of St. Paul's. ^ 

OLIVER CROMWELL. By Frederic Harrison. 

WILLIAM III. By H.D Traill. ^Inthe^ress, 

WALPOLE. By Leslie Stephen. 

CHATHAM. By J. A. Froude. 

PITT. By John Morley. 

PEEL. By J. R. Thursfield. 

ETON COLLEGE, HISTORY OP. By H. C. Maxwell Lytk. 
MA. With numerous Illustrations by Professor Delamotte. Coloured Plates, 
and a Steel Portrait cf the Founder, engraved by C. H. Jeens. New and 
Cheaper Issue, with Corrections. Medium 8vo. Cloth elegant, aij . 

EUROPEAN HISTORY, Narrated in a Series of Historical Selections 
firem the best Authorities. Edited and arranged by E. M. Sewell, and C. M. 
YoNGE. First Series, Crown 8vo. 6*. ; Second Series, 1088-1228. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 6f. 

FAY.— -MUSIC-STUDY IN GERMANY. From the Home Correspondence of 
Amy Fay, with a Preface by Sir George Grove,D.C.L., Director uf the Koyal 
College of Music. Crown 8vo. 4<. 6i^. 
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PINCK.— ROMANTfC LOVE A??D PERSONAL BEAUTY: Their 
Developmeitt, Causal Relation, Ubtonc and National Peculiarities By Mbnkv 
T. FwcK aTok. Crown 8vo. i8f. 

FI8KE.--EXCURSIONS OF AN EVOLUTIONIST. Br Jomt Pisnt. 
M.A», LL. B., formerly I.ecturer oo Philosophy at Hanrard Unnrcrnty. Ctown 
8va js. 6d. 

FISON AND HOWITT.— KAMILAROI AND KUkNAI GROUP. 
Marriage and Relationship, and Marriage by £lapemcnt, drawn chiefly from 
the usage of the Australian Aborigines. Also THb KURNAI TRIBE, their 
Customs in Peace and War. By Lorimbr Fison, M.A., and A. W. Howrrr, 
F.G.S.. w.th an Introduction by Lewis H. Morgan, LL.D., Author of " System 
of Consanguinity," "Ancient Soaety," &c Demy 8vo. isx. 

FORBES (ARCHIBALD).— SOUVENIRS OF SOME CON- 
TINENTS. By Archibald Forbes, LL.D. Crown 8va 6s. 

FRAMJI.— HISTORY OF THE PARSIS: Including their Manner*, 
Customs, Religion, and Present Positio i. By Do'sabhai Framji Raraka, 
Presidency Magistrate and Chairman of Her Majesty's Bench of Justice, 
Bombay, Fellow of the Bombay University, Member Bombay Branch of the 
Royal Asiatic Society, &c. 3 yols. Medium 8vo. With Illustrations. 361; 

FRANCIS OF ASSISI. By Mrs. Ouphant. New Edition. OownSw. 
6s. (Biographical Series.) 

FRASER.— THE LIFE OF JAMES FRASER, Second Bishop of Man- 
chester. A Memoir. 1318-1885. By Thomas Hughes, Q.C. 8vo. 16*. 

FREEMAN.— Works by Edward A. Freeman. D.CL., LL.D., Regios 

Professor of Modem History m the University of Oxford : — 
THE OFFICE OF THE HISTORICAL PROFESSOR. An Inaugural 

Lecture, read in the Museum at Oxford, October 15, 1884. Crown 8vo. as- 
THE GROWTH OF THE ENGLISH CONSTITUTION FROM THE 

EARLIEST TIMES. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo 5*. 
HISTORICAL ESSAYS. Fourth Edition. 8vo. 10*. 6^. 
Contents: — I. "The Mythical and Romantic Elements In Early Englbh 
History ;** II. "The Continuity of English History; " III. "The Relations between 
the Croons of England and Scotland;" IV. "St. Thomas of Canterbtuy and his 
Biographers; " V. "The Reign of Edward the Third;" VL "The Holy Roman 
Empu-e;" VII. "The Franks and the Gauls:" VIII. •'The Early Sieges of 
Paris;" IX. ** Frederick the First, King of Italy;" X. "The Emperor Frederick 
the Second ;" XI. "Charles the Bold; " XII. " Presidential Government' 
HISTORICAL ESSAYS. Second Series. Second Edition, Enlarged. 8vo. 

lor. 6d. 
The principal Essays are: — "Ancient Greece and Mediaeval Italy:" "Mr. 
Gladstone's Homer and the Homeric Ages : " " The Historians of Athens : " " The 
Athenian Democracy : " "Alexander the Great : " " Greece during the Macedonian 
Period:" " Mommsen's History of Rome:" "Lucius Ccrnehus Sulla:" "The 
Flavian Caesars." 
HISTORICAL ESSAYS. Third Series. 8vo. lax. 

Contents: — "First Impressions of Rome." "The Illyrian Emperors and their 
Land." "Augusta Treverorum." "The Goths of Ravenna." Race and lan- 
guage." " The Byzantine Empire." " First Impressions of Athens." "Mediaeval 
andMcdem Greece." "The Southern Slaves."^ " SicilLin Cycles." "The Nor- 
ooans at Palermo." 
COMPARATIVE POLITICS.— Lectures at the Royal Institution. To which is 
added the " Unity of History," the Rede Lectim: at Cambridge, 1872. 8vo. X4r. 
HISTORICAL AND ARCHITECTURAL SKETCHES: chiefly lulian. 

With Illustrations by the Author. Crown 8vo. xos. 6d. 
SUBJECT AN.^ NEIGHBOUR LANDS OF VENICE. Being k Companion 
Volume to " H'storical and Architectural Sketches." With lllustratiowu Crown 
8to. lof. 6d. 
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FREEMAN— r*hft»«rt/. 

ENGLISH TOWNS AND DISTRICTS. A Series of Addresses and Essays. 

With Illustrations and Map. 8vo. i+r. 
OLD ENGUSH HISTORY. With Five Coloured Maps. New Edition. 

Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

HISTORY OF THE CATHEDRAL CHURCH OF V/ELLS. as iflustrating 
the History of the Cathedral Churches of the Old Foundation Crown 8vo. 
3*. 6d. 

GENERAL SKETCH OF EUROPEAN HISTORY. Being Vol. I. of a 
Historical Course for Schools, edited by E. A Frbeman. New Edition, en- 
larged with Maps, Chronological Table. Index, &c. iSmo. 3*. 6d. 

DISESTABLISHMENT AND DISENDOWMENT; WHAT ARE THEY? 
Popular Ediii jn. Crown Bvo. is. 

GREATER GREECE AND GREATER BRfTAIN : GEORGE WASHING- 
TJN, THii EXPANDER OF ENGLAND. Two Lectures. With an 
Appendix on Imperial Federation, Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

THE METHODS OF HISTORICAL STUDY. Eight Lectures. Read in 
the University of Oxford in Michaelmas Term, 1884, with the Inaugural Lecture 
"in the Office of the Historical Professor." 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

THE CHIEF PERIODS OF ROMAN HISTORY. Six Lectures read in the 
University of Oxford in Trinity term. 1885. With an Essay on Greek cities 
under Roman rule. Demy 8vo. los. 6d. 

OALTON.—Works by Franci55 Galton, F.R.S. : 

METEOROGRAPHICA; or. Methods of Mapping the Weather. Illustrated 
by upwards of 600 Printed and Lithographed Diagrams. 4*0. 9*. 

ENGLISH MEN OF SCIENCE: Their Nature and Nurture. 8vo. 8*. 6d. 

INQUIRIES INTO HUMAN FACULTY AND ITS DEVELOPMENT. 
With Illustrations and Coloured and P'ain Plates. Demy 8vo. 16*. 

RECORD OF FAMILY FACULTIES. Consisting of Tabular Forms and 
Directions for Entering Data, with an Explanatory Preface. 4to. 21. 6d. 

LIFE HISTORY ALBUM ; Being a Personal Note-book, combining the chief 
advantages of a Diftry, Photogravjh Album, a Register of Height. Weight, and 
other Anthropometrical Observations, and a Record of Illnesses. Containing 
Tabular Forms. Charts, and Explanations especially designed for popular use. 
Prepared by the direction of the Collective Investigation Committee of the 
British Medical Association, and Edited by Francis Galtoh, F. R. S., Chjur- 
man of the Life History Sub-Committee. 4to. 3*. 6d. Or, with Cards of 
Wools for 'J'esting Colour Vision. 4*. 6</. 

GARDNER.— SAMOS AND SAMIAN COINS. By Percy Gardner, M.A. 
F.S.A. British Museum. Disnay Professor of Archaology in the University of 
Cambridge, and Hon. Foreign Secretary of the Numismatic Sodety. Demy 
8vo. 7*. 6d. 

GEDDES.— -THE PROBLEM OF THE HOMERIC POEMS. By W. D. 
Geddes, LL.D., Professor of Greek in the University of Aberdeen. 8vo. 14*. 

GEIKIE. — ^Works by Archibald Geikib, LL.D., F.R.S., Director-General of 
the Geological Survey of the United Kingdom, and Director of the Museum of 
Practical Geology, London, formerly Murchison Professor of Geology and 
Mineralogy in the University of Edinburgh, &c. 

GEOLOGICAL SKETCHES AT HOME AND ABROAD. With illustra- 
tions. 8vo. xo*. 6//. 

THE SCENERY OF SCOTLAND Viewed in connection with its Phjrsical 
Geology. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo. lay. 6d. 

GILBERT.— THE LIFE OF ELIZABETH GILBERT: and Her Work 
for the Blind. By Frances Martin, Author of " Angelique AmauM." With 
Portrait. Crown 8vo. 6s. (Biographical Series.) 

GLADSTONE.— HOMERIC SYNCHRONISM. An inquiry into the Time 
and Place of Homer. By the Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone, M.P. Crown 
8vo. 6i. 
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GOETHE AND MENDELSSOHN (1821— 1831). IVawkted fi«n 
the German of Dr. Karl Mbnoblssohn, Son of the Composer, l^ M. E. Von 
Glbhm. From the Private Diaries and Home Letters of Mendelssohn, with 
Poems and Letters of Goethe never before printed. Also with two New and 
Original Portraits, Fac-similes, and Appendix of Twenty Letters hitherto 
unpublished. Second Edition, enlareed. Crown 8vo. 5*. 

GOETHE.— A LIFE OF GOETHE. By Heinbich DUnt2er. TiansUted by 
T. W. Lystbk, Assistant Librarian National Library of Ireland. With Illustra- 
tions. Two vols. Crown 8vo. ais. 

GOLDSMID.— TELEGRAPH AND TRAVEL. A Narrative of the For- 
mation and Development of Teleffraphic Commuiucation between England aiid 
India, under the orders of Her Majesty's Government, w th incident^ Nodres 
of the Countries traversed by the Luies. By C>l-)nel Sir Freosricic Goldsmid. 
C.B., K.CS.I., late Director of the Government Indo-European Telegraph. 
With numerous Illustrations and Maps. 8vo. ats. 

GORDON.— LAST LETTERS FROM EGYPT, to which are added Letters 
from the Cape. By Lady Duff Gordon. With a Memoir by her Daughter, 
Mrs. Ross, and Portrait engraved by Jbbns. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. gs. 

GORDON (CHARLES GEORGE), a SKETCH. By Rkcinald 
H. Barnes Vicar of Heavltree, and Charles E. Bkown, Major R.A. With 
Facs mile Letter. Crown 8vo. is. 

GRAHAM.— KING JAMES L An Historical Tragedy. By David Graham. 
Author of "Robert the Bruce." Gbbe 8vo. 7*. 

GREAT CHRISTIANS OF FRANCE: ST. LOUIS and 
CALVIN. By M. GuizoT, Member of the Institute of France. Crown 8vo. 61; 
(Biographical Series.) 

GREEN.— Worits by John Richard Green, M.A., LL.D. :— 
THE MAKING OF ENGLAND. With Maps. Demy 8vo. 16*. 
THE CONQUEST OF ENGLAND. With Maps. Demy 8vo. x8*. 
HISTORY OF THE ENGLISH PEOPLE. Vol. I.— Early England- 
Foreign King»— The Charter— The Parliament. With 8 Coloured Maps. 8vo. 

idr. Vol. II. — ^The Monarchy, z46x~x54o: The Restoration, 1540 — 1603. 8vo. 

16*. Vol. III.— Piuritan Eneland. 1603 — 1660 ; The Revolution. 1660 — 1688. 

With 4 Maps. 8vo. i6x. Vol IV.— The Revolution, 1683—1760; Modern 

England, 1760 — 1815. With Msq>s and Index. 8va i6ir. 
A SHORT HISTORY OF THE ENGLISH PEOPLE. With Coloured 

Maps. Genealogical Tables, and Chronological Annali. Crown 8vo. Zs. 6d. 

X26th Thousand. 
STRAY STUDIES FROM ENGLAND AND ITALY. Crown 8vo. Ss. 6d. 

Containing : Lambeth and the Archbishops — ^The Florence of Dante — Venice and 

Rome— E^rly History of Oxford— The District Visitor — Capri — Hoteb in the 

Qouds — Sketches in Sunshine, &c. 
HEADINGS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY. Selected and Edited by John 

Richard Grbbn. In Three Parts. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6d. each. Part I.— From 

Hengest to Cressy. Part II. — From Cressy to Cromwell. Part III. — From 

Cromwell to Balaklava. 

GROVE.— A DICTIONARY OF MUSIC AND MUSICIANS (a.d. 1450- 
1886). By Eminent Writers. English and Foreign. With Illustrations and 
Woodcuts. Edited by Sir George Grove D.C.L., Director of the Royal 
College of Music. 8vo. Pans I. to XIV., XIX— XXI. 3*. 6d. each. Parts 
XV. andXVL 7*. Parts XVII. and XVIIL 7*. 

Vols. I., II., and III. 8vo. 2ir. each. 

VoL I. A to Impromptu.— Vol. II. Improperiafo Pbun Song. — Vol. III. Planche 
to Sumer is Icumen la. 

Cloth cases for binding Vols. I., II., and III. xr. each. 

♦»» Par^XXIL completes the DICTIONARY of M JSIC and MUSICIANS as 
originally Contemplated; but an Appendix and a Full General Index are in the Press. 

GUEST.—LECTURES ON THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. By M. J. 

Guest. With Maps. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
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GUEST ORIGINES CBLTICAE (a Fragment) and other Contributions to 

the History of Bntain. By Edwin Gubst, LL.D.. D.C.L., F.R.S., late 
Master of Gonville and Caius Collie, Cambridge. With Maps, Plans, and a 
Portrait engraved on Steel by G. J. Stodart. Two vols. Demy 8vo. 32*. 

HAMERTON.— Works by P. G. Hambrton:— 
ETCHINGS AND ETCHERS. Third Edition, rwised. with Forty^ght new 

Plates. Columbier 8vo. 
THE INTELLECTUAL LIFE With a Portrait of Leonardo da Vind, etched 

by Lbopolo Flameng. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 10*. 6d. 
THOUGHTS ABOUT ART. New Edition, revised, with an Introduction. 

Crown 8vo. Bs. 6d, 
HUMAN INTERCOURSE. Third Thousand. Crawn 8vo. Ss. 6d. 

HANDEL.— THE LIFE OF GEORGE FREDERICK HANDEL. By 
W. S. RoCKSTRO, Author of ** A History of Music for Young Studentt." With 
an Introductory Notice by Sir Gborgb Grovb, D.C.L. With a Portrait. 
Crown 8vo. xof. 6d. 

HARRISON. —THE CHOICE OF BOOKS; and other Literary Pieces- 
By Fredkrtc Harrison. Third Kdition. Globe 8vo. 6s. 
A Choice Edition on large paper, 350 copies only printed. 8\ a x^s. 

HARPER.— THE METAPHYSICS OF THE SCHOOL. By Thouas 
Harper, (S.J.) (In 5 vols.) Vols. I. and IL Svo. i8». each.— VoL III., 
Part I. X2«. 

HEINE.— ATRIPTOTHEBROCKEN. By Heinrick Hbinb. TiansUted 
by R. McLiNTOCK. Crown Svo. 3*. 6d. 

HELLENIC STUDIES— JOURNAL OF. 8vo. Parts I. and IL, con- 

stituting VoU I. with 4to Atlas of Illustrations, 30*. Vol. 1 1., with 4to 

Atlas of Illustrations, 30*., or in Two Parts, i«. each. Vol III., Two Parts, with 

4to Atlrjs of Illustrat.ons, 15*. each. VoL IV., Iwo Parts, with 410. Atlas of 

Illustrations. Part I. 21*. Part II., 15*. Vol. V., Two Parts, with Illustrations 

15*. each. Vol VI., 1 wo Parts, 15*, each. Vol. VII., Two Parts, x«. each. 

Vol. VIIT., Part L, 15*. 

The Journal will be sold at a reduced price to Libraries wishing to subscribe, but 

official application must in each case be made to the Council Information on this 

point, and upon the conditions of Membership, may be obtained on application to the 

Hon. Secretary, Mr. Geors^e Macmillan, 39, Bedford Street, Covent Garden. 

HERODOTOS.— BOOKS I. TO HI.— THE ANCIENT EMPIRES OF 
THE EAST. Edited, with Notes, Introductions, and Appendices, by A. H. 
Savce, M.A, Oxford, Hon. LL.D. Dublin ; Deputy-Professor of Comparative 
Philology. 8vo i6s. 

HBRTiiL.— OVERPRESSURE IN HIGH SCHOOLS IN DENMARK. 
By Dr. Hfrtki., Municipal Medical Officer, Copenhagen. Translated from the 
Ehinish by C. Godfrey S6rensen. With Introduction by Sir J. Crichton- 
Brownb, M.D., LL.D., F.R.S. Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

HILL (O.)— Works by OcTAViA Hili, 
OUR COMMON LAND, and other Essays. Extra fcap. Svo. 3X. 6d, 
HOMES OF THE LONDON POOR. Sewed. Crown 8vo. 1*. 

HOBART.— ESSAYS AND MISCELLANEOUS WRITINGS OF VERE 
h ENRY, LORD HOBART. With a Biographical Sketch. Edited by Mary, 
Lady Hobart. 9 vols. Demy 8vo. 25s. 

HODGSON.— MEMOIR OF REV. FRANCIS HODGSON, B.D., Scholar. 
Poet, and Divine. By his son, the Rev. James T. Hodgson, M.A. Containing 
numerous Letters from Lord Byr->n and others. With Portrait engraved by 
/bens. Two vols. Crown 8vo. iBs. 

HOLE.— A GENEALOGICAL STEMM A OF THE KINGS OF ENGLAND 
AND FRANCE. By the Rev. C Hole, M.A., Trinity College, Cambridge. 
On Sheet, is. 
A BRIEF BIOGRAPHICAL DICTIONARY. Compiled and Arranged bf 
the Rev. Charlbs Holb, M.A. Second Edition. i8mo. 4s. 6d. 
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HOOKER AND BALL.— MOROCCX) AND THE GREAT ATLAS: 

Journal of a Tour in. By Sir Joseph D. Hooker. K.C.S.I., CB., F.R.S., 
ftc, and John Ball. F.R.S. With an Appendix, including a Sketch of the 
Geobgy of Morocco, by G. Maw, F.L.S., F.G.S. With lUustnuions and Map. 

8V0. 3IJ. 

HOZIER (H. M.)— Works by Lieut-Col. Henry M.HoziER, late Assistant 

Military fv-rreiary to Lord Napier of Magdala : — 
THE SEVEN WEEKS' WAR; lu Antecedents and Incidents. New and 

Qieapcr Edit.on With New Preface, Mans, and Plans. Crown Bvc 6*. 
THE INVASIONS OF ENGLAND: a History of the Past, with Lessons for 

the Future. Two Vols. 8vo. aSs. 

HUBNER.— A RAMBLE ROUND THE WORLD IN 1871. By M. Lb 
Baron UObnsr, formerly Anbassador and Minister. Translated by Lady 
Hbrb^ht. New and Cheaper Edition. With numerous lUustratioiis. Ctown 
8va 6*. 

HUGHES.— Works bjr Thomas Huchbs, Q.C. Author of "Tom Brown's 

Sch..ol Days." 
MEM JIR OF A BROTHER. With Portrait of Gbor-.b Hughbs, after Watts, 

Engraved by Jei^ns. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. ss. 
ALFRED THE GREAT. Crown 8vo. 6*. 
MEMOIR OF DANIEL MACMILLAN. With Portrait aftei Lowes Dickimsok. 

Engraved by J bens. Fifth Thousand. Crown Bvo. iS. ^.— POPUUm 

EDITION. X*. 
RUGBV, TENNESSEE. Being some account of the Settlement founded on the 

Cumberland Plateau by the Board of Aid to Land Owner^p. With a report 

on the Soils of the Plateau by the Hon. F. W. Killbbrbw, A.M., Ph.D., 

Commissioner for Agriculture for the State of Tennessee. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. 
GONE TO TEXAS: LetUrs from Our Boys. Edited by Thomas Hughbs. 

Crown 8vo. 41. 6d. 
THE LIFE OF JAMES FRASER, Second Bishop of Manchester. A Memoir. 

1818— x88s. 8vo. 16*. 

HUNT.— HISTORY OF ITALY. By the Rev. W. Hunt, M.A. Being the 
Fotirth Vclume of the Historical Course for Schools Edited by Edward A. 
Freeman, D.C.L. New Edition, with Coloured Maps. x8mo. 3*. 6<i 

HUTTON.— Works by R. H. Hutton, M.A. 
ESSAYS THEOLOGICAL AND LITERARY. Cheaper issue, avols. 8vo. 

x8*. 

CoNTBNTS OP Vol. I. :— The moral significance of Atheism— The Atheistic Ex- 
planatioo of Religion— Sdence and Theism— Popular Pantheism— What is Revela- 
tion ?— Christian Evidences, Popular and Critical— The Historical Problems of the 
Fourth Gospel— The Incarnation and Principles of Evidence— M. Kenan's "Christ " 
— M Renan's **St. Paul"— The Hard Church— Romanism, Protestantism, acd 
Anglicanism. 

Contents op Vol II. :— Goethe and his Influence— Wordsworth and his Genius 
—Shelley's Poetical Mysticism— Mr. Browning- The Poetry of the Old Testament 
—Arthur Hugh Clough— The Poetry of Matthew Arnold— Tennyson— Natiumiel 
Hawthorne. 

ESSAYS ON SOME OF THE MODERN GUIDES OF ENGLISH 

THOUGHT IN MATTERS OF FAITH. Globe 8vo. 6*. 
'These essays deal with the following writers : Thomas Carlyle, Cardinal Newman, 
Matthew Arnold, George Eliot, and Frederick Denlson Maunce. 

INGRAM.— A HISTORY OF THE LEGISLATIVE UNION OF GREAT 
BRITAIN AND IRELAND. By T- Dunbar Ingram, LLP., of Lincoln's 
Inn, Barrister-ai-Law, formerly Profess r of Jurisprudence, and <rf Hindu and 
Muhammedan Law in the Presidency College, Calcutta. Demy 8vo. xo$. 6d. 

IONIA.— THE ANTIQUITIES OF lOMIA, tee under Dilettanti Society's 
Publications. 
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IRVING.--THE ANNALS OF OUR TIME. A Diurnal of Events, Social 
and Political, Home and Foreign, from the Accession of Queen Victoria to the 
Peace of Versailles. By Joseph Irving. New Edition, revised. 8vo. half- 
bound. z8f. 
ANNALS OF OUR TIME. Supplement From Feb. a8, 1871, to March x6, 
X874. Svo. 4s.6d. ANNALS OF OUR TIME. Second Supplement. From 
March. 1874, to the Occupation of Cyprus. 8vo. 4s.6d. A Third Supplement 
is in the Prns, Ininging the work down to Jubilee day. 

JAMES (Sir W. M.).— THE BRITISH IN INDIA By the late Right 
Hon. Sir Wiluam Milbournb James, Lord Justice of Appeal. Edited by 
his Daughter, Mary J. Saus Schwabs. Demy Svo. xa^. 6d. 

JAMES.— Works by H«NRY James : 

FRENCH POETS AND NOVELISTS. New Edition. Crowii Svo. 4*. 6d. 

Contents:— AUred de Musset ; Th^ophile Gautier: Baudelaire; Honors de 
Balzac ; George Sand ; The Two Amp&res ; Turgdnieff, &c. 

PORTRAITS OF PLACES. Crown Svo. 7*. 6J. 

JEBB.— MODERN GREECE. Two Lectures delivered before the Philo- 
sophical Institution of Edinburgh. With papers on '* The Progress of Greece,'* 
and "Byron in Greece.*' By R. C. Jebb, MA., LL.D. Ed*n. Professor of 
Greek in the University of Gh^ow. Crown Svo. 5X. 

JE-VONS.— LETTERS AND JOURNAL OF W. STANLEY JEVONS. 
Edited by his Wife. With Portrait. Demy Svo. X4«. 

JOHNSON'S LIVES OF THE POETS.— The Six Chief Lives 
—Milton, Dryden, Swift, Addison, Pupe, Gray. With Macauhty's *'Life of 
Johnson." Edited, with Preface, by Matthew Arnold. New and Pc^nxlar 
Edition. CrowQ Svo. 4;. 6d. 

KANT.— THE LIFE OF IMMANUEL KANT. By J. H. Stuckenberg, 
D.D., late Professor in Wittenburg College, Ohia With Portrait. Svo. 14^- 

KANT— MAX MULLER.— CRITIQUE OF PURE REASON BY 
IMMANUEL KANT. In commemoration of the Centenary of its first Publica- 
tion. Translated into English by F. Max MOller. With an Historical 
Introduction by Ludwic NoiRlt 2 vols. Demy Svo. 16s. each. 
Volume L HISTORICAL INTRODUCTION, by Ludwig NoirA ; &c. &c. 
Volume II. CRITIQUE OF PURE RiiASON, translated by F. Max Muller. 

For the convenience of Students these volumes are now sold separately. 
Of Professor Max MuUer*s translation of TAg Critique of Purt Reason^ the Times 
says :•—" Through this translation Kant's work has fair the first ttme become inter- 
national — the common property of the whole world." 

KEARY.— ANNIE KEARY: a Memoir. By Eliza Kbarv. With a Portrait. 
Third Thousand. New Edition. Crown Svo. 4^. inL 

KELLOGO.— THE LIGHT OF ASIA AND THE LIGHT OF THE 
WORLD. A Comparison of the Legend, the Doctrine, and the Ethics of the 
Buddha with the Story, the Doctrine, and the' Ethics of Christ. By S. H. 
Kellogg, D.D., Professor in the Western Theological Seminary, Alleghany, Pa., 
U.S.A., eleven years Missionary to India, Corresponding Member of the Ameri- 
can Oriental Society, Author of ''A Grammar of the Hindi I^aaguage and 
Dialects," &c. Crown Svo. 7*. (>d, 

KILLEN.— ECCLESIASTICAL HISTORY OF IRELAND, from the 
EarUest Date to the Present Time. By W. D. Killen, D.D., President of 
Assembly's College, Belfast, and Professor of Ecclesiastical History. Two Vols. 
Svo. 355. 

KINGSLEY (CHARLES).— Works bv the Rev. Charles Kingsley, 
M. A , late Rector of Eversley and Canon of Westraiopter. (For other Works by 
the same Author, ue Theological and Belles Lrttr»s Catalogues ) 
AT LAST: A CHRISTMAS in the WEST INDIES. With nearly Fifty 
lUustrations. New Edition. Cr^wn Svo. 6*. 
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THE ROMAN AND THE TEUTON. A Series of Lectures delivered before 
the University of Cambridjre. New and Cheaper Ediuon, ^th Preface by 
Professor Max MOllbr. Crown 8to. 6s. 
PLAYS AND PURITANS, and other Historical Essays. With Portrait of Sir 

Waltsr Raleigh. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6r. 
In addition to the Essay mentioned in the title, this volume contains other two— 
one on " Sir Walter Raleigh and his lime," and one on Froude's '* History of 
England" 
HISTORICAL LECTURES AND ESSAYS. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
SANITARY AND SOCIAL LECTURES AND ESSAYS. Crown 8to. 6t. 
SCIENTIFIC LECTURES AND ESSAYS. Crown 8vo. 6s 
LITERARY AND GENERAL LECTURES. Crown 8vo. 6*. 
GLAUCUS: OR THE WONDERS OF THE SHORE. With Coloured 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 6x. 
Also a Presentation Edition in Ornamental Binding, gilt edges. Crown 8vo. 7s, 6d. 

KINGSLEY (HENRY).— TALES OF OLD TRAVEL Re^narrated by 
Henry Kingsley, F.R.G.S. With Eight Illustrations by Huard. Sixth 
Edttion. Crown 8vo. 5; . 

LABBERTON.— AN HISTORICAL ATLAS. Comprisii^ 141 Maps, to 
which is added, besides an Explanatory Text on the period delineated in each 
Map. a carefully selected Bibliography of the Enelish Books and Magarine 
Artides bearing on that period. By Robert H Labbbrton, Litt. Htun. 
Doctor. New Edition, Revised and Enlarged. 4to. zsx. 

LAMB. — ^Works by Charles Lamb. Edited with Introduction and Notes by 

Alfred Ainger, M.A., Canon of Bristol 
TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE. Globe 8vo. 5*. Golden Treasury Edition. 

i8mo. AS. 6d. Globe Read ngs Edition f jr Schools. Globe 8vo. ax. 
ESSAYS OF ELIA. Globe 8vo. 5*- 

POEMS, PLAYS, AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. &c. Globe Svo. 5*. 
MRS. LEICESTER'S SCHOOL; The Adventures of Ulysses; and other 

Essays. Globe Svo. 5X 
LETTERS OF CHARLES LAMB- 2 voh. Globe 8vo. 5*. each. 

LANFREY.— HISTORY OF NAPOLEON L BvP.Lanfrey. A Trans- 
lation made with the sanction of the author. New and Popular Edition. 4 vols. 
Crown 8vo. 30J. 

LECTURES ON ART. — Delivered in support of the Society for Protection 
of Ancient Buildings. By Regd. Stuart Poole, Professor W B. Richmond, 
E. J. PoYNTER, RA., J. T. MiCKLBTHWAiTB, and WiLLiAM MoRRis. Crown 
8vo. 4*. 6d. 

LETHBRJDGE.— A SHORT MANUAL OF THE HISTORY OF 
INDIA, with an account of INDIA AS IT IS. The Soil, Climate, and Pro- 
ductions; the People — their Races, Religions, Public Works, and Industries; 
the Civil Services and System of Administration. By Sir Roper Lethbridgb, 
M.A., CLE., Press Commissioner with the Government of India, late Scholar of 
Exeter College, &c. &c. With Maps. Crown Svo. sf. 

LIECHTENSTEIN.— HOLLAND HOUSE. By Princess Marie Liech- 
tenstein. With Five Steel Engravings by C H. Jeens, after paintings by 
Watts and other celebrated Artists, and numerous Illustrations drawn by Pro- 
fessor P. H. Delamotte, and engraved on Wood by J. D. Cooper, W- Palmer, 
and Jewitt & Co.. about 40 Illustrations by the Woodbury-tjrpe process, and 
India Proofs of the Steel Engravings. Two vols. Medium 4to., half morocco 
elegant. 4/. 4;. 

LUBBOCK.— Works by Sir John LtJBBOcic, Bart., M.P., DjCL, F.R,S. 
ADDRESSES, POLITICAL AND EDUCATIONAL, avo. 8*. 6d, 
FIFTY YEARS OF SCIENCE. Being the address delivered at York to the 

British Association, August, i88x. 8vo. sj. 6d% 
THE PLEASURES OF LIFE. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 3*. 6d. 
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LYTE.--Works by H. C. Maxwell-Lyte, F^.A., Deputy Deeper of the PuMic 

Kecorus. 
ETON COLLEGE, HISTORY OF, 1440-1875. With lUustratioDS. Nw and 

cheaDer issue. 8vo. ai*. 
A HISTORY OF THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD. From tke Earliest 

Times to the Year zsja Svo. 16s. 

MACARTHUR.— HISTORY OF SCOTLAND. By Margarbt Mac 
ARTHUR. Being the Third Volume of the Historical Course for Schools, Edited 
byEDWARD A. pREBMAN, D.C.L. Second Edition. i8mo. u. 

McLennan. — ^Worlc** by John Ferguson McLennan. 
THE PATRIARCHAL THEORY. Based on Papers of the late John Fer- 
guson McLennan. Edited and completed by Donald McLbh man, of ■ die 
Inner Temple, Barrister-at-Law, 8vo. 14s. 
STUDIES IN ANCIENT HISTORY. Comprising a Reprint of •* Primitive 
Marriage: an Inquiry into the Origin of the Form of Capture in Maniage 
Ceremonies." A New Edition. Svo. 16*. 

MACMILLAN (REV. HUGH).-For other Work, by «une Author. 
see Theological and Scientific Catalogues. 
HOLIDAYS ON HIGH LANDS ; or. Rambles and Incidents in search of 
Alpine Plants. Second Edition, revised and enlarged. Globe 8vo. 6s. 

MACMILLAN (DANIEL).— MEMOIR OF DANIEL MACMILLAN. 
By Thomas Hughes, Q.C., Author of " Tom Brown's Schooldays," etc. With 
Portrait engraved on Steel by C. H. Jeens, from a Painting by Lowes 
Dickinson. Fifth Thousand. Crown Svo. 4s. 6<i— POPULAR EDITION, 
Paper Covers, x*. 

M ACREADY.— MACREADY'S REMINISCENCES AND SELECTIONS 
FROM HIS DIARIES AND LETTERS. Edited by Sir F. Pollock, Bart., 
one of his Executors. With Four Portraiu engraved by Jesns. New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 7*. 6d. 

MAHAFPY.— Works by the Rev. J. P. Mahaffy. M.A., FeUow of Trinity 
CoUege, Dublin :— 
SOCIM. LIFE IN GREECE FROM HOMER TO MENANDER. Fifth 
Edition, revised and enlarged, with a new chapter on Greek Art Crown Svo. 

G^EEK LIFE AND THOUGHT FROM THE AGE OF ALEXANDER 
TO THE ROMAN CONQUEST. Crown Svo. 12*. 6d. 

RAMBLES AND STUDIES IN GREECE. With Map and lUustrations. 
Third Edition. Crown Svo. xo*. 6d. 

MARGARY.— THE TOURNEY OF AUGUSTUS RAYMOND MAR- 
GARY FROM SHANGHAE TO BHAMO AND BACK TO MANWYNE. 
From his Journals and Letters, with a brief Biographical Preface, a concluding 
chapter by Sir Rittherford Ai cock, K.C.B., and a Steel Portrait engraved by 
Jeens, and Map. Svo. los. td. 

MARTEL.— MILITARY ITALY. By Charles Martbl. With Map. 
Svo. izf. (td. 

MARTIN.— THE HISTORY OF LLOYD'S, AND OF MARINE IN- 
SURANCE IN -GREAT BRITAIN. With an Appendix containing Statistic* 
relating to Marine Insurance. By Frederick Martin. Svo. \^. 

MARTIN EAU.— BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES, x8s»-75- By Harriet 
M \rtineau. With Four Addiuonal Sketches, and Autobiographical Sketch. 
Fjfth Edition. Crown Svo. ts (Biographical Series.) 

MASSON (DAVID).— By David Masson, LL.D., Professor of Rhetoric 
and EngH^ Literature in the University of Edinburgh. For other Works by 
same Author, see Philosophical and Belles Lbttres Catalogve. 
CHATTERTON : A Story of the Year 1770. Crown Svo. 5*. 



THE THREE DEVILS: Luther's, Goethe's, and Milton's; and other Essays. 
Crown Svo. cs. 

vordsworto,s 
:arlyle perso: 

fcap. Svo. ar. 6</. 



Crown Svo. 5s. 

WORDSWORTO. SHELLEY, AND KEATS; and other Essays. Crown Svo. 5*. 
CARLYLE PERSONALLY AND IN HIS WRITINGS. Two Lectures. Extra 
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MATHEWS.— LIFE or CHARLES J. MATKEWS. CMefly AutoWo- 
graphical. With Selections from his Correspondence and Speeches. Edited by 
Charixs Dickbns. Two Vols. 9ro. 051. 

MAURICE.— UFE OP FREDERICK DENISON MAURICE. Chiefly 
told in his own Letters. Edited by bin Son. Frsdbrick Maitricb. With Two 
Portraits. 1 hird Edition, a vols. Demy 8vo. 36f. 
t^opuUir Edition. 2 vob. Crown 8vo. x6x. 



TURES. By the Rev. F. D. Maubicb. Edited with Pre6u:e, by Thomas 



MAURICE.— THE FRIENDSHIP OF BOOKS; AND OTHER LEC- 
TURES. By the Rev. F. D. Ma ~ " ' " 

Hughes, Q.C. Crown 8vo. 4*. 6d. 

MAURICE.— LETTERS FROM DONEGAL IN 1886. By ft Lady 
*' Fklon." Edited by Colonel Maurice, Professor of MiUtary History, Royal 
StaflT College. Crown 8vo. is. 

MAXWELL.— PROFESSOR CLERK MAXWELL, A LIFE OF. With a 
Selection from his Correspondence and Occasi )nal Writings, and a Sketch of liis 
Contribtiiions to Science. liy LEWIS CAMPBELL, M.A.. LL.D., Professor cf 
Greek in the University of St. Andrews, and Profesror WILLIAM GAFNETT, 
M.A., Principal of Durham Colleee of Science, NevK'castle-upon-Tyne. New 
Edition, Abridged and Revised. Crown Svo. ^s. 6d. 

MAYOR (J. E. B.)— Works edited by John E. B. Mayor. M.A., Kennedy 
Proliessor of Latin at Cambridge : — 
CAMBRIDGE IN THB SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. Part II. Auto- 
biography of Matthew Robinson. Fcap. 8vo. 5*. td. 

MELBOURNE.— MEMOIRS OF THE RT. HON. WILLIAM. SECOND 
VISCOUNT MELBOURNE. By W. M. Torrens, M.P. With Portrait 
after Sir T. Lawrence. Second Edition. Two Vols. 8to. 39*. 

MELDOLA.— REPORT ON THE EAST ANGLIAN EARTHQUAKE 
OF APRIL aaND, 1E84. Being Vol. I. of the Essex F;eld Club Special 
Memoirs, by Raphael Meldo«j^, F.C.S., F I.C., F.R.A.P., etc, Professor cf 
Chemistry m the Finsbury Technical College, City Guilds of London Institute, 
and William White, F.S.E.. Members of the Geobgists' Association. (Drawn 
up by K. Meldoij^, and read in abstract at the meeting of the Essex Field Club, 
February 28th, 1885.) With Maps and other Illustrations. Cheaper issue. Demy 
8vo. 3*. 6d. 

MIALL.— LIFE OF EDWARD MIALL. formerly M.P. for Rochdale and 
Bradford. By his Son, Arthur Miauu With a Portrait. Svo. tos. 6d. 

MICHELET.— A SUMMARY OF MODERN HISTORY. Translated 
from the French of M. Michelet, and continued to the present time by M. C M 
Simpson. Globe 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

MILLET.— JEAN FRANQOIS MILLET; Poa^ant and Painter. Trans- 
lated from the French of Alfred Sensier. With numerous Illustrations. 
Globe 4to. 1^. 

MILTON.— LIFE OF JOHN MILTON. Narrated in connection with the 
Political, Ecclesia-stical, and Literary Hist ^ry of his Time. By 1.>avid Masson, 
M.A., LL.D., Professor of Rhetoric and English Literatura in the Univenuty 
of Edinburgh. With Portraits. Vol.1. 1608—1639. New and Revised Edition. 
Svo. 21J. Vol. II. X638 — 1643. 8vo. x6s. Vol. III. 1643—1649. 8vo. 18*. 
Vols. rV. and V. 1649— 166a 32*. Vol. VI. 1660— 1674. ^ith Portrait, ns 

[Irufex Volume in^reparatitm. 
This work is not only a Biography, but also a continuous Political, Ecdeaiastical, 
and Literary History <rt Engliuid through Milton's whole time. 

MITFORD (A. B.)— TALES OF OLD JAPAN. By A. B. Mitpord. 
Second Secretary to the British Legation in Japan. With upv-^-'^s of 30 Illus- 
trations, drawn and cut on Wood by Japanese Artists, is -W Itnd Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6#. 
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MORLEY.— Works by JoHM Moaiwr. New Collected EditioiL Uxovob. 

Globe 8vo. 5*. each. 

VOLTAIRE. I vol. 

ROUSSEAU, a vols. 

DIDEROT AND THE ENCYCLOPAEDISTS, s wis. 

ON COMPROMISE, x vol. 

MISCELLANIES. 3 vols. 

BURKE. I vol. {TtumiMaiefy. 

BURKK. (Knglisk Men cf Letters Series.") Crown 8vo. Library Edition, 2*.&£ 
Popular Edition, sewed, \s. ; cloth, \s. 6d. 
ON THE STUDY OF LITERATURE. The Annnal Address to the Students 
of the London Society for the extension of University Teaching. Delivered at 
th6 Mansion Hotue, February 26th, i^Zj. Crown 8v>. x*. 6d. 
MURRAY. —ROUND ABOUT FRANCE. By E. C. Grenvillb Murray. 
Crown 8vo. 7*. 6d. 

MUSIC— DICTIONARY OF MUSIC AND MUSICIANS (a.d. 1450- 
j886). By Eminent Writers, English and Foreign. Edited by Sir Georgb 
Grove, D.C.L., Director of the Royal College of Music. Three Vols. 8vo. 
With Illustrations and Woodcuts. Parts I. to XIV.. XIX. to XXII. Part 
XXII. concludes the Dictionaty of Music and Musicians as originally con- 
templated. 3X. €d each. Parts XV. and XVI., ^s. Parts XVII. and XVIII., 
^s. Vols. I., II., and III. 8vo. 21^. each. 
Vol. I.— A to Impromptu. Vol. H.—ImproperiatoPlain Song. Vol. III. Planch^ 
to Sumer is Icumen in. 

*»* Part XXI r. completes the "Dictionary of Music and Musicians** as ori- 
ginally contempla^ed. But an Appendix and a Full General Index are in the Press. 

MYERS.— ESSAYS BY FREDERIC W. H. MVERS. a vols. x. Classical 
II. Modern. Crown Pvo. 4*. dd. each. 

NAPOLEON.--.THE HISTORY OF NAPOLEON L By P. Lanfrey. 

A Translation with the sanction of the- Author. New and Popular Edition. 
Four Vols. Crown 8vo. 30^. 

NEWTON.— ESSAYS ON ART AND ARCHiEOLOGY. By Charles 
Thomas Newton. CB., Ph.D., D.C.L., LL.D.. Keeper of Greek and Roman 
Antiquities at the British Museum, &c. 8vo. X2s. 6d. 

NICHOL.— TABLES OF EUROPEAN LITERATURE AND HISTORY, 
A.D. 200—1876. By J. NicHOL, LL.D., Professor of English Language and 
Literature, Glasgow. 4tOw 6s. 6d. 
TABLES OF ANCIENT LITERATURE AND HISTORY, b.c xsoo-a.d. 
aoo. By the same Author. 410. 4^. 6d. 

NORDENSKIOLD'S ARCTIC VOYAGES, 1858-79.— With 

Maps and numerous Illustrations. 8vo. j6s. 

VOYAGE OF THE FEGA . By Adolf Erik Nordbnskiold. Translated by 
Alexander Leslie. With numerous Illustrations, Maps, &c Popular and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
NORGATE.— ENGLAND UNDER THE ANGEVIN KINGS. By Katb 

Norgatb. With Maps and Plans. 2 vols. 8vo. 3a*. 
OLIPHANT (MRS.).— Works by Mrs. Oliphant. 

THE MAKERS OF FLORENCE: Dante, Giotto. Savonarola, and their City. 
With numerous Illustrations from drawings by Professor Delamotte, and 
portrait of Savonarola, engraved by Jbens. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 
8vo. Tox. 6d. 

THE MAKERS OF VENICE. With numerons Illustrations. Medium 8vo. 
2x*. r/«*/ ready. 

THE LITERARY HISTORY OF ENGLAND IN THE END OF THE 
EIGHTEENTH AND BEGINNING OF THE NINETEENTH CEN- 
TURY. New Issue, with a Preface. 3 vols. Demy 8vo. 21*. 

OLIPHANT.— THE DUKE AND THE SCHOLAR; and other Essays. 
By T. L. Kington Oliphant. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

OLIVER.— MADAGASCAR: an Historical and Descriptive Account of the 
Island and its former Dependencies. Compiled by Captain S. Pasfield Oliver, 
F.S.A., F.R.G.S., late Royal Artillery. With Maps. 2 vols. Medium 8vo. 
£9 X9f. 6d. 
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OTTE.— -SCANDINAVIAN HISTORY. By E. C Ottb. With Mxpu 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

OWENS COLLEGE ESSAYS AND ADDRESSES.— By Pro- 

PESSORS AND LbCTURBRS OF OWBMS COLLBCB, MANCHESTER. PubU^Sed in 

Commemoration of the Opening of the New College Buildings, October jth, 
1873. 8vo. 14*. 

PALGRAVE (R. P. D.)— THE HOUSE OF COMMONS: lUnstnuions 
of its History and Practice. By Reginald F. D. Palgrave. Cleric Assistant 
of the House of Commons. New and Revised Edition. Crown dvo. as. 6d. 

PALGRAVE (SIR F.)— HISTORY OF NORBIANDY AND OF 
ENGLAND. By Sir Francis Palgrave, Deputy Keeper of Her Majesty's 
Public Records. Completing the History to the Death of William Rufus. 
4 Vols. Bvo. 4/. 4s. 

PALGRAVE (W. G.)— Works by Willxam Gifford Palgrave, H.M. 
Minister Resident in Uruguay. 

A NARRATIVE OF A YEAR'S JOURNEY THROUGH CENTRAL AND 
EASTERN ARABIA, 1862—3. Seventh Edition. With Maps, Plans, and 
Portrait of Author, engraved on steel by Jeens. Crown 8ro. 6s, 

ESSAYS ON EASTERN QUESTIONS. 8vo. 10*. 6d. 

DUTCH GUIANA. With Maps and Plans. Bvo. 9*- ,.^,^„ „ ^. 

ULYSSES; OR, SCENES AND STUDIES IN MANY LANDS. 8vo. J2s.6d, 

PARKM AN.— Works by Frawcis Parkmam. 
MONTCALM AND WOLFE. Library Edition. Illustrated with Portxaitsand 

Maps. 3 vols. 8vo. lax. 6d. each. .. . «. .^ , *. .- . 

THE COLLECTED WORKS OF FRANCIS PARKMAN. Popular Edition. 
In 10 vols. Crown 8vo. 7*. 6d. each, or complete £3 13*. 6a. 
PIONEERS OF FRANCE IN THE NEW WORLD. 1 voL 

THE JESUITS IN NORTH AMERICA, r voL ,„^o^ 

LA SALLE AND THE DISCOVERY OF THE GREAT WEST, i voL 
THE OREGON TRAIL. 1 vol. 

THE OLD REGIME IN CANADA UNDER LOUIS XIV. 1 vol 
COUNT FRONTENAC AND NEW FRANCE UNDER LOUIS XIV. 

1 vol. 
MONTCALM AND WOLFE. 2 vols. 
THE CONSPIRACY OF PONTIAC. 2 vols. 

PATTE SON.— LIFE AND LETTERS OF JOHN COLERIDGE PAT- 
TESON, D.D., Missionary Bishop of the Melanesian Islands. By Charlotte 
M. YoNGE, Author of "The Heir of Redclyffe.- With Portraits a£Ur 
Richmond and from Photograph, engraved by Jeens. With Map. iNew 
Edition. Two Vols. Crown 8vo. xar. 

PATTISON. — MEMOIRS. By Ma«k Pattison, late Rcctcr of Lincoln 
College, Oxford. Crown 8vo. 8*. 6d. 

PAYNE.—A HISTORY OF EUROPEAN COLONIES. By E. J. Paynb, 
M.A. With Maps. x8mo. 4**6rf. Iff isfyfic^i Course y»r Schools, 

PERSIA.— EASTERN PERSIA. An Account of the Journeys of the Persmn 
Boundary Commission, 1870-1-2.— Vol. I. The Geography, w-ith Narratives by 
Majors St. John. Lovett, and Euan Smith, and an Introducaon by Major- 
General Sir Frederic GoLDfiMiD, C.B.. K.CS.L, British Commi^ioner and 
Arbitrator. With Maps and Illustrations.— Vol. II. The Zoology and Geology. 
By W. T. Blandford, A.R.S.M., F R.S. With Cotouxed lUustrations. Two 
Vols. 8vo. 4SX. 

POLLOCK.— PERSONAL REMEMBRANCES OF SIR FREDE^JJICK 
POLLOCK, second Baronet, sometime Queen's Remembrancer. » vols. Crown 
8vo. t/**^ ''*«^^- 

'POOLE.— A HISTORY OF THE HUGUENOTS OF THE DISPERSION 
AT THE RECALL OF THE EDICT OF NANTES, liy Rjbginald 
Lane' Poole. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
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PRICHARD.— THE ADMINISTRATION OP INDIA. From 1859 to 
7668. The First Ten Years of AdministzaUoii under the Crown. By 1. T. 
pRiCHARD, Barrister-at-Law. Two Vols. Demy 8vo. With Map. ai*. 

PROPERT.— A HISTORY OF MINIATURE ART. By J. Lumsdbm 
Propkrt. With numerous II lasrr rations. Super Royal 4to. £3 13s. 6d. 
V* Also a limited edition, bound in velium. jCi X4^« 6^. 

REED (SIR CHAS.).— SIR CHARLES REED. A Memoir by Charles 
£. B. Reed, M.A. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6ti. 

ROGERS (JAMES E. THOROLD).— HISTORICAL GLEAN- 
INGS:— A Series of Sketches. Montague, Walpole, Adam Smith, Cobbett. 
By Prof. Ro(;ers. Crown Bvo. 4*. 6d. Second Series. Wiklif, Laud, 
Wilkes, and Home Tooke. Crown 8to. 6s. 

ROSSETTI.— DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI : a Record and a Study. By 
William Sharp. With an Illustration after Dante Gabriel Rossetti. Crown 
8to. 10*. 6d. 

ROUTLEDGE.— CHAPTERS IN THE HISTORY OF POPULAR 
PROGRESS IN ENGLAND, chiefly in Kelat.on to the Freedom of the 
Press and Trial by Jury, 1660—1820. W ith application to later years. By J. 

ROUTLEDGB. 8vo. x6». 

RUMPORD.— COUNT RUMFORD'S COMPLETE WORKS, with 
Memoir, and Notices of his Daughter. By George Ellis. Five Vols. 8vo. 
4/. 14s. 6d. 

RUSSELL.— NEW VIEWS ON IRELAND, OR IRISH LAND 
GRIEVANCES AND REMEDIES. By Charles Russell, Q.C. M.P. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 2*. 6d. 

SAINTSBURY.— A HISTORY OF ELIZABETHAN LITERATURE. 

By Georg b Saintsbury. Crown 8vo. js. 6d. 

SANDYS.— AN EASTERN VACATION IN GREECE. With lists of 
books on Greek Travel and Topography, and Time Tables of Greek Railways 
and Steamers. By John Edwin Sandys, Litt. D., Fellow and Tutor of St. 
John's College, and Public Orator in the University of Cambridge. With a Map 
of Greece and a Plan ot ulympia. Crown Bvo. .3*. 6d. 

SAYCE.— THE ANCIENT EMPIRES OF THE EAST. By A. H. Sayce, 
Deputy-Professor of Comparative Pailology, Oxford ; Hon. LL.D. Dublin. 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 

SCHILLER. — THE LIFE OF SCHILLER. ByHEiNRicn DOntzer. Trans- 
lated by Percy E. Pinkekton. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo. xos. 6d. 

SCRATCHLEY— KINLOCH COOKE. — AUSTRALIAN DE- 
FENCES AND NEW GUINEA. Compiled from the Papers of the late 
Major-General Sir Peter Scratch ley, R.E., KC.M.G., Defence Adviser to the 
Australian Colonies, and Her Majesty's Speriril Commissioner for New Guinea. 
By C. KiNLocH Cooke, B A., LL.M., of the Inner Temple, Bamster-at-Law. 
With Portrait and Maps. Demy 8vo. 14*. 

SEELEY. — ^Works by J. R. Seeley, M.A., Regius Professor of Modem History 

in the University of Cambridge, Fell .w of uonville and Caius Callege, Fellow 

of the Royal Historical Society, and Honoraiv Member of the Historical Society 

of Massachusetts: — ^ ^ ^ ^ -r ^ 

THE EXPANSION OF ENGLAND. Two Courses of Lectures. Crown 8vo. 

0& COLONIAL EXPANSION. Extracts from "TTic Expansion of Eng- 
land." Crown 8vo. 1*. 
LECTURES AND ESSAYS. 8vo. jos. 6d. « , . n» 

Contents :— Roman Imperialism ; x. The Great Roman Revolution; «• The 
Pronmate Cause of the Fall of the Roman Empire ; The Later Empire.--Milton s 
Political Opinions- Milton's Poetry— Elementary Principles m Art—Liberal Edu<»- 
tkici in Universiues -English in Schools— The Church as a Teacher of MoraUty— The 
Teaching of Politics : an Inaugural Lecture delivered at Cambridge. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



22 MACMILLAN*S CATALOGUE OF WORKS IN 

SELBORNE.— A DEFENCE OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND 
AGAINST DISESTABLISHMENT. Wiih an Introductory Letter to the 
Ri^ht Hon. W. E. Gladstone, M.P. By Roundell, Eabl op Selborne. 
Thini Edition. Crown 8vo. 7*. 6d. 

SHELBURNE.— LIFB OF WILLIAM, EARL OF SHELBURNE, 
AFTERWARDS FIRST MARQUIS OF LANDSDOWNE. With Extracts 
from his Papers and Corresp.mdence. By Lord Ed mono Fitzmaurics. In 
Three VoU. 8yo. VoL I. 1737—1766, i*s. ; VoL II. 1766—1776, xas. ; Vol. 
III. 1776—1805. J 6s. 

SIBSON.— COLLECTED WORKS OF FRANCIS SIBSON. MD.. Lond.» 
Fellow of the Royal Society, Honorary M.D. Trinity^ College, Dublin, and 
D.C.L. Durha-n, Fell >w of the R <yal College of Physic.ans, &c. Edited by 
William M. Ord, M.D. Wiih Illui^ations. Four Volumes. 8vo. 3/. 3*. 

SIME. — HISTORY OF GERMANY. By James Sime, MA. x8tno. 3*. 

Being Vol. V. of the Historical Course for Schools. Edited by Edward A. 

Freeman. D.C.L. 
SMITH (GOLD WIN).— THREE ENGLISH STATESMEN. A Couis* 

of Lectures on the Political History of England. By Goldwin Smith, M.A., 

D.C.L. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 5*. 

SPINOZA.— SPINOZA : a Study of. By James Martineau, LL.D., D.D., 

Fellow of Manchester New C )llege, London. With Portrait. Second Editioo. 
Crown 8vo. 6s. (Biographical Series). 

ST. AN SELM.— By the Very Rev. R. W. Church. M.A., Dean of St. Paul's. 
New Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. (Biographical Series). 

STATESMAN'S YEAR-BOOK, THE.— a Statlc^tical and Histo- 
rical Animal of the Slates of the Civilised World for the Year 1887. Twenty- 
fourth Annual Publicati< >n. Revised after 0£Qcial Returns. Edited by J, 
Scott Keltie. Crown 8vo. lo*. 6*/. 

STATHAM.— BLACKS, BOERS. AND BRITISH: A Three.Comere4 
Problem. By F. R. Statham. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

STEPHEN.— THE STORY OF NUNCOMAR AND THE IMPEACH- 
MENT OF SIR ELIJAH IMPEY. By Sir JamBs Fitzjames Stephe.v, 
K.C S.I.. D.C.L.. a Judge of High Court of Justice, Queen's Bench Division. 
2 vols. Crown 8vo. i^s. 

STEVENSON.— HOUSE ARCHITECTURE. By J. J. Stevenson, 
Fellow of the Royal Institution of British Architects. With numerous lUustra- 
tions. Royal 8vo. a Vols, i8f. each. Vol. I. Architecture. Vol. IL House 
Planning. 

ST. JOHNSTON.— CAMPING AMONG C:ANNIBALS. By Alfred 
St. Johnston. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

STRANGFORD.— EGYPTIAN SHRINES AND SYRIAN SEPUL- 
CHRES, including a Visit to Palmyra. By Emily A. Beaufort (Viscountess 
Strangford), Author of "The Eastern Shores of the Adriatic " New Edition. 
Crown 8vo. "js. 6d. 

TAIT.— AN ANALYSIS OF ENGLISH HISTORY, based upon Green's 
" Short Hutory of the English People." By C W. A Tait, M.A., Assistant 
Master, Clifton College. Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

TAIT.— CATHARINE AND CRAUFURD TAIT. WIFE AND SON OF 
ARCHIBALD CAMPBELL, ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY: a 
Memoir, Edited, at the request of the Archbishop, by the Rev^W. Benham, 
B.D., Rector of Su Edmund-the King and St. Nicholas Aeons, Ope off the Sue 
Preachers of Canterbury Cathedral. With Two Portraits ei^raved by Jbens. 
New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6*. (Biographical Senes.) 
Abridged Edition. Crown 8vo. atf. 6d, 

TAIT.— THE LIFE OF ARCHIBALD CAMPBELL TAIT, Archbiskop ot 
Canterbury. By the Very Rev. the Dean OF WiHD»o« a&d Rer. W. Bbmham* 
B.D. a vols. 8vo. iln ikg/rtu. 
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TERESA.— THE LIFE OF ST. TERESA. By Maria Trbnch. With 
Portrait engraved by Jeens. Crown 8vo, doth extra, it. 6d. 

THOMPSON.— HISTORY OF ENGLAND. By Edith Thompson 
Being Vol. II. of the Historical Course for Schools, Edited by Edward A 
Freeman, D.C.L. New Edition, revised and eolarged, with Coloured Maps 
i8mo. 2S. 6d. 

THOMPSON.— PUBLIC OPINION AND LORD BEACONSFIELD, 

X875-1880. By Geo. Carslakb Thompson, LL.M., of the Inner Temple, 
Barrlster>at-Lavvr. a vols. Demy 8vo. 36*. 

THROUGH THE RANKS TO A COMMISSION.— New 

and Popular Edition. Cro>vn 8vo. 2^. 6d. 

TODHUNTER.— THE CONFLICT OF STUDIES; AND OTHER 
ESSAYS ON SUBJECTS CONNECTED WITH EDUCATION. By Isaac 
ToDHUNTER, M.A., F.R.S.. late Fellow and Principal Mathematical Lecturer 
of St. John's College, Cambridge. 8vo. 10s. dd. 

TROLLOPE. — A HISTORY OF THE COMMONWEALTH OF 
FLORENCE FROM THE EARLIEST INDEPENDENCE OF THE 
COMMUNE TO THE FALL OF THE REPUBLIC IN 1831. By T. 

Adolphus Trollope. 4 Vols. 8vo. Cloth, air. 

TURNER. — SAMOA. A Hundred Years ago and long beftre, together with 
Notes on the Cults and Customs of Twen:y.three other Islands in the Pacific. By 
Ge RGE Turner. LL.D., rf the London Mis ionary Society. With a Preface 
by E B. Tvlor, F.R.S. WiihMaps. Crown 8 vo. 9*. 

TYLOR.— Anthropology : an introduction to the Study of Man and 
Civilisation- By E. B. Tvlor, D.C.L., F.R.S. With Illustrations. Crown 
8vo. ^5. 6d. 

UNKNOWN COUNTRY, AN.— <THE RECORD OF A JOURNEY 
IN IRELAND.) By the Author of "John Halifax, Gentleman," With 
Illustrations by F. Noel Paton. Royal Svo. 7*. 6d. 

UPPINGHAM BY THE SEA. -a NARRATIVE OF THE YEAR 
AT BORTH. By J. H. S. Crown Svo. 3*. 6d. 

VICTOR EMMANUEL II., FIRST KING OF ITALY. 

By G. S. GoDKiN. New Edition. Crown Svo. 64. (Biographical Series.) 

WALLACE.— THE MALAY ARCHIPELAGO: the Land of the Orang 
Utan and the Bird of Paradise. By Alfred Russel Wallace. A Narra- 
tive of Travel with Studies of Man and Nature. With Maps and numerous 
Illustrations. Eighth Edition. Crown Svo. 7*. 6d. 

WALLACE (D. M.)— EGYPT : and the Egyptian Question. By D. Mac- 
kenzie Wallace, M.A., Author of "Russia: a Six Years' Residence," &c. 
Svo. 14J. 

WARD.— A HISTORY OF ENGLISH DRAMATIC LITERATURE TO 
THE DEATH OF QUEEN ANNE. By A. W. Ward. M.A., Professor of 
Hbtory and English Literature in Owens College, Manchester. Two Vols. 
Svo. 32*. 

WARD (J.)— EXPERIENCES OF A DIPLOMATIST. Being recoUcctions 
of Germany founded on Diaries kept during the years 1840— 1870. By John 
Ward, CB., late H.M. Minister-Resident to the Hanse Towns. Svo. xos.6d. 

WARD. — ENGLISH POETS. Selections, with Critical Introductions hy 
various writers, and a General Introduction by Matthew Arnold. Edited 
by T. H. Ward. M.A. 4 vols. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 7*. 6d, each. 

Vol I. CHAUCER to DONNE. 

Vol IL BEN JONSON to DRYDEN. 
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WATERTON (C.)— WANDERTNG3 IN SOUTH AMERICA. THE 
NORTH-WEST OF THE UNITED STATES, AND THE ANTILLES 
IN 1812, 1816. 1S20, and 1824- With Original Instructions for the perfect Preser- 
vation of Birds, etc., {it C'^abinetu of Natural Histor^r. By Charles Waterton. 
New Edition, edited with Biographical Introduction and Explanatory Index 
by the Rev. J. G. Wood. M.A. With 100 Illustrations. Cheaper Edition. 

People's Illustrated Edition. Demy^to. 6d. 

WATSON.— A VISIT TO WAZAN, THE SACRED CITY OF MOROCCO. 
By Robert Spence Watson. With Illustrations. 8vo. 10*. 6rf. 

WATSON (ELLEN.)— A RECORD OF ELLEN WATSON. Arranged 
and Edited by Anna Buckland. With Portrait. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 6*. 
(Biographical Series. ) 

WESLEY.— JOHN WESLEY AND THE EVANGELICAL REACTION 
of the Eighteenth Century. By Julia Wedgwood. Crown 8vo. 8*. 6d. 

WHEELER. — Works by J. Talbovs Wheeler, late Assistant-Secretary to 

the Government of India, Foreign Department, and late Secretary to the 

Government of British Burma. 
A SHORT HISTORY OF INDIA, AND OF THE FRONTIER STATES 

OF AFGHANISTAN, NEPAUL, AND BURMA. With Maps and Tables. 

Crown 8vo. 12*. 
INDIA UNDER BRITISH RULE FROM THE FOUNDATION OF THE 

EAST INDIA COMPANY. Deray 8vo. i«. 6d. 

WHEWELL.— WILLIAM WHEWELL. D.D.. late Master of Trinity 
College, Cambridge. An account of his Writings, with Selections from his 
Literary and Scientific correspondence. By I. Todhunter, M.A., F.R.S. 
Two Vob. 8vo. 25*. 

WHITB.— THE NATURAL HISTORY AND ANTIQUITIES OF SEL- 
BORNE. By Gilbert White. Edited, with Memoir and Notes, by Frank 
Buckland, A Chapter on Antiquities by Lord Sbldorne, and rmmerous Il- 
lustrations by P. H. Delamotte. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
Also a Large Paper Edition, containing, in addition to the above, upwards of 
Thirty Woodbury tjrjw Illustrations from Drawings by Prof. Delamotte. Two 
Vols. 4to. Half morocco, elegant. 4/. 4;. 

WILSON.— A MEMOIR OF GEORGE WILSON. M.D.. F.R.S.E., Regius 
Professor of Technology in the University of Edinburgh. By his Sister. New 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

WILSON (DANIEL, LL.D.)— Works by Daniel Wilson, LL.D., 
Professor of History and English Literature in University College, Toronto : — 

PREHISTORIC ANNALS OF SCOTLAND. New Edition, with numerous 
Illustrati jns. Two Vols. Demy 8vo. 36*. 

PREHISTORIC MAN : Researches into the Origin of Civilization in the Old 
and New World. New Edition, revised and enlarged throughout, with numerous 
Illustrations and Two Coloured Plates. Two VoU. 8vo. 36s. 

CHATTERTON : A Biographical Study. Crown 8vo. 6*. 6d. 

yONGE (CHARLOTTE M.)— Works by Charlotte M. yoN<», 

Author of the ''Heir cf Redclyffe." &c. &c. ;— 
CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY. From RoUo to Edward II. Extra 

Fcap. 8vo. Third Edition. 5*. 
r«:oND Series, THE WARS IN FRANCE. Extra fcap. 8vo. Third 

i;klition. ss. 
Third Series, THE WARS OF THE ROSES. Extra fcap. 8vo. $*■ 
Fourth Series, REFORMATION TIMES. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5*. 
Fifth Series, ENGLAND AND SPAIN. Ex:ra fcap 8vo. 5*. 
Sixth Series, FORTY YEARS OF STUART RULE (1603—1643). Extra 

fcap. 8vo. 5*. 
HISTORY OF FRANCE. Maps. x8mo. 3*. 6d. 

[Hisierical Course for Schools. 
HISTORY OF CHRISTIAN NAMES. New Edition. Revised. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6</. 
THE VICTORIAN HALF CENTURY. With a new Portrait of the Queen 

Crown 8vo. sewed, \s. ; cloth, xx* 6d. 
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POLITICS, POLITICAL AND SOCIAL ECONOMY, 
LAW, AND KINDRED SUBJECTS. 

ANGLO-SAXON LAW.— ESSAYS IN. Contents: Law Courts-Land 
and Family Laws and Legal Procedure generally. With Select Cases 
Medium 8vo. xBt. 

ARNOLD.— THE ROMAN SYSTEM OF PROVINCIAL ADMINIS- 
TRATION TO THE ACCESSION OF CONSTANTINE THE GREAT. 
Being the Arnold Prize Essay for 1879. By W. T. Arnold, M.A. Crown 
Bvo. 6*. 

BERNARD. — FOUR LECTURES ON SUBJECTS CONNECTED WITH 
DIPLOMACY. By Montague Bernard, M. A., Chichele Professor of 
International Law and Diplomacy, Oxford. 8vo. 9*. 

BIGELOW.— HISTORY OF PROCEDURE IN ENGLAND, FROM 
THE NORMAN CONQUEST. The Norman Period, 1066-1204. By 
Melville Madison Bigelow, Ph.D., Harvard University. 8vo. x6». 

BIRKBECK.— HISTORICAL SKETCH OF THE DISTRIBUTION OF 
LAND IN ENGLAND. With Suggestions for some Improvement in the Law. 
By William Llovd Birkbeck, M.A., Master of Downing College, and 
Downing Professor of the Laws of Eng^d in the University of Cambridge. 
Crown Bvo. 4;. 6d. 

BRIGHT (JOHN, M.P.).— Works by the Right Hon. John Bright. 

SPEECHES ON QUESTIONS OF PUBLIC POLICY. Edited by Profetsor 
Thorold Rogers. Author's Popular Edition. Globe 8vo. 3*. 6d. 
Library Edition. Two Vols. 8vo. With Portrait. 25s. 

PUBLIC ADDRESSES. Edited by J. Thorold Rogers, 8vo. 14$. 

BUCKNILL.— THE CARE OF THE INSANE, AND THEIR LEGAL 
CONTROL. By J. C. Bucknill, M.D., F.R.S., late Lord Chancellor's Visitor 
of Lunatics. Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

CAIRNES. —Works by J. E. Cairnes, M.A., sometime Professor of Politica] 

Economy in University College, London. 
POLITICAL ESSAYS. 8vo. 10s 6d. 
SOME LEADING PRINCIPLES OF POLITICAL ECONOMY NEWLY 

EXPOUNDED. 8vo. 14*. 

CLARKE.-— SPECULATIONS FROM POLITICAL ECONOMY. ByCB. 
Clarke, F.R.S. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

COBDEN (RICHARD).— SPEECHES ON QUESTIONS OF PUBLIC 
POLICY. By Richard Cobden. Edited by the Right Hon. John Bright, 
M.P., and J. E. Thorold Rogers, Popular Edition. 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

COSSA,— GUIDE TO THE STUDY OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. By 
Dr. LuiGi CossA, Professor of Political Economy in the University of Pavia. 
Translated from the Second Italian Edition. With a Preface by W, Stanley 
Jevons, F.R S. Crown 8vo. 4*. 6d. 

DICEY. — ^Works by A. V. Dicey, B.C.L.,of the Inner Temple ; Barrister-at- 
Law : Vinerian Professor of English Law in the University of 0.xford ; Fellow 
of All Souls' College ; Hon. LL.D., Glasgow. 
LECrURES INIRODUCTORY TO THE STUDY OF THE LAW OF 

THE CONSTITUTION. Second Edition. Demy 8vo. im. 6d 
THE PRIVY COUNCIL. Being the Arnold Essay for 186a Crown 8vo. 3S.6d, 
LETTERS ON UNIONIST DELUSIONS. Crown 8vo. 2*. 6d. 

FAWCETT.— Works by Right Hon. Henry Fawcett MA., F.R.S., late 
Fellow of Trinitjr Hall, and sometime Professor of Political Economy in the Uni- 
versity of Cambridge. • 
MANUAL OF POLITICAL ECONOMY.^ Sixth Edition, revised, with a 
Chapter on State Socialism and the Nationalisation of the I«ajfid, and an Index, 
etc Crown 8vo. ia«. 
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FPiyNC^TT —continued. 
SPEECHES ON SOME CURRENT POLITICAL QUESTIONS. 8vo. 

lOS. td. 

FREE TRADE AND PROTECTION : an Inquiry into the Causes which have 
retarded the general adoption of Free Trade since its introduction into England. 
Sixth and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

INDIAN FINANCE. Three Essays, with Introduction and Appendix. 8vo. 
•js 6d. 

FAWCETT (MRS.)— Worki hy MiLLiCENT Garrbtt Fawcbtt. 
POLITICAL ECONOMY FOR BEGINNERS. WITH QUESTIONS. New 

Edition. i8mo. 2s. dd. 
TALES IN POLITICAL ECONOMY. Crown Svo. 3*- 

FISKE.— AMERICAN POLITICAL IDEAS VIEWED FROM THE 
STANDPOINT OF UNIVERSAL HISTORY. Three Lectures deUvered 
at the Royal Institution of Great Britain. By John FistcB, Author of 
** Darwinism: and other Essays," "Excursions of an Evolutionist/' ftc. 
Crown Svo. 41. 

GOSCHEN.— REPORTS AND SPEECHES ON LOCAL TAXATION. 
By Gbokgb J. GoscHEN. M.P. Royal Svo. $«. 

QUIDS TO THE UNPROTECTED, in Every Day Matters Relatii^? 
to Property and Income. By a Banker's Daughter. Fifth Edition, Revised. 
Extra fcap. Svo. 3*. td. 

HARWOOD.— Works by George Harwood. M.A. 
DISESTABLISHMENT : a Defence of the Principle of a National Church. 

Svo. izf. 
THE COMING DEMOCRACY. Crown Svo. 6*. 

HILL. — Works by Octavia Hill :— 
OUR COMMON LAND ; and other Short Essays. Extra fcap. Svo. 3*- ^ 
Contents:— Our Common Land. District Visiting. A more E.xcellent Way of 

Charity. A Word on Good Citizenship. Open Spaces. E£fectual Charity. The 

Furure of our Commons. 
Hv)MES OF THE LONDON POOR. Popular Ed.tion. Cr. Svo. Sewed. \s. 

HOLLAND.— THE TREATY RELATIONS OF RUSSIA AND TURKEY 
FROM 1774 TO 1853. A Lectiure d^Lvered at Oxford. April 1877. By T. E. 
Holland, D.C.L., Professor of International Law and Diplomacy. Oxford. 
Crown Svo. 2*. 

HOLMES. — THE COMMON LAW. By O. W. Holmes, jun. Demy Svo. 

HORTON.— THE SILVER POUND AND ENGLAND'S MONETARY 
POLICY since the Restoration, together with a History of the Gtiinei, iHui- 
tratcd by contemporary documents. By the Hon. S Dana Hokton, a Delegate 
of the United States to the International Monetary Conferences of 187S and xSSi. 
Svo. 14J. 

jfeVONS.— Works by W. Stanley Jevons, LL.D., M. A., F.R.S. (For <yher 
Works by the same Author, tee Educational and Philosophical Cata- 

Th'e raEORY OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. Second Edition, revised, with 

new Preface and Appendices. Svo. lof . 6rf. 
PRIMER OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. iSmo. m. ^ „ 

METHODS OF SOCIAL REFORM, and other Papers. Demy Svo. lo*. 6^- 
INVESTIGATIONS IN CURRENCY AND FINANCE. Edited, with on 

Introduction, by H. S. Foxwell, M.A., Fell.w and Lecturer of St. John's 

College, Cambridge, and Professor of Politicri ' conomy at University College, 

London. Illustrated by so Diagrams. Dem. Svo. ai*. 
LIGHTWOOD.— THE NATURE OF POSITIVE LAW. By John M. 

LtGHTWOOD, M.A.. of Lincoln's Inn, Barristcr-at-Law, Fellow of Tnnity Hall. 

Cambridge. Demy Svo. laj. (td, 
LOWELL.— DEMOCRACY; and other Addresses. I3y jAia» Russell 

Lowell. Cro«rn Svo. 5f. 

LUBBOCK.— ADDRESSES. POLITICAL AND EDUCATIONAL. By 

Sir John Lubbock, Hrjt.. M.P., S.c., &c. Svo. Sj. dd 
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MACDONELL.— THE LAND QUESTION, WITH SPECIAL 
REFERENCE TO ENGLAND AND SCOTLAND. By John Macdonkll, 
Barriscer-at'LaW. 8vo. los. 6d. 

MAITLAND,— PLEAS OF THE CROWN FOR THE COUNTY OF 
GLOUCESTER. BEFORE THE ABBOT OF READING AND HIS 
FELLOW JUSTICES ITINERANT, IN THE FIFTH YEAR OF THE 
REIGN OF KING HENRY THE THIRD AND THE YEAR OF 
GRACE, 1221. Edited by F. W. Maitland. 8vo. 7*. 6d. 

MARSHALL.— THE ECONOMICS OF INDUSTRY. By A. Marshall, 
M.A., Professor of Political Economy in the University of Cambridge, late 
Principal of University College Bristol, and Mary Paley Marshall, late 
Lecturer at Newnham Hall, Cambridge. Extra fcap. 8vo. a*. 6d. 
MONAHAN.— THE METHOD OF LAW: an Essay on the Statement and 
Arrangement of the Legal Standard of Conduct By J. H. Monahan, Q.C. 
Ciown Svo. 6*. 
PATERSON. — Works by James Paterson, M.A., Barrister-at-Law, sometime 
Commissioner for English and Irish Fisheries, &c. 
THE LIBERTY OF THE SUBJECT AND THE LAWS OF ENGLAND 
RELATING TO THE SECURITY OF THE PERSON. Commentaries on. 
Cheaper issue. Crown Svo. 21*. 
THE LIBERTY OF THE PRESS, OP SPEECH, AND OF PUBLIC WOR- 
SHIP. Being Commentaries on the Liberty of the Subject and the Laws of 
England. Crown Svo. i2j. 

PHILLIMORE.— PRIVATE LAW AMONG THE ROMANS, from th« 
Pandects. By John George Philumore, Q.C. Svo. i6s. 

POLLOCK (F.).— ESSAYS IN JURISPRUDENCE AND ETHICS. By 
Frederick Pollock, M.A., LL.D., Corpus Christi Professor of Jurisprudence 
in the University of Oxford ; late Fellow of Trinity College, Camb. Svo. io». 6d. 

PRACTICAL PO LITICS.-'ISSUED BY THE NATIONAL LIBERAL 
FEDERATION. Complete in one volume. Svo. 6s. Or:— 
I. THE TENANT FARMER: Land Laws and Landlords. By James Howard. 

II FOREIGN POLICY. By Right Hon. M. E. Grant Duff. M.P. Svo. xt, 
Ili. FREEDOM OF LAND. By G. Shaw Lekevre. M.P. Svo. 2*. 6d. 
IV. BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. By Sir David Wedderburn, Bart., 
M.P. Svo. M. 
PRICE. — INDUSTRIAL PEACE: Its Advantages, Methods, and Difficulties. 
A Report of an Inquiry made for the Toynbee Trustees. By L L. F. R. Price, 
formerly Scholar of Trinity College, Oxford. With a Preface by Alfked 
Marshall, Professor of Political Economy m the University of Cambridge. 
With Portrait of Arnold Toynbee. Medium Svo. 6*. 
RICHEY.— THE IRISH LAND LAWS. By Alexander G. Rickey. Q.C.-, 
LL.D., Deputy Regius Professor of Feudal and English Law in the University 
of Dublin. Crown Svo. 3*. (>d. 
SIDGWICK. — ^Works by Henry Sidgwick, M.A., LL.D., ICnightbridge 
Professor of Moral Philosophy in the University of Cambridge, &c. : 
THE PRINCIPLES OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. Second Edition. Re- 

THK METHODS OF ETHICS. Third Edition, Revised and Enlarged. 

A^IjPPLEMENT to the second edition. Containing all the 
Important Additions and Alterations in the Third Edition. Demy Svo. 6s. 

ThTsCOPE and method of economic science.. An Address 
delivered to the Econ mic Science and Statistics Section of the British AssociaUon 

OOTlYNrS°'f^THE"mSTORY OF ETHICS FOR ENGLISH 
READERS. Crown Svo. 3*. 6d. 
STATESMAN'S YEAR BOOK, THE : A STATISTICAL AND 
HISTORICAL ANNUAL OF THE STATES OF THE CIVILIZED 
WORLD FOR THE YEAR 1SS7. Twcnty-fourth Annual Publication. 
Revised afier Official Returns. Edited by J. Scott Keltie. Crown Svo. xos. 60. 
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STEPHEN (C. E.)— THE SERVICE OF THE POOR; Bebf an Iixtidrr 
into the Reasons for and against the EstabUsfament of Religious SisterluMxls 
for Chariuble Purposes. By Carolinb Emiua STRPum. Crown 8vo. 6*. 6d. 

STEPHEN. — ^Works by Sir Tames FrrzjAMBs Stbprbn. K.CS.I., D.CI*. 
A Jndge of the High Court of Justice, Queen's Bench Division. 

A DIGEST OF THE LAW OF EVIDENCE. Fifth Edition. Crown 8to. 6s. 

A HISTORY OF THE CRIMINAL LAW OF ENGLAND. Three Vols. Demy 
8vo. a'&s. 

A DIGEST OF THE CRIMINAL LAW. (Crimes and Punishments.) Peordi 
Edition. 8vo. its. 

A DIGEST OF THE LAW OF CRIMINAL PROCEDURE IN INDICT- 
ABLE OFFENCES. By Sir Tambs F. Stephen, K.C.S.L,a Judge of the 
High Court of Justice, Queen s Bench Division, and Herbsbt Stsphsn. 
LL.M , of the Middle Temple, Barrister at -Law. 8vo. i«. 6d. 

LEITERS ON THE ILBERT BILL. Reprinted from Tk* Times. 8va ax. 

STEPHEN (T. K.)— INTERNATIONAL LAW AND INTERNA- 
TIONAL RELAIIONS: an Attempt to Ascertain the Best Method of 
Discmsing the I'opics of International Law. By J. K. Stbphbn, B.A., of the 
Inner Teraple, Barrister-at-Law. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

8TU BBS.— VILLAGE POLITICS. Addresses and Sermom on the Labour 

guestion. By C W. Stubbs, M.A., Vicar of Granborougb, Bucks. Extra 
ap. 8vo. 3f. fid. 

THOMPSON.— PUBLIC OPINION AND LORD BEAC0N6FIELD, 
1875-1880. By Geo. Carslakb Thompson, LLM., of the Inner Temple, 
Barrister-at-Law. a vols. Demy 8vo. 36*. 

THORNTON.— Works by W. T. Thorntok, C.B., Secretary for Public 

Works in the India Office :— 
A PLEA FOR PEASANT PROPRIETORS: With the Outlines of a Plan for 

their Establishment in Ireland. New Edidoo, revised. Crown 8vo. 7*. td. 
INDIAN PUBLIC WORKS AND COGNATE INDIAN TOPICS. With 

Map of Indian Rsulways. Crown 8vo. Zs. 6d. 

TREVELYAN.— CAWN PORE. By the Right Honourable Sr Gborce O. 
Trbvblyan, Bart., M.P., Author of "The Competition Wallah." New Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 

WALLACE. — BAD TIMES. An Essay on the present Depressldn of Trade, 
tracing it to its Sources in enor nous Foreign Loans, excessive war Expenditure, 
the increase of Speculation and of Millionaires, and the Depopulation of the 
Rural Districts. With suggested Remedies. By Alfred Russbl Wallack. 
Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

WALKER.— Works by F. A. Walker. M. A., Ph.D., Professor of Political 
Economy and History, Yale College. 
THE WAGES QUESTION. A Treatise on Wages and the Wages Class. 8w. 

MONEY. 8vo. 16*. . ^ 

MONEY IN ITS RELATIONS TO TRADE AND INDUSTRY. Crown 8vo. 

POLITICAL ECONOMY. 8vd. lor. 6d. 

LAND AND ITS RENT. Fcap. Bvo. w. 6d. 

A BRIEF TEXT-BOOK. OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. Crown 8vo. 6s. 6d. 

WILLIAMS.— FORENSIC FACTS AND FALLACIES. A Popular 
Consideration of some Legal Paints and Principles. By Sydney E. Williams, 
Barrister-at-Law. Globe Bvo. 4X. 6d. 
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WORKS CONNECTED WITH THE SCIENCE OR THE 
HISTORY OF LANGUAGE. 

ABBOTT.— A SHAKESPERIAN GRAMMAR: An Attempt to Ulustrate 
some of the Differences between Eluabethan and Modern EngUsh. By the 
Rev. E. A. Abbott, D.D., Head Master of the City of London School New 
and Enlarged Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

BREYMANN.— A FRENCH GRAMMAR BASED ON PHILOLOGICAL 
PRINCIPLES. By Hbrmann Bkkyhann. Ph. D., Professor of Philology in 
the University of Munich, Lecturer on French Language and Literature in 
Owens College, Manchester. Extra fcap. 8vo. 44. 6d. 

ELLIS.— PRACTICAL HINTS ON THE QUANTITATIVE "PRO- 
NUNCIATION OF LATIN, FOR THE USE OF CLASSICAL 
TEACHERS AND LINGUISTS. By A. J. Ellis, B.A., F.R.S., &c. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

FASNACHT. — Works by G. Eugenb Fasnacht, Author of "Macmillan's 
Progressive French Course," Editor of "Macmiilan's Foreign School 
Classics." &c. 
THE ORGANIC METHOD OF STUDYING LANGUAGES. I. French. 

Crown Bvo. 3*. dd. 
A SYNTHETIC FRENCH GRAMMAR FOR SCHOOLS. Crown Eva 

FLEAY.— A SHAKESPEARE MANUAL. By the Rer. F. G. Fleay. 
M.A., Head Master of Skipton Grammar School. Extra fcap. 8vo. 4^. 6d. 

GOODWIN.— >yorks by W. W. Goodwin, Professor of Greek Literature in 

Harvard University. 
SYNTAX OF THE GREEK MOODS AND TENSES. New Edition. 

Crown 8vo. ts. 6d. 
A SCHOOL GREEK GRAMMAR. Crown 8vo. y. 6d, 
A GREEK GRAMMAR. Crown 8vo. 6;. 

GREEK TESTAMENT.— THE NEW TESTAMENT IN THE 
ORIGINAL GREEK. The Text revised by B. F. Wkstcott, D.D.. Regius 
Profess r of Divinity, and F. J. A, Hort, D D., Lady Margaret Professor of 
Divinity, Fellow of Emmanuel College, Cambridge; late Fellows of Trinity 
College, Cambridge. Two Vols. Crown 8vo. lor. 6d. 
Vol I. Text.— ViL II. Introduction and Appendix. 
THE NEW TESTAMENT IN THE ORIGINAL GREEK, FOR 
SCHOOLS. The Text Revised by Brooice Fobs Westcott, D.D., and 
Fbnton John Anthony Hort, D.D. lamo. cloth. 4;. 6d. ; x8mo. roan, red 
edges, $s. td. 

HADLEY.— ESSAYS PHILOLOGICAL AND CRITICAL. Selected from 
the Papers of James Hadlby, LL.D., Professor of Greek in Yale College, &c. 
8vo i6x. 

HALES.— LONGER ENGLISH POEMS. With Notes, Philological and 
Explanatory, and an Iniroduaion on the Teaching of English. Chiefly for use 
in Schools. Edited by J. W. Hales, M.A., Professor of English Literature at 
King's College, London, &c. &c. Eleventh Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 4^. (d. 

HELFENSTEIN fJAMES).— a COMPARATIVE GRAMMAR OF 
THE TEUTONIC LANGUAGES; Being. at the same time a Historical 
Grammar of the English Language, and comprising Gothic, Anglo-Saxon, Early 
English, Modem English, Icelandic lOld Norse), Danish, Swedish. Old High 
German, Middle High German, Modem German, Old Saxon, Old Frisian, and 
Dutch. By Jambs Helfenstkin, Ph.D. 8vo. x8*. 

MASSON (GUSTAVE).— A COMPENDIOUS DICTIONARY OF 
THE FRENCH LANGUAGE (French-English and English-French). Adapted 
from the Dictionaries of Professor Alfred Elwall. Followed by a List of the 
Principal Diverging Derivations, and preceded by Chronological and Historical 
Tables. By Gustavb Masson, Assistant- Master and librarian, Harrow 
SchroL Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6r. 

MAYOR.— A BIBLIOGRAPHICAL CLUE TO LATIN LITERATURE. 
Edited after Dr. E. Hubner. With large Additions by John E. B. . Mayor. 
M.A., Professor of Latin in the University of Cambridge. Cwwa 8vo. xo». 6(U 
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30 MACMUXAlf'S CATALOGUE OF - 

MORRIS. — W>yikt tgr the Rer. Richard Morris. LL.D., President of the 

Philological Society, Editor of *' Spcomens of Early English,** Ac., &c 
HISTORICAL OUTLINES OF ENGLISH ACCIDENCE, comprising 

Chapters on the History and I^cvel pment of the Language, and on Word- 

f roiation. New Edition. Fcap. Bvo. 6s. 
ELEMENTARY LESSONS IN HISTORICAL ENGLISH GRAMMAR, 

containing Accidence and Word-fonnation. New Edition. iSmo. 9s. 6d, 

OLIPHANT.—Works by T. L. Kington Oliphant. M.A, of Balliol Coflcge, 

Oxford. 
THE OLD AND MIDDLE ENGLISH. A New Edition, f«viMd and greatly 

enlarged, of " The Sources of Standard English.*' Extra fcap. 8ro. os. 
THdi NEW ENGLISH, a vols. CrownSvo. ai*. 

PHILOLOGY. —THE JOURNAL OF SACRED AND CLASSICAL 

PHILOLOGY. F^urVofs. 8vo. isj. &/. each. 
THE JOURNAL OF PHILOLOGY. New Series. Edited Vy John E. B. 

Mayor, M. A. and W.Aldis Wright, M. A. 4s. 6d. (Half-yearty.) 
THE AMERICAN JOURNAL OF PHILOLOGY. Edited by Basil L. 

Gilders LEE VE, Professor of Greek in the Johns Hopkins University. 8^'o. 

4s. btL (Qaanerly.) 

PHRYNICHUS.— THE NEW PHRYNICHUS. Being a Revised Text of 

TJie Ecloga of the Grammarian Phrynichus. With Introductions and Commen- 
tary. By W. GuNioN RtTTHBRFORp. M. A., LL.D. of Balliol Colleg« Haad- 

M aster of Westminster School. Bvo. i8j. 

ROBY (H. J.)— Work< by Hknky John Roby, M.A.. lat* Fellow of St. 

John's College, Cambridge. 
A GRAMMAR OF THE LATIN LANGUAGE, FROM PLAUTUS TO 

SUETONIUS. In Two Parts. Second Edition. Part I. containing:— Book 

I. Sounds. Book 11. Inflexions. Bo.>k III. Word Formation. Appendices. 

CrownSvo. of. Part II.— Syntax. Prepositions, &c. CrownSvo. xof . 6^. 
A LATIN GRAMMAR FOR SCHOOLS. Crown 8vo. 5*. 

SCHAFF.-— THE GREEK TESTAMENT AND THE ENGLISH VER- 
SION, A COMPANION TO. By Philip Schaff, D D., President of the 
American Committee cf Revision. With Facsimile Illustrations of MSS. and 
Standard Edition > of thft New Testament. Crown 8vo. lai. 

SCHMIDT.—THE RHYTHMIC AND METRIC OF THE CLASSICAL 
LANGUAGES. To which are added, the Lyric Parts of the "Medea" of 
Euripides and the ** Antigone" of Sophocles; with Rhythmical Scheme and 
Commentary. By Dr. J. H. Schmidt. Translated from the German by J. W. 
Whitb, D.D. 8vo. xo*. 6rf. 

TAYLOR.— Works by the Rev. Isaac Taytx>r, M.A. 
ETRUSCAN RESEARCHES. With Woodcuts. 8vo. 14*. 
WORDS AND PLACES; or. Etymological illustrations of History, Ethnology, 

and Geography. By the Rev. Ikaac Taylor. Third Edition, revised and 

compressed. With Maps. Gfobe Bvo. 6r. 
GREEKS AND GoTHS: a Study of the Runes. 8vo. 9* 

VINCENT AND DICKSON.— A HANDBOOK TO MODERN 
GREEK. By Edgar Vincent. M.A., and T. G. DfCK5!ON. Second tCdition, 
revised and enlarged. With an Appendix on the Relation of Modem Greek to 
Classical Greek. By Professor R. C. J ebb. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

WHITNEY.— A COMPENDIOUS GERMAN GRAMMAR. By W. D. 
Whitney, Professor of Sanskrit and Instructor in Modem Languages in Yale 
College. Crown 8vo. 6». 

WHITNEY AND ED^REN.— a COMPENDIOUS GERMAN 
AND ENGLISH DICTIONARY, with Notation of Correspondences and 
Brief Etymologies. By Professor W. D. Whitney, assisted by A. H. Edgren. 
Crown 8vo. ns. M. ... , « . 

The GERMA^f-ENGLISH Part may be had •eparately. Pnce {«. 

WRIGHT (ALDIS).— THE BIBLE WORD-BOOK: a Glossaiy of 
Archaic Words and Phrases in the Authorised Version of th« Bible and the Book 
of Common Prayer. By W. Alois Wright, M.A., Fellowand Bursar of Trinity 
College, Cambridge. Second Edition, revised and enlarged. Crown 8to. ^s. 6a. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



THE GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES. 31 

ZECHARIAH.~THE HEBREW STUDENrS COMMENTARY ON 
HEBREW AND LXX, With Excumis on Several Grammatical Subjects. 
By W. H. Lowe, M.A,, Hebrew Lecturer at Christ t College, Cambridge. 
Demy Bro, xor. 6d. 

THE GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES. 

Uniformly printed in i8mo, with Vignette Titles by Sir J. E. Millais, T.Woolnbr, 
W. HoLMAN Hunt, Sir Noel Paton, Arthur Hughes, &c. Engraved on Steel 
by Teens. Bound in extra cloth, 4*. 6 f. each volume. 

THE GOLDEN TREASURY OP THE BEST SONGS 

AND LYRICAL POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LAN- 

GUAGE. Selected and arranged, with Notes, by Professor Francis 

TtniNBM Palgravb. 
THE CHILDREN'S GARLAND FROM THE BEST 

POETS. Selected and arranged by Coventry Pa^tmore. 
THE BOOK OF PRAISli. From the be«^t English Hymn WrlterR. 

Selected and arranged by RoundRll, Earl ok Sei.bornk. 
THE FAIRY BOOK; the Best Popular Fairy Stories. Selected and ren- 
dered anew by the Author of ''John Halifax, Gentleman." 
THE BALLAD BOOK. A Selection of the Cho cest British Ballads. 

Edited by William Allingham. 
THE JEST BOOK. The Choicest Anecdotes and Sayings. Selected and 

arranged by Mark Lemon. _ 

BACON'S ESSAYS AND COLOURS OF GOOD AND 

EVIL. With Notes and Glossarial Index. By W. Aldis Wright, M.A. 
THE PILGRIM'S PROGRESS from this World to that which is to 

come. By John Bunyan. __ ^^^*««„ «.^« ^,<r» 

THE SUNDAY BOOK OF POETRY FOR THE 

YOUNG. Selected and arranged by C F. Alexander. 
A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS of All Times and All Countries. 

Gathered and Narrated Ane J»r. By the Author of •' The Heir of Kedclvkfe." 
THE ADVENTURES OF ROBINSON CRUSOE. 

Edited, from the Original Edition, by J. W. Clark, M.A. 
THE REPUBLIC OF PLATO, Translated into English, with 

Notes by J. Ll. Davies, M.A., and D. J. Vaughan, M.A. 
THE SONG BOOK. Words and Tunes from the best Poets and Musicians. 

Selected and arranged by John Hullah. 
LA LYRE FRAN9AISE. Selected and arranged, with Notes, by 

GusTAVE Ma-sson, French Master in Harrow School. 
TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL DAYS. By an Old Boy. 
A BOOK OF WORTHIES. Gathered from the Old Histories and written 

anew bythe Author of **The Heir of Redclyffe." 
GUESSES AT TRUTH. By Two Brothers. New Edition. 
THE CAVALIER AND HIS LADY. Selections from the Works of 

the First Duke and Duchess of Newcastle. With an Introductory Essay by 
EwDARD Jenkins, Author of "Ginx's Baby," &c 
SCOTCH SONG. A Selection of the Choicest Lyrics of Scotland. Com- 
piled and arranged, with brief Notes, by Mary Carlyle Aitkin. 
DEUTSCHE LYRIK : The Golden Treasury of the best German Lyrical 

Poems. Selected and arranged, by Dr. Buchheim. 
HERRICK: Selections from the Lyrical Poems. Arranged, with Notes, by 

F. T. Palgravh. 
PO EMS OP PLACE S. Edited by H. W. Longfellow. England and 

MATTHEW ARNOLD'S SELECTED POEMS. 

THE STORY OF THE CHRISTIANS AND MOORS 

• IN SPAIN. By C. M. YoNGB, Author of the '* Heir of RedclyfTe" 

CHARLES LAMB'S TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE.— 
Edited by the Rev. Alfred Aingbr, M.A. 
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3« THE ENGLISH CITIZEN. 

POEMS OP WORDSWORTH. ch«-„ .^^ v^u^ -.u » r 

POEMS FROM SHELLEY. W^.r.^SLI,f^'rs;:V.oKo 
Bo^."i'^'^JJ•^«<;^fe°J'^««'*«E"E<^"io<>• Crown 8vo. iJ.U.) 
ESSAYS OP JOSEPH AD6I8ON. Cho.«. «k1 E<uJedb; John 

Richard Green. M.A., LL.D. ^ ■' 

POETRY OF BYRON. Q«eo «>d »»a««l by Matthbw Aknou>. 

(Also a Large Paper Edition, Crown 8vo. os.) 

SELECTIONS FROM THE WRITINGS OP WALTER 

?4XAP^ ^^^ DOR.— Arranged and Edited by Sidne\- Colvim 

SIR THOMAS BROWNE'S RELIQIO MEDICI; Letter 

to a Friend. &c., and Christian Morals. Edited by W. A C.kbbmhill. M.D. 
THE SPEECHES AND TABLE-TALK OP THE 

PROPHET MOHAMMAD.— Chosen and Translated, with an 

Introduction and Notes, by Stanley Lank-Poolb. 
SELECTIONS FROM COWPER'S POEMS.— with an Intro- 

duction by Mrs. Oliphant. 
LETTERS OF WILLIAM COWPER.— Edited, with Introduction. 

By the Rev. W. Benham, B D. 
THE POETICAL WORKS OP JOHN KEATS.— Reprinted 

from the Original Editions, with Notes. By Francis Turner Palgravb. 
LYRICAL POEMS. By Lord Tbnnyson. Selected and Annotated by 

Francis Turnbr Palgravb. 
IN MEMORIAM. By Lord Tennyson, Poet Laureate. 

*,* Large Paper Edition. 8vo. 9*. 
THE TRIAL AND DEATH OP SOCRATES. Being the 

Euthyphrcn, Apology, Crito» and Phaedo of Plato. Translated into English by 

F.J. Church. ♦»• Other Volumts to follow. 

Now ready t in Crown Zvo. Price y. dd. each, 

®fce iSnalisfe GTitijen. 

A SERIES OF SHORT BOOKS ON HIS RIGHTS AND 
RESPONSIBILITIES. 
This series is intended to meet the demand for accessible information on the ordinary 
conditions, and the current terms, of our political life. Theserieswitl deal with the 
details of the machinery whereby our Constitution works, and the broad Unes upon 
which it has been constructed. 

Edited by HENRY CRAIK, C.B., M.A. (OxoN.); LL.D. 
(Glasgow). 

The following are the titles to tJte Volumes: — 



CENTRAL GOVERNMENT. H.D. 

TwAILL, D.C.L. 
THE ELECTORATE and THE LE- 
GISLATURE Spencer Wai.pole, 
LOCAL GOVERNMENT. M. D. 

Chalmers. M.A. 
THE STATE IN ITS RELATION 

TO EDUCATION. By Henry 

Craik, C.B., M.A., LL.D. 
THE NATIONAL BUDGET: THE 

NATIONAL DEBT, TAXES, AND 

RATES. A. T. Wilson. 
THE POOR lAW. Rev. T. W. 

Fowls. M.A. 
THE STATE IN ITS RELATION 

T« ) TRADE. Sir T. H. Farrer, Bt. 
THE STATE AND THE CHURCH. 

Hon. A. Elliot, M.P. 



THE STATE IN RELATION TO 
LABOUR. W. Stanley Jevons, 
LL.D., M A., F.R.S. 

THE LAND LAWS. Professor F. 
Pollock, M.A. 

FOREIGN RELATIONS. Spencer 
Walpole. 

COLONIES & DEPENDENCIES:— 
Part I. INDIA. By J. S. Cotton. 
M.A. Part II. THE COLONIES. 
By E. J. Payne, M.A. 

THE PUNISHMENT AND PRE- 
VENTION OF CRIME. By Colonel 
Sir Edv[undDu Cane, K.CB. 

JUSTICE AND POLICE. By F. W. 
Maituamd. 

THE NATIONAL DEFENCES. By 
Lieut-Colonel Maurice, R. A. 

Un .PreMtati.9n 
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